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When a big canvasback flares 
fights for altitude, you want POWER 
And power is one of the big advantayes 
you get in Remington ‘“Express’”’ shells 
They’re loaded to the limit for power . 
come through with game-getting reach 
and smash at any shotgun range. Shoot 
them and see. 


When you're after fast-moving 
smaller game, shoot Remington “Shur 
Shot’? shells. These red Remington 
shells have speed and power aplenty to 
drop rabbits, quail, woodcock, grouse, 
doves, etc. You’ll like their smooth, de- 
pendable functioning and perfect pat- 
terns. Ask your dealer for Remington 
“Shur-Shot’’! 
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Extra Long Range for Ducks 
—For pass shooting . 
long shots . - you'll want 
Remington ‘‘Express’’ 
E xtra Long Range shells with #4 shot. 
At normal range, shoot these powerful 
green shells with #4, #5 or #6 shot... #6 
when you’re over decoys at closer range. 


Power and Reach for 

Geese—First choice to 

fold up a big honker is 

Remington ‘‘Express”’ 

Extra Long Range with 

BB or #2 shot. Many hunters will use 
no other shell, because it’s Remington 
“Express’”’ that’s loaded to the limit for 
power. At shorter ranges, some prefer 
the denser pattern of #4 shot. 


Two for Rabbits — For cot- 

tontails at normal range, 

the snappy red Reming- 

ton “Shur Shot’’ shells 

are fine, with #4, #5, or 
#6 shot. But make it Remington ‘‘Ex- 
press” when you’re after the bigger 
snowshoe and jackrabbits. Either way, 
you get fast, dependable ignition with 
world-famous ‘‘Kleanbore’’ priming. 
Only Remington has it. 


“Express,” ‘Shur Shot,” 
*In “Shur Shot" trap loads only. tin 
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Quick Shots at Quail— 
You get all the power you 
need for quail in Reming- 
ton “Shur Shot’’ shells. 
Use ’em with 4714,* #8 or 
97 shot. They’re a fast, 
dependable load. Have the same famous 
Remington-developed design for pe rfect 
patterns as Remington “‘Express”’ shells! 


Wallop Aplenty for Wood- 
cock— Remington ‘‘Shur 
Shot”? shells with 48 pack 
plenty of punch for fast 
shooting in the alder thickets. You may 
prefer #714* or 497 shot, depending on 
the range. You’re sure to like these 
easy-feeding Remington shells. 


More Power for Pheas- tp. _/ 

ants— When a big ring- 

neck suddenly towers, 

you wants the extra 

power of Remington 

**Express”’ shells. Use 45 shot for corn- 
field shooting, where long shots are 
usual— #6 shot for normal rises over 
dogs and all-around use. 


Heavy Hitter for 
Turkey — Knock- 
ing down a big 
gobbler demands 
the extra wallop 
of a really heavy load— 


‘Kleanbore” are Reg. U. S. Pat. Off. 
“Shur Shot" skeet loads only. 
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Remington ‘“‘Express” with BB’s or #2’s 
for long shots; Remington “Express” 
with #4 shot if you’re a good caller. 


Knockdown Power for 

Deer, Black Bear, Wolf — 

Here’s where you need 

powerful Remington 

““Express’’— with amaz- 

ingly accurate 12 or 16 ga. rifled slugs. 
They convert your shotgun to a rifle 
and are effective up to 100 yards! If 
you prefer buckshot, the 0 and 00 sizes 
are the most popular. 

NOTE: Shot sizes mentioned here are 
popular favorites. You may have your 
own preference. But whatever game you 
shoot . . . whatever make of gun you use, 
you'll be ahead with Remington shells. 
Shoot ’em next time and see the dif- 
ference! 

SPECIAL OFFER: Get your 

copy of “How to Dress, 

Ship & Cook Wild Game’”’ 

booklet. Send 10¢ in coin to 
Remington Arms Com- 

pany, Inc., Dept. OL-11, 

Bridgeport 2, Conn. 


‘“‘Remember—only you can 
prevent forest fires’’ 
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PFLUEGER 
PINNING LURES 


RAZEM 2 2» 
Keel-weighted body <**¥ : 
—casts beautifully. S y~ 
Several colors. % oz. : 

75¢ 








CHUM SPOON 
Won't twist line, finds 
fish in hard to reach 
places. Weedless. % 
oz. 70¢ to $1.05 





SURETY 


STREAMER 

Casts perfectly—sinks 
fast, raises fish in deep 
holes. Unbelievably 
weed-free. % 0z.65¢ 





GLAMOR BAIT 
Wallows like an in- 
jured minnow, teases 
lurking fish. % or 2/5 
oz. 65¢ 
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NIFTEE 

SPINNER 
Luminous blades, 
bright colors lure fish 
day or night. Weight- 
ed shaft. 1/5 oz. 65¢ 
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LUMINOUS 
TANDEM 

Favorite of thousands. 
Several colors, two 
luminous spinners. % 
oz. 85¢ 





BABY SCOOP 
Floats on side like in- 
jured minnow. Spinners 
get certain attention, 
Y% oz. $1.25 
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TREBLE-HOOK 
CHUM 
Terrifically active. 
Chrome or gold finish. 
Easy to cast. % oz. 
65¢ 











PFLUEGER REELS 
$2.35 to $35.00 







THE ENTERPRISE MFG. CO., AKRON 9, OHIO 
89 years of making fine fishing tackle 


PFLUEGER 


(Pronounced FLEW-GER ) 
A GREAT NAME IN TACKLE 
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safari, that if you want the best you have to work for it 
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A modern outdoorsman tests his ancestors’ technique of survival 
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That moose was a cinch—for a man who could hit at 500 yards 
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Big thrills ahead for Northeastern gobbler hunters 
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In a Canadian wilderness, these boys refused to have fun 
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NCE there was a Nash owner who went deer- 

hunting in sub-zero weather. He drove his 
Statesman Airflyte up into the hills, in Weather 
Eye Conditioned Air comfort, and parked it back 
in a clump of Ponderosa pine trees. 


Because it was bitter cold, the hunter took an 
old russet-brown horse-blanket from the Nask’s 
spacious luggage compartment and threw it over 
the hood of the car. Then he grabbed his gun and 
started hunting. 


He hunted the west ridge of the mountain, then 
crossed over the saddle and came back along the 
east ridge. Suddenly, when approaching the place 
from which he’d started, he caught a glimpse of 
something russet-brown in a clump of Ponderosa 


Nash Motors, 
Division Nash-Kelvinator Corporation, 
Detroit 32, Michigan 
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pine trees. Although it didn’t move, he was pretty 
sure he saw antlers. In fact, he was positive. So he 
up with his .30-60 and slammed three quick shots 
into the russet-brown patch. 


On running up to the clump of trees, you can 
imagine the hunter’s surprise to find that the 
brown patch was a twelve-point buck, dead as a 
doornail. After dressing it out he hauled it a few 
feet to the clump of Ponderosa pine trees where 
his Airflyte was parked, tied the deer over a 
fender and drove home, getting an amazing num- 
ber of miles to the gallon of gas. 


MORAL: Anybody smart enough to be driving 
a Nash Airflyte is smart enough to tell a twelve- 
point buck from a horse-blanket. 
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New Vitalis 
Grooming Agent 
is Greaseless 
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Keep Your Hair Neat 
All Day this New 
Greaseless Way! 


No animal, mineral or vegetable oil 
in new Vitalis. It keeps your hair neat 
with V-7, new greaseless grooming dis- 
covery. Never a gummy film or “oil- 


slick” look! 





Prevents Hair Dryness 

What’s more, Vitalis gives you special 
protection from annoying dryness. 
New laboratory findings show that 
even excessively dried-out hair gets 
back its normal moisture content faster 
with Vitalis than with any other lead- 
ing hair tonic. Try new Vitalis! 


NEW, FINER 


VITALIS” 


Hair Tonic with V-7 


Product of Bristol-Myers 
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Great-Great-Great-Grandpa 


I’m thankful that I recently renewed 
my subscription to OUTDOOR LIFE, for 
| otherwise I might have missed Ross C. 
McCluskey’s excellent article about my 
great-great-great-grandfather, Meshach 
| Browning. 
| Browning’s book was virtually my 
Bible for many vounger years, and it 
| built up an intense interest in the out- 
doors and in hunting which has grown 
ever since. 

I’m very fortunate in possessing his 
old flintlock rifle, which my mother 
| took from her homestead long ago. Al- 
though the gun is not now in good con- 
dition, I intend to have it restored so 
that it can again be fired. It is a 
cumbersome weapon, weighing about 
16 lb., and when sighting with it one 
finds it hard to imagine how Meshach 
performed such feats. Jay C. Stand- 
| ish, Gates Mills, Ohio. 


| . . . and the Santa Fe 


In the story Deadhead you show a 
picture of hogger Jack Tooker and 
| fireman Phil Kenney standing along- 
side the cab of an engine. You say 
that’s a Santa Fe locomotive. Are you 
sure? 

When I was a switchman and later a 
brakeman, unless my memory plays me 
tricks, the Santa Fe road never used 

|S.F. as an abbreviation on its locomo- 
tives or other rolling stock. The only 
road I know of that used those letters 
was the Frisco, St.L. & S.F., and I’m 
a monkey's uncle if that isn’t a Frisco 
teakettle shown behind the hogger and 
tallow pot...C. A. Hahn, Cedar Glades, 
Ark. 


Mr. Hahn's letter doesn’t make sense. 
|Why would the Santa Fe have a 
| Frisco engine in service on its Coast 
| Line? I ran every type of engine used 
|on this line after 1910, including the 
| Diesels. As a matter of record, I han- 
| dled nearly 2,000,000 passengers to the 
| Grand Canyon without injuring any of 
| them. 
| The name Santa Fe, or A.T. & S.F. 
| (for Atchison, Topeka & Santa Fe), al- 
| ways is shown on all rolling stock of 





that road. It just happens that only 
the S.F. showed in your picture. and 
that threw Mr. Hahn off the track. He 
may think that A.T. & S.F. stands for 
All Tonnage & Slow Freight, but I can 
assure him that such is not the case. 
Incidentally, the term “hoghead” as 
applied to a locomotive engineer is not 
uncomplimentary. It refers to the 
amount of information an engineer must 
have in his head. He must know all the 
rules pertaining to the operation of a 
train, and pass an examination on the 
duties of every member of the crew. In 
fact. he must know everything about 
trains and their handling, except teleg- 
raphy.—_-Jack Tooker, Durango, Mexico 


One Up on Goldilocks 


About a year ago you had an article 
telling how my neighbor, Eddie Griffin, 
shot a black bear and three cubs here 
in East Sullivan, Maine. I had a simi- 
lar experience while guiding last No- 
vember. Maybe this is an area where 
bear families run larger than average, 
since mine was the third such group 





**Hank” Hosking with bear and three cubs 


I’ve known to be taken in this section 
in the last 4 years. 

I was guiding a party of three fro 
New Jersey. The day was clear an 
warm, so I placed the men on goo 
crossings while I went up and worke 

(continued on page 8) 








Pr 


nly 
and 
He 
for 
can 
e. 

’ as 
not 
the 
nust 
| the 
OF a 
the 
. In 
bout 
leg- 
rico 


ticle 
iffin, 
here 
3imi- 

No- 
here 
rage, 


‘roup 





e cubs 


ection 


from 
r and 
gor d 
‘orked 




















ire ® 





pis 


t 





LF 





RY, 


Protect your engine—get more power with “ETHYL gasoline 





Read the fine print of your comprehensive 
policy. It will cover fire and storm and theft and 
loss at sea . . . but nary a word about something 
else that can really raise hob with your car and 
your pocketbook. 

The danger we’re talking about is “knock” — 
the hammering inside your engine that is caused 
by gasoline that burns unevenly. It’s tough on 
pistons, bearings, wrist pins and other vital parts. 

However, you can buy full protection at any 
“Ethyl” gasoline pump. “Ethyl” gasoline is high 
octane gasoline—it burns smoothly and evenly 
in high compression engines. And, of course, it 
gives you more power. 


ETHYL CORPORATION e New York 17, N. Y. 
Ethyl Antiknock Ltd., in Canada 






ANTIKNOCK 
COMPOUND 
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TRADE-MARK 


NOVEMBER, 





1953 
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Moderation. too, establishes its own “closed 


knows h 


Why haven't mallards and canvasbacks gone 
the way of the passenger pigeon —to extinc- 
tion? 

Why haven’t the deer and the antelope fol- 
lowed the buffalo? 

Of course you know the answer — con- 
servation. Conservation which protects our 
national heritage of forest and stream and 
wildlife. 
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Did it ever occur to you that conservation 
and moderation in the enjoyment of fine 
whiskey have much in common...and that, 
as a sportsman both are equally deserving of 
your support. 

Conservation sets a limit on how much 
aman should shoot. Moderation puts a limit 
on how much he should drink. 


Sportsman 





season.” And this simply means—no drinking 
as long as there are shells in the guns. 

Only when the day’s shooting is over...only 
during those mellow hours of good fellowship 
and story-swapping by a friendly fire...that’s 
the only time and the only place for whiskey 
on a hunting trip. 


a a ie 


Of course, there’s one big difference be- 
tween conservation and moderation. 

There are laws and game wardens to en- 
force conservation... but as far as modera- 
tion goes, you make your own rules. It’s 
strictly up to you. So during the coming 
hunting season, let your own personal code 
be: whiskey and gun powder don’t mix! 


THE HOUSE OF SEAGRAM 


FINE WHISKIES SINCE 1857 
Seagram-Distillers Corporation, Chrysler Building, New York 


The House of Seagram will gladly send reprints of this advertisement on request. Address Adver- 
tising Department, Seagram-Distillers Corporation, Chrysler Building, New York City, N. Y. 
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Special pAAunouncement 
NEW SHIPMENT OF FAMOUS 


ROTH-KLAROPTAR BINOCULARS 
HAS ARRIVED FROM GERMANY 











‘3 


Tax Paid 


CASE 


GIVEN 


We're happy indeed to announce that a shipment of 
several thousand of these famous 3 X, 40 binoculars 
has arrived from Germany. Some time ago we got a 
shipment and were flooded with orders. We were 
sold out in practically no time! We were forced to 
hold up thousands of orders and disappointed a lot 
of nice folks. This time we're taking no chances! 
We are strictly limiting orders to ONE per family 
and will sell NONE to dealers. 


Rothlar Lenses Are Precision Made 

The secret of ROTHLAR’S great public acceptance 
is the precision-made lenses. Unlike other glasses, 
they are not moulded or stamped out on plastic 
presses! They are ground out ONE BY ONE by proud 
German optical workers. This takes much more time 
and limits production. But what a difference! View- 
ing is sharp ciear, magic-like! No annoying distor- 
tions! No chromatic fringe to cause eyestrain! ALL 
Rothlar glasses are turned out under the supervision 
of WALTER ROTH, in his small factory in Hart- 
mannshof, Western Germany. He has the Old World 
family pride. Herr Roth simply won't let an inferior 
product bear his name. Naturally this means you get 
a really superior binocular if you are one of the 
lucky people to order this instrument. 


Enjoy One at Our Risk! 


We'll send you a ROTHLAR for 5 DAYS’ TRIAL. 
Enjoy it without obligation. Use it for sports, box- 
ing matches, races, basketball, football. It’s ideal 
for nature study, motoring, sailing, airplane spot- 
ting, watching your neighbors, celestial observation 
and viewing distant scenery. Compare it at ANY dis- 
tance from 18 feet to 18 miles. You must be de- 
lighted or your $3 comes back—no questions asked! 
We suggest you rush your $3 by return mail or come 
in person, if you can. These few thousands won’t 
last long! First come. first served. Orders received 
too late will be returned promptly. Rush coupon 


today! 
THORESEN‘’S 


352 FOURTH AVE., DEPT. 49-M-134, N. Y. 10, N. Y. 





THORESEN’S, Dept. 49-M-134 
352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 


RUSH ONE ROTH-KLAROPTAR Binocular with case 
on 5-Day Trial—Money back guarantee. 


[] Enclosed $3—send tax and post paid. 
[-] Send COD plus all postal fees. 


Name 


Address 


Town State 


Check here if you want DELUXE MODEL instead, 

with built-in compass. Only $1 more—total $4. 

NOTE: Only ONE model sent to a family address 
No combinations sold at present 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


(continued from page 4) 
across the side of the mountain. As I 
was about to turn and work back to my 
party, I heard a heavy sound in the 
leaves up the mountain. Thinking it 
was a bunch of deer, I slipped the 
safety off my rifle and waited. After a 
minute or two a bear came out from 
behind a spruce in a sort of half trot. 

As she was passing in front of me I 
touched off my .300 Remington, and she 
crumpled. Then out of the same thicket 
bears spurted in three directions. After 
a few jumps the cubs hesitated, as if 
| for orders from mamma. My next three 
shots took care of the family. 

It looked like a battlefield, with bears 
lying all around. After dressing them 
out I was joined by Felix Rudolph of 
Islington, Mass., who had heard the 
shooting. I dragged the old bear, which 
| weighed about 140 lb., and Felix took 

the three 35-lb. cubs. One of the fun- 
niest things I’ve ever seen was Felix 
staggering through the brush with a 
| bear in his packsack and one dangling 
| from each shoulder, and his cap slapped 
sideways over one ear. 

| That was the last of the fun, though, 
| because it was a %4-mile lug and drag 
to the tote road, where a pulp-woods 
| boss took my bears in a pick-up truck 
| 144 miles to my station wagon. They 
wound up in the form of a bear rug 
and a game supper in Milford, N. J., 
where the meat was proclaimed deli- 
cious.—Henry (“Hank”) Hosking, East 
Sullivan, Maine. 








| myself. 


New Lease on Life 


Until my recall into the service about 
a year ago, I had been a resident of 
Chatham, Mass., on Cape Cod, for 4 
years. During that time all the fishing 
I ever heard about was striped bass. 
It’s true, fresh-water fishing takes a 
back seat on the Cape. Ted Janes has 
given me ideas with his article Forgot- 
ten Fish Ponds, as I’m sure he has 
others of your readers. 

My total catch has been two stripers, 
each weighing about 20 lb. That is a 
rather discouraging net result after my 
hours of casting—even for a novice like 
Besides, this form of fishing 
doesn’t lend itself to family participa- 


| tion. So, it’s fresh-water fishing for my 


wife and me and our four young ones 
when I return to the Cape. I’m going 
to try to find some land on one of those 
ponds for that ‘‘someday cabin,”’ too. 








In reading your magazine I have found 
| the answer to a problem that has occu- 
|pied much of my thoughts here in 
| Korea: when I get home, how can I 

arrange to get away from the office for 
short periods of time and spend care- 
free hours with the whole family doing 
something they will enjoy fully as much 
as I? 

Now I have something definite to 


look forward to, plan for, work for, 
and dream about. Needless to say, I 
am very grateful to OUTDOOR LIFE, and 
to Mr. Janes, for this new lease on life. 
—Lt. R. M. Adams, Korea. 


Like a Loaded Gun 


How many men are killed each year 
by hunting accidents in the field? And 
how many hunters are killed each year 
in automobile accidents while driving to 
and from the hunting field? 

I’m sure you see what I’m driving at 
—that probably more hunters are killed 
each year by auto accidents than by 
gun accidents. After all, practically 
every hunt is preceded and followed by 





an auto ride. Many times it means an 
all-night drive after a hard day at 
work, and another drive home after a 
strenuous day in the field—both per- 
fect set-ups for disaster. 

Therefore it seems to 
would be worth while for 
to remember that: rs 

1. We are in as much danger while 
we are going hunting as while we ar 
hunting. 

2. We should be as alert behind the 
wheel as we ‘re behind the gun. 

3. A gun kills only one person at a 
time; a car can kill several. 

4. A car is a dangerous instrument 
and should be treated with the same 
respect as a loaded gun. 

5. Alcohol and gasoline make as 
deadly a mixture as alcohol and gun- 
powder. 

No, I’m not an old fuddy-duddy who 
putts along at 30 miles an hour. I 
drive just as fast as the next fellow, 
and sometimes faster. However, I try 
to drive my car as carefully as I 
handle my gun, treating it with the 
same respect I would show to any 
other instrument that is capable of 
killing.—Herbert Howe Jr., Chatham, 
N. J. 


me that it 
us hunters 


Hammer Knew Hunter 


Your September issue is a dandy. 
Never Trust a Moose, by Eric Collier, 
is about as fine a story as you could 
read in any periodical or book, and the 
condensation of J. A. Hunter’s ex- 
periences should please almost every- 
body. I bought the book when it first 
came out and gave copies to friends for 
Christmas. 

When I was in Africa, we camped 
for three weeks near Hunter and came 
to know him well. As a matter of fact, 
he was the warden who gave us tacil 
permission to go lion hunting in the 
town of Simba at night, as told in my 
article in OUTDOOR LIFE. It was only 
a short drive from his quarters at Ma- 
kindu to the place where we found te 
three lion cubs we brought home 
Ralph Hammer, Redlands, Calif. 
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The NEW way to enjoy SPORTS. 
MOVIES, PLAYS, TELEVISION 







MADE IN 
ENGLAND 









dn Ideal 
XMAS 


Gift! y/ NOW! 
( Get Close-up 


Views ALL day 
WITHOUT 
FATIGUE! 


TAX 
PAID 








FAVORABLE EXCHANGE RATE 
MAKES THIS VALUE POSSIBLE! 


This is the first time that this type of optical instrument 
has ever been sold for less than $10.00. The favorable rate 
of exchange and England's need for dollars makes it pos 
sible. We have been chosen as the distributor to the 
American public. Get yours now at our low. low intro- 
ductory price of $1.98. tax and post paid 











Here for the first time—England’s famous TELESPECS—a revolutionary concept in 
binoculars. Wear them like ordinary eye glasses—hour after hour—without fatigue. 
Feather weight—only | oz. You'll hardly FEEL them! Yet here is a new, truly powerful 
optical design that gives you greater range than many expensive opera or field glasses 
and a far greater field of view than some selling for many times more! Has INDIVIDUAL 
eye focusing for clear, sharp viewing, whether you're looking at a play in the first row 
or a seashore scene miles away! TELESPECS are ideal for indoors, outdoors or distant 
scenes or close-by viewing. Special low price—1.98, a saving of 8.00 or more! 


TRY AT OUR RISK—NO OBLIGATION! 


Enjoy at our risk for 5 days. You must be delighted! Otherwise your 1.98 will be re- 
funded with no questions asked! Limited supply forces us to place a limit of 2 per 
customer. Send check or m.o. for prompt, free delivery. COD’s sent plus COD Fees. 
Use convenient coupon below! 


THORESEN’S Dept. 49-M-90, 352 Fourth Avenue, New York 10, N. Y. 


























Watch movies, concerts, plays from 
the highest balcony! No arm weari- 
ness from holding opera glasses! 

















Motoring, traveling—you REALLY 
enjoy distant vistas, scenery, moun- 
tains, places! 

















Watch your favorite in the back- 
stretch. Smoke, mark your program 
at same time! 


RUSH THIS COUPON! 
r 
YOURS ON 5 DAY HOME TRIAL ' 
: 
; Thoresen’s, Dept. 49-M-90 : 
: 352 Fourth Avenue, N. Y. 10, N. Y. : 
es NRUSE........<<. TELESPECS at 1.98 each (LIMIT—2) on 5 day home trial. You are 1 
- to refund my 1.98 if I am not fully delighted. - 
4 (| Payment enclosed. Send post free. P 
; C] Send COD plus Fees. - 
t 
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How 


HATLESS MEN 


keep hair neat 
all day! 


e New-formula grooming aid gives 
hair naturally-neater look... 
without gooey grease or cream! 


e Removes flaky dandruff...makes 
scalp feel better, more refreshed! 


Whether you go hatless or not—follow 
the lead of many an outdoor man. 
Invest seconds a day—and keep hair 
neatly groomed ail day! Free of flaky 
dandruff, too! 


See the neatest hair trick of all—as 
Fitch Ideal’s new, secret grooming 
agent...not a grease, oil nor cream... 
makes thin hair look thicker—thick 
hair stay slicker! 

Ideal also relieves dry, itchy scalp— 
also removes loose dandruff—while it 
works its grooming miracles! 

Feel its new tonic action, too— 
making your scalp tingle with invigor- 
ating freshness! Note—there’s no 
lingering, tell-tale odor! 

Start tomorrow. Just seconds— 
massaging hair and scalp with a dash 
of new Fitch Ideal—will pay off all 
day ... because you can count on Fitch 
Ideal for that smart, naturally-neater 
look of the man who’s going places! 
At all drug counters—also ask Barbers 
for professional applications. 


Get new 
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HAIR TONIC 
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Both baby trout—photographed last May and shown actual size—are from 


1952 hatch. 


N | ew Hampshire had time-table 

trouble. And the hatchery 

trout were at fault. They in- 
sisted, in the natural order of 
things, on spawning in late fall. 
Which meant that by spring their 
hatch had grown only to fry size. 

Now, spring is the time to plant 
fingerlings in the streams. But how 
can you plant them when you have 
only fry? You can’t, and you have 
to keep your rearing ponds full of 
little fish that might otherwise be 
out in their natural habitat. Simi- 
larly, fall is the right time to plant 
adult trout—those around eight or 
nine inches long. That gives them 
autumn, winter, and spring in 
which to grow wild unmolested. 
But you don’t have eight or nine- 
inchers in the fall—not from the 
previous fall’s hatch. 

That was the problem. Back in 
1936 Harry Hubbard, fish culturist 
of the New Hampshire Fish and 
Game Department, was kicking it 
around with Earl E. Hoover, de- 
partment biologist. “If,’’ he mused, 
“we could talk the trout into hatch- 
ing three months early, or fool ’em 
into doing it, we'd be all set.”’ 

“Fool ’em— that’s it!” said 
Hoover. ‘‘Farmers have been get- 
ting away with that sort of thing 
with their laying hens. Let’s ex- 
periment.” 


hey did, using artificial light the 

way poultrymen use it to dupe 
their layers into increased produc- 
tion. The system evolved by Hub- 
bard and Hoover worked so well 
that several commercial hatcheries 
adopted it. But for one reason or 
another the New Hampshire fish 
department put it on ice until last 
year, when it was revived on a 
larger scale. The results have been 
startling. 

In principle, the system is sim- 
ple. The brood stock is put in an 
artificially lighted hatchery build- 
ing. That’s where the trickery 
comes in. The length of the “days” 
can be controlled at will, and the 


But “doctored daylight” gave the bigger one a 3-month start 


fish gulled into thinking that it’s 
summertime when it’s really only 
spring, and that it’s fall when it’s 
actually summer. So the trout lay 
their eggs some three months ear- 
lier than usual. 

New Hampshire had been buying 
special “early” eggs from com- 
mercial hatcheries but they were 
pretty expensive. So Ralph G. 
Carpenter II, director of the fish 
and game department, told Bernard 
W. (‘‘Buck’’) Corson, chief of the 
fisheries, to go ahead with Hubbard 
and develop early stock. 


orson picked New Hampton as 
the site of his new hatchery 
because it has a good supply of 40° 
water in summer. That is good for 
the early spawn, because it’s like 
autumn water. A hatchery 100 feet 
long by 50 feet wide was erected 
over four 50 x 5 rearing pools. A 
battery of floodlights, controlled by 
a time clock, was set in the ceiling. 
Outside openings were shuttered. 
Into the pools, on Jan. 15, 1952, 
went 2,450 brook trout, 1% years 
old. They were to be the “early” 
breeders. And the process of fool- 
ing them started immediately. 
For the next nine weeks the elec- 
tric lights were turned on to give 
an additional hour of “daylight’’ 
each week, until the inside ‘‘day” 
was nine hours longer than the nor- 
mal one. Daylight was admitted to 
the building during the day, and re- 
placed, when it started to fade, 
with the lights. When the spring 
days began to lengthen in April, 
the artificial day in the hatchery 
was progressively shortened. After 
a while it simulated the briefer au- 
tumn day of spawning time. It was 
only mid-August then but the trout 
were duped into acting as if it was 
November. They went to work, do- 
ing what comes naturally, and on 
August 29 Harry Hubbard had his 
first 30,000 early eggs. 
First-year production of eggs 
was 1,000,000. All hatched but 


(continued on page 159) 
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IDEAL GIFT! NEW! ELECTRIC SOCKS 
NO MORE COLD FEET! 


Enjoy your outdoor work 

and winter sports with § Os 
Benjamin Electric Socks. - 
Complete with carrying ppd. 
case and 2 batteries. 100% wool, Nylon 
reinforced toe and heel. Fully insulated 
wires connect batteries with socks. 


Airex ‘MASTEREEL 
and H-I REGISTERED SPINNING ROD 

and COMPLETE SPIN-KIT 
Warming wires woven right into sock— 


‘ 
SAVE '25°5/ 
won't burn or cause wrinkles. Washable. 


(For more details see mfr. ad page 102 . BSOMPLere Ours, 
October ‘‘Outdoor Life.’’) State sock size: 
10, 11 or 12. Pay only $2.00 down at 
Klein’s. Try the Electric Socks on our 30 
Day Free Trial Money Back Guarantee Plan! 
Full price, Benjamin Electric Socks, 

ee cepa tesese ketenes weedim es $19.95 


AMERICA’S GREATEST ARCHERY BUY! 


$39.50 Value Hunting and Target Archery Set! 
includes a EZE Glass Bow! 
$ 95 Pay only 
$2.00 down 
Contents: Stream-Eze Fi- 
ber Glass Straight Bow, 
56” length, state choice of 
draw weight desired—40, 
50 or 60 lbs. Unbreakable, 
superior performance, top 
quality, 8 Cedar Target 
arrows, 4 finest Cedar 
Hunting arrows. Leather 
arm guard. Shooting 


glove. Deer target face. LG A 
Bullseye target face. Bow (9% | 4 ae 
wax, Target or hunting wh = 
quiver. All for $28.95. 

$21.50 VALUE TARGET ARCHERY SET $15.95 
Brand New—First Quality Handguns WETS STREAM-EAE GL.A88 SOW 


Includes 30 or 35 giass bow, 54” length. Also 8 target 


SS RUGER 22 AUTO PISTOLS arrows, arm guard, quiver, wax, bullseye tare S95 


CE er PE eee r yy ie te re 













































For the shooter who wants the best! $15.00 VALUE TARGET ARCHERY ser = 0.: 95 
Standard Ruger, 10 shot, 434” barrel... .$37.50 wit STREAM-EZE GLASS BOW 
Target Ruger, 10 shot, Mark I, 51/4” or 673” Includes , 1b: glass bow plus equipment described above 
Darrel 26 ee ee ee eee eee ee eee +. +. - $57.50 with $21. velme set, Complete. oo aac ccccccnes $10.95 
5 pore gentned ay erent 512” barrel (60 d fay * RO NING AUTO 7 5 10° d 
S Mode! ONLY) . wc eee eee eee rveesece 
y Pay only 1/10 down on any New Gun at Kiein’s! — : Ww MAT IC lo own 












Klein’s has the 


of new Browning | Pay mee $2.00 Dow $99. 695 ru 
Automatics — 12 | Certified $55.00 Value! sia 


shot, all barrel For the spinning fisherman who wants the best spinning outfit 





SALE! 25 Auto Pistols $29.95 


Save at Klein’s on the tiny but very power- 
ful Bernardelli 25 Auto Pistol. 
- 6-shot, blued finish 

























lengthsand chokes. in America—top quality, yet bargain priced! Complete 101 pe 
VB Baby Bernardelli 22 Auto Pistol, 22 short or 22 Please state two outfit includes: Brand new, first quality Airex ‘*MAS- 
long caliber. 6-shot, blued finish........... $37.50 choices if possi- TEREEL’’ ($22.75 separately) with extra spool; Airex brake 
> bie. All Brown- dressing and reel case; Horrocks-Ibbotson's finest $27.50 — 
ings are hance istered 642 ft. solid or 7 ft. tubular power glass spinning roc 
> SMITH & WESSON REVOLVERS saree e and e es with canvas case plus solid fiber nowy ase; beautiful transpar 
- Kiein’s has America’s largest selection of new graved in Bel- ent plastic tackle box containing following spinning accesso 
S & W Kevolvers. Pay only 1/10 down during gium. Beautiful French walnut stock. Standard 12 rles—5 famous spinning lures. 5 snaps and swivels, 1 line 
e this sale! tMlustrated: Chief's Special, 38 Spe and 16 gauge, without rib. ..$118.25 clip, 6 anti-twist keels, 1 plastic bubble float, 1 cork float. 
A‘ 2” $60.00. A few of the many others available With raised rib-$131. 20. With vent. rib—$139.45 Ptlueger reel oil, 50 assorted hooks, plenty of sinkers, fish 
r. include: 22 or 38 ‘'K’’ 4” or 6” Masterpiece—$71.50 Light 12 and Sweet 16 gauge, without rib $129.95 stringer, fish scaler, 100 yds, finest Du pont Nylon spinning 
357 Magnum—$110.00, 45-1950 Target—$84.75. M & P With raised rib—$144.00, With vent. rib-$153.00 line, This tine, first quality compiete spinning outfit will han- 
38 Spec Airweight 2” $65 5.00. arg BROWNING OVER- UNDERS peat pag from 4 to 5 oz pastes: Spinning instruction 
: . — 0oklet included d 355.00 Value, 
Write for Free S & W Folder showing all S & W euns. 1zor 2 ate, used. tbe = Pay bese Bolplaed se All for only : 2 eee a . “ate — $ e 


























H. & R. and I. J. REVOLVERS « 22-2r-20-zauzeventitared “it $261:00 Complete 101-Pc. SPINNING OUTFIT with 
SHAKESPEARE SPINNING REEL 


Shakespeare Keel with extra spool alone is $24.95 
You get the complete 1l0l-piece outfit shown and described 
2 $14 95 above with the latest improved Shakespeare mode! 1850 
Greatest 22 Rifle Buy! . Spinning Reel instead of the Airex ‘‘Mastereel.’’ 32 a5 
De i . 
Reg. $29.95, 6-shot, clip repeater, only $14.95 Complete _outfit_is yours for only... -----.. 2 


**Canadian Mark vie? Bolt Action 6-shot Repeater Complete 101-Pc. SPINNING OUTFIT with 


vay omy 1/10 down during this sale! 
tiustrated: New Model **Sportsman’’—$49.95. 
Model 922, 21 4” or 6” barrel—$28.95 
(blued), $29.95 (chrome). 

Johnson Model 68, 4” or 6 $24.95. Model 833 
Breakopen— $39.65. Sheridan ‘‘Knockabout’’ 22 Single 
Shot Pistol, 5” barrel -$17.95. 


ae0ar 







































2 carefully made in Canada to highest standards. Re- AIREX “VAGABOND”’ SPINNING REEL 
pair Parts available everywhere. 5-shot clip handles all 22 car- 
is HI STANDARD 22 Auto Pistols tridges; easy takedown, 24” barrel, 514 Ibs.. open sporting sights, You get the complete lUl-piece outfit shown and described 
Flite-King 22 Auto (illustrated ) —$44.00, guaranteed for 10,000 rounds! RIFLE $14.95 ($2.00 down), above with the latest model Airex ‘*Vagabond’’ (alone 
Vy Field-King $59.00. Supermatic — $72.00. RIFLE with mounted 4-power Weaver B4 Scope . . $24.95 $17.50) spinning reel instead of the 
y° Olympic— $72.0 ($2.50 get 6 wy te with mounted 6-power Weaver "BG Scope **Mastercel. omplete outfit.............. . 
All COLT, BERRETTA 2 STAR guns also available! .. . $27.95 (82.80 down). 

(Shwe Bangg a BR. Du Pont NYLON AIR MATTRESS Complete 101 Pc. SPINNING OUTFIT with 

or u Pon ATTR 
e 


HEDDON “PAL” SPINNING REEL 


$24.50 Value $ 95 You get the complete 101-piece outfit shown and described 


- WALTHER AUTO PISTOL 


First time available since 1940! Finest Euro- above with the latest modei Heddon ‘‘Spin-Pal’’ reel (alone 

















z “ Extra light and apy Baca .50 with extra spool), instead of ‘‘Masteree!.'' Available 
et RSriar Geert ta Double , safety, 9-shot, size, made to v't right or left handers. State choice. : 
ae ” Overall, 23 oz. 2 clips inc pd. Specificat . i. fe atl 5 3 
ad Walther 32 or 380 caliber... : aerscpa met MAIL Mas way rand wow, treat stock. Du L Compl. te_outtt = 
MOnnee 22 Enih. COMDOE< 65 5000s sc cececeee - Pont 100% Nylon Air Mat- ZEBCO REEL OUTFIT PRICE REDUCED! 
A SPECIAL! Pay only 1/10 down on your new Walther tress weighs only 3 Ibs., > 









during Klein’s Pre-Christmas Sale! folds to smallest size: full 25” x Ce eg gee xrcn Deluxe Glass Rod Guaranteed 
asily € oO 
















IV mummy and all other sleeping bags. 3 ; abt L 
is through new type air valve. Special purchase price made poss le 
g. $1 0.00 VALUE HOLSTER by tiny flaws that have been perfectly factory vulcanize without & ZEBCO REE NO BACKLASH 
Hand carved finest saddie leather, For any make the slightest impairment of quality Unconditionally guaranteed by Both $14 95 
dd gun, State make, byob & eee Klein's and by famed mfr.-—N.Y Rubber Co, to be perfect quality for . 
“ NER. sco 6 anges ete 7 95 and absolutely air and water tigh You also get Klein’s 30 Day 






Free Trial and Money Back Guarantee . Air Mattress $9.95 



























































































































— Combination Offer $49.50 Value! $25.00 Sleeping Bag and $24.50 

rs 1954 Bth Edition Nylon Air Mattress. PAY ONLY $2 DOWN. 
aie T od E G U wi D j st’ 00 Sleeping bag made of Army Balloon Cloth, 100% prime Kapok 
ade filled, zipper closure, 78”, weighs only 5l Ihe Certified The Zebco reel ts the frst te 

> e Zebe rel is : 

. Here's what a famous gun expert, author and outdoor aan BAS a notM MATTRESS AND $24. 88 successfully apply the principles 
51- editor says about the new GUN DIGEST: ma of >pinning to Bait Casting! bay Oa $2.00 down on your choice 
; ‘*While we're on the subject of bar- Certified of the following KLEIN'S BARGAIN COMBINATIONS: $25.50 

CO eatins, the biggest bargain of any size in Ss A L E $30 Value value, Zebeo Ree) and Deluxe . Solid Glass $14 95 
arms literature is the 1954 Eighth Edi- casting rod. Rod & Reel....-.-.+-+-.-eeesees o 
& Edi 

»C- Mi we Me tion of ‘‘THE GUN DIGEST.’* It costs $2 COLD WEATHER $42.00 value. Zebco Reel and .00 value finest Custom Kexis 
; N GUN DIGEST and with it you can win any argument & rag H-I Sy ey ae casting rod $19.95 

re on‘ firearms. Think of how ch HUNTING », 5V2 or & ft.) ~*~ « t¢ees . . 

V EY you'll clean up ool 2g >. Priueger ‘*SUPR 5 alone) plus $25.10 Rewis 

id hy , 550) PE eee enter vow bey SPORT COAT tered H-I Tubular Pan wer Glass Rod (5, 5! 2 or as 
1t N iy we your $50 government gambling tax 6 ft.). $57.95 value—Rod & Reel..... . 

aa z wet stamp, of course! Seriously, **THE GUN Trousers to Match Pav oniv $2.00 down on any tackle bargain 

> : : : 
y LY) “a's: DIGEST at $2 is the most remarkable IMPORTANT: Kiein’s $1.00 Giant ¢ alog is yours FREE 
. > % Sth development in current arms literature. Made o& Gea ails vith orders over $9.95. See counon below! 
or- ) K)  enrnon It has everything. If you take my ad- Heatheeta’ Pediin’” Sam 
» ¥ vice, you’ll go out and buy three copies, taseak Gad tote. Was 

to ‘ 195. because your friends will have stolen ter Repellent § treated. 
ar two of them before you realize just how Designed for hunting 
re- edited by Jonn T Amber valuable it really is.’’ What a perfect and every cold weather 

s Christmas Gift for any gun lover! sport—yet tailored for 
de, a OLD GUN ra | - = comfort fee are eee | KLeiIn’S SPORTING GOODS, INC., Dept. 2-N 
ay casual wear, JAC : A 
ng Gun cortees ee” o atalogs $7.50 ppd. UAUREx ” cata wares 227 West Washington St., Chicago 6, Ill. 
npiled by L. Satterlee rar “4 2 a “ay < = ——_— ~~ 

Piling limad to S.000 ‘delicke captes one for. cohectors. super light, belted back and | [EVERYTHING KLEIN'S Sell is first quality, brand| | 

ril, illustrated pages, hand \ apo stis profusely bi-swing sleeves n-Cel- ew and latest model merchandise. 
rated pages, handsomely bound. Very rare catalogs includ- Lite air ceil insulation iin- | | 
rv ed are: Complete set of 8 Sharps Rifle Co. and Sharps Rifle ing made of 66% virgin Cash, c.0.0. Custemerss ? 
seth. Mfg. Co. catalogs: Stevens Arm & Tool Co. 1888; etc. wool and 34% spun acetate | O Enclosed is 3. .....4e6-. in Full Payment or | 
ter —contains millions of tiny oO $2. -00 (or more . 0.0 o s2.2° (or more) 
GUN TRADERS GUIDE $3. 95 ppd. air cells that reguiate | Deposit, balance -U. credit deposit. See 

Gives value your body temperature to 0 Inctude Giant Catalog Credit Agreement 
—Au- value of 1,400 different used American and Foreign guns. y dy temperature Free with my order. Belo 
, Takes the guess out of gun trading! Cloth Bound, 225 pp. Se ee eee | Please rus: se esers | 

oT . o eloWw anc comtortabie - 7 . = a “ 1 pete don ‘ S2900e0 Fee 2006 

Vas “ : ee “ 50 o* se Guarantee: I understand my money will be refunded in full 
, GREAT Hunting & Fishing Digest | st,2°,avovs,z¢ro,, Quiitea [ier aia ‘not Tooce satished after 90 Days’ Free Trial. ° | 
Ou rs, 2-wa f zipper Firearms Purchasers Sign: ‘‘I am not an alien and I 
P BOOKS IN and BARGAIN CATALOG” pool “both ane eg big | have never been convicted of a crime of violence, nor am | 
vas L voenas bellows type pockets knitted 1 under indictment, a fugitive from justice or a drug 
. Yours for (Your Bi. refunded wristlets, extra cape over shoulders front and addict. 
Signed. 
do- only on Ist order) back. Jacket is beautiful tan coior. Sizes: 26 Oo cunation. Ree ae = Age 
to 46 (10% additional { size R ) unters Brilliant | coupe | 
on Giant new edition for Fall & Winter Dah cular atibie nace DE canine ep CREDIT CUSTOMERS—Please Read and Sign following 
‘ 1953-54 compare prices and JACKET, certified $30.00 value : 4. 95 | Simple Credit Agreement. Also Send Coupon above. | 
his giant Bargain Cata- BONUS! Detachable Storm Hood as shown. Jen-Cel-Lite in Enclosed is $..........Down Payment. (Send $2.00 
. vith all shooting, sulated. Certified $5.00 valine. yours for only $3.95 | or more Down on Fishing Tackle, Clothing & Air Mat- 
equipment beauti BONUS! Detachabie Game Bag and Dry Seat. Buttons on to tresses; send 10% (or more) Down on Guns and Scopes.) | 
fully described. Jacket. Rubberized blood-proof lining. Certified $3.00 value $1.95 | Ship ene as above. 

, brands of sports TROUSERS (tan only) to match jack Pe snugly wa EEO OS Ae Sit BAe sw 9 ane eS Oe a as | 
pss equipment at rock tom prices. Special from waist to ankle ‘tf colaie courhar These anes You snugly pa I will pay the balance, " plus “small carrying charge, in six 
reloading section, ballistics charts, full = . $ . z r 7 Sonat | equal monthly payments. (No carrying charge if paid in 90 

++ : : made to wear alone or over your reguiar trousers. Unbelievably j 
but size ammunition illustrations, complete light in weight—and you can easily put them on over your heaviest days.) Sign Your Name: give your age and the Name 
spinning tackle section, gun trading hunting boots. Same Jen-Cel-Lite insulation as jacket Trousers | and Address of your Employer and state how long em- | 
dope, new and used guns plus page after have Talon zipper fly. Wide opening legs have _ Talon ipper ployed. Also 2 Business References with whom you 
page of fishing, shooting and camping Small 32” waist Medium (33” to 37”) pe | have had credit deaiings. No time payment orders ac- | 
‘thow to do it and what to use’’ tips. ” State choice of 30” or 33” inseam . cepted under $19.95. NOTE: Heip us speed your order. 
is offers! Giant catalog yours TROU SERS. certified $30.00 value.... $24. 95 | If you do not have a Klein’ s Credit Account, send us, if | 
request with orders from this SPECIAL Both Jacket and Trousers, certified 9 possible, any major oi nar r other credit card, It 
eee ad over $9.95 or send $1 today to Klein’s. $60.00 value. Pay only $4.00 down! ...... ceeccese $46. 5 | i will be returned to you immediately. all 
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A GIFT SHE’ LL TREASU RE | is this im- 
ported set of unusual jewelry. Hundreds of 
tiny pieces of colored enamel are inlaid to 


SPORTSMEN — Here’s your 
guide to the hunting and fish- 
ing available in North America. 


This big, handsomely illustrated 
book by Mike Cramond tells what 
you want to know about hunting 
and fishing from the Far North to 
Mexico. Describes habits, location, 
terrain, methods for taking various 
species, guns and tackle best suited 
to them. Packed with tips needed 
for successful pursuit of big and 
small game, upland birds, water- 
fowl, and fish. A year-round book! 


ORDER NOW. Mail coupon today for 
your copy of HUNTING & FISHING IN 
North America. If not delighted you 
may return book in 10 days for refund. 


fe ae Gee Gee Ge ee ee ee ee ee ee ee a 


UNIVERSITY OF OKLAHOMA PRESS, 
Dept. 81, Norman, Oklahoma 


Please send me a copy of HUNTING & FISHING 
tn NortH America. I will pay postman $5.95 
plus postage. I may return book in 10 days 
if not delighted. 


INI cc cnsnctwshihonovsesetncsushsepvenegsonebansumeseevesubcsdcenmpnintaseieesaes 
i iccisinsccsinncsicrtsisiietiessivasvessusicnsdenietbuennberedigats 
i ccnssaececcchdsesansecamapennns TID 20500 A DUM EB..ccrrsorereinscece 
() Save: Enclose $5.95 and publisher pays 


postage. Same refund guarantee. 
In Canada: Burns & MacEachern, Toronto 5 


co anenen anne en ene one an ae oh 


NEW DRIVING COMFORT 


Duplex Left Foot Accelerator 
%& Rest your right foot while driving on long trips. 
% Easy to install on any make of automobile or 
truck except Nash. 
%& Just slip DUPLEX pedal off when not in use and 
store in glove compartment. 
%& Adjustable for cars with or without clutch. 
%& Get the most driving comfort this year with a 
DUPLEX Accelerator. 
$2.49 Postpaid Money-back Guarantee 
Send Check or Money Order 


CLIFFORD’S 
#3 Republic Building 
Milwaukee 3, Wisconsin 


922 N. 4th St. 








form beautiful pattern of red roses in a jet 


black background. It’s a centuries-old craft in 
Florence, 
$7.20, earrings $ 
tax). 


Italy. Bracelet (6 links 54” 


Add 25c Air Mail. 


New York 17, N. Y. 


wide) 
$3, the set $9.50 postpaid (incl. 
32 pg. catalog free 
with order; alone 10c. Money back guarantee. 


ALPINE [MPORTS 


Dept. O-1, 505 Fifth Ave. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 











TODDY TOTER keeps martinis cold. coffee 
or chowder hot. for several hours. Good to 
have by your side in duck blind. boat or foot- 
ball stadium. Unbreakable plastic. insulated 
with fibreglass, it holds two quarts. Tasteless 
and odorless. Decorated with game birds. 
$10.50 postpaid from B. Gately. Room 509, 


50 East 42nd Street. New York 17. New York. 





YOUNG HUNTERS will want this * 
horn.” 
big-game 
rubbed horn. 


just the thing for backvard sataris - 
price is within a voung outtfitter’s range. 
postpaid from Madi-on 
Building, 








A Proven Field Coat 7% 


PREFERRED BY GUNNERS 


il 
$1995 
INCL. POST. 


e Light weight {| Ib. (game pouch '% Ib. extra) e 
Zelan Timberline poplin e« Putty gray color with tur- 
key red collar « Extra length styled for dress appear- 
ance « Buttons are shot gun shell heads * Roomy 
bellows pockets « Bind free bi-swing back and side 
vents e Detachable velon lined game pocket ¢ Sizes 
36-48 e Guaranteed satisfaction or money refunded 


Mail orders shipped promptly 
QUALITY SPORT CLOTHING SINCE 1889 


MURTA APPLETON CO. 
Mail Order Division 3, Flourtown P. 0. Box 375, Penna. 


6 tools with 1000 uses! 
DUTCH ARMY KNIFE 


authen- 
easy-on- 
ind closing. 

















Imported from Holland- 
tic Dutch Army Knife 
the-finger opening 
Two keen-edge carbon steel 
blades, can opener, cap lifter 
with screwdriver end. reamer 
awl, corkscrew and shackle with 
fiber handle, sturdy ring for 
chain. Closes to Sle in hand- 
some Wonderful 
gift for sportsmen 
GUARANTEED 
back, Order today 





leather case. 


$795 


postpaid 


Be pleased or your money 
$2.95, we pay postage. 


4sk for catalog of fine cutlery and gift ideas 


26 North Clark Street 
‘D. Corrado, Inc. ept. ob- 113, Chicago 2, WN 


FRYE’S FAMOUS ‘JET’ BOOTS 


Enjoy these fine, light weight, precision 
built boots. Calf vamps, leather soles, 
rubber heels. No. 95, black. No. 96, 
brown. Men’s sizes 6-12, ABCDE. By mail 
$15.95 pr. postpaid. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Enclose check or money 
order. WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG. 


TODD'S, Dept. ON, 209 S. State St., Chicago 4, Ill. 
















FAMILY HEIRLOOM bracelet. 
tions to the family as they arrive. 
gift from the man of the house. In sterling, the 
bracelet $3.00; 7%,” 
and_ birthdate. 
bracelet. 
All prices postpaid, from Wayne Silversmiths, 
Inc., 546 § 















hunting 
patterned. we hear. after those used by 
hunting African tribes. Of hand- 
fitted with a leather thong, it’s 
and the 
$2.00 
Madison 
Mass. 


House. 74 
400 Fargo Street. Boston 10, 





records addi- 
An unusual 


disks engraved with name 
$2.50 each. In gold fill, the 
$4.00: engraved disks, $3.00 each. 


Yonkers 5, N. ¥ 


S. Broadway, 








Se BOWHUNTERS’ OUTFITS 


Comple 


10e.) FREE! ‘sate 





Save uae mail! Sets include clamicale 
laminated bows, matched arrows, top- 
brand quivers, etc, Also complete line gloss 
bows, archery equipment. Terrific values! 
Amazing FREE TRIAL plan! investigate! 


HOW To’ 


wy | 





how! 

Malibu sissies - All, 3156 W. 8St., a Calif. 
HANDSOME re 
85 MM \ } 


IMPORTED 
GERMAN 
BAROMETER 


This 
style 


unique open face dial 
which permits you to 
the 
movements 
tive and well made as 
a fine 


see 


some 


stunning wall 
barometer has a 


fine inner 
as sensi- 


watch, Hand- 
mahogany  tin- 





ished case with brass 


trim 
ored 
and 
this 


and 
. 


5” diam. 


and silver col- 


. S00 
dial with black No COD’s 5 ppd 


red print make i 
a most useful Johnathan Pike 
attractive gift. 44L-3 Y. D. Highway, 


PEABODY, MASS. 





‘ 
\ 
I 
( 





g 9A 
95 


Pac 


FAC 
GEI 
Full 
iten 


plie: 








EXCLUSIVE 










Repeater Shotgun 
3-SHOT BOLT ACTION 
Reg. mes SPORTING 


Never before a shotgun buy to match 
this! We had to purchase thousands of 
these guns to give you this fabulous bar- 
gain! Lightweight—fast swinging! Three 
shots—2 in clip, 1 in chamber. Thumb 
safety. Easy takedown. Walnut stock and 
forearm. Pistol grip. Perforated rubber 
recoil pad. Sead front sight! 12, 16 or 


20 ga., full choke. Handles 23/4" shells, 
reguiar and high velocity. Money back 





BEER MUGS. in glistening black ceramic. HERE’S A TOBACCO POUCH that does vour Guarantee. without Komp-Choke.$19.95 
decorated with name or monogram in 22 Kt. work for vou! Automatically fills pipe and With Keomp-Choke as illus. $ 98 
gold letters. make a fine Christmas gift for tamps tobacco when vou press the plunger. (Gives 6 positions, open cylin , 24 
the mug collector ...or for vourself. whether No more spilled tobacco because vou don’t der bore to full choke ad 

vou're a collector or not. At $3.95 each. or the have to open the pouch. Can be used outdoors insured tal $ 1.00 
set of six (same name or monogram) for $20, while wearing gloves. Heavy vinyl plastic. 

postpaid from Novelty Sales Corp.. 31 North $1.95 postpaid, from Nouvelle. Ltd., 219 W. 

State Street. Chicago. Hlinois. Chicago Ave., Dept. OL, Chicago 10. Illinois. 








FISHSAVER - the unique 


gift for the sportsman who 


| ‘ has everything! 
The 

Perfect 

Xmas 


Gift! 
Central 


7x35 Focusing $ 
BINOCULARS "ts 


| After one trial FISHSAVER 
i} . will be a fishing crony for life! 











indispensible goff hook for 
all landing purposes 

































FISHSAVER holds the 
| | ares A DAVE COOK 
pagel he acter beet This gift is for P 
os al re . he « doo 
IMPORTED SHAVE MIRROR that’s perfect Unnecessary te greep on ven € man Special Import Purchase! 
for the outdoorsman. Unbreakable, it fits into jcreisema * shopping “8 ; ae , 
, ist. A landing device Precision made with sharp definition, clarity 
its own leather case, and as it measures only a : lor all srpes of fishing Qnd briltlance of glasses cecting three times 
i safl hook does the work. / : 
1144” across, it slips into duffle bag or pack | middle blade has multiple uses. Gad: Ghaae than aad as much! New featherweight one-piece-moided 
* . sae a Sai teen | Mognetized disgorger tig locates scale the catch and open type chassis is absolutely dust and moisture 
easily. One side magnifies, the other minimize hook in fochle box, sow cbutiles Durable red handle = erect. Ward cented tetaac. Geavine pigahin 
vour reflection ...enabling you to see entire Gu, teres cod cael hace a carrying case and straps. Lifetime guarantee! 
head and upper torso. $2.95 postpaid from the open bottles ond loosen 2 Postage SO cents. Federal tax $7.99. 
: : : eed shet sinkers ost paid im 
Old Mexico Shop, Santa Fe. New Mexico. ceopectively. — ores @ . Satisfaction guaranteed 


or money back! 





| D’FAPP, Ltd. oo @ 


610 16TH STREET + OAKLAND 12, CALIFORNIA 
















A Terrific Buy! 


as COLT *39*° 


Automatic Reg. $68.00 Valve 


The most dependable pistol! ever made at a 
record-breaking tow price! Made by Colt for 
British Gov't., these pistols are in perfect 
condition, fully quaranteed and tested. Extra 
$3.00 clip free. Shipped by express. - 
Money back sapien == ae 

ble plastic, they bend and retain count- 


. less positions. Hand-painted, beuuti- = om *TODAY! 

fully cost ed: easily dressed and 

waged. baie ational, "Ais tnaoumaneabie ~ = at cule = Touro To: DAVE coOoK 

gift for child or collector. SPORTING GOODS CO. 

Family— 41” Parents, 1613 Larimer St, Denver, Colo. 
3 


12” Children Set $4.00 
és Nurse, Twin Babies or Maid Each $1.25 i ie REE! | 0 Send me your big hunting 
F 7” Ballerina & Partner.....Set $4.25 and fishing catalog! 

Write for 4 312” Ballerina & Partner Set $2.00 Ship at once Kessler Shotgun (Binoculars 

FREE Folder 7” Undressed Ballerina... $1.00 Oo Colt Automatic 


Be 4, AT BETTER STORES OR ORDEK DIREC BORER 
FLAGG FLEXIBLE DOLLS tox 2055-2, Jamaica Ploin, Moss. aay ee ved 8 a 


‘DOWN Down-vom 
World's finest do s finest down garments, like this 
down - filled leather - billed 

. cap (in your hat size), red $6°5 
é S Ouky 50° Order Your Copy Today! We'll refund or smoke color 


it on your first order of $1.00 or more. Write for free new catalog, jackets, 





x . 
er, CEBU cy Ans 
CULTIVATES - And GARDENS 


HARROWS 






Women Can Operate 
it. Free Catalog. Write 
ESHELMAN Dept. 2411 
119 Light St., Balto. 2, Md. 

333 N. Michigan Ave., 
Chicago-1, Il. 
7070 Hollywood Bivd., 
Los Angeles 28, Cal. 






New! GDlenible DOLIS 


Exquisite new dolls that ANY girl 
will adore. Of unbreakable, flexi- 























SAVE% 85% on sunrrus 
1954 EDITION— 300 PAGES 


Packed with SENSATIONAL 
VALUES in WAR SURPLUS, 
FACTORY CLOSE-OUTS and 
GENERAL MERCHANDISE! 
Fully Wlustrated. Thousands of 
items in Hand & Power Tools, 
Outdoor & Sporting Equip- 
ment, Hardware, Photo Sup- 
plies, Foam Rubber, Industrial Cc 
Tools, Aircraft Parts, Metals, [i] 
Plastics, Gadgets, Hydraulic 
, & many, many more. 













MAME... .. eee eee eee eee eee eee eee 









STREET ADORESS... 0. cece scccecesceces 


oe STATE... cc ceees 


Firearms Affi vit—cri in if you order a shot- 
rer or pisto am a citizen of the United 

Rates. i) awe “never been convicted of a crime 
of violen nor been under” indictment nor a 
fugitive vom justice. 


8 am.....++.-years of age 


Signed........ . eeeeeseeee 
os ee oe oe oe oe oe oe oe ee 











pants, outdoors gear. 


; ALLEY SUPPLY CO. seu tenaitier Oh Caltiorsie GENE WwW ALBY 208 SENECA, SEATTLE 1, WASH. 
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Delight him with aM IMPORTED ‘stow wuves 


Ke all-steel 






OF FINEST SOLINGEN GERMAN STEEL 


The Giant German Hunter 
UNUSUAL COLLECTORS ITEM 


Full polished blade with decorated top 
edge. Genuine HORN STAG handle, 
decorated leather sheath. Overall 
length 13”, Blade 8” 















POSTPAID 
Many types of ‘ei gaze. Same knife with 
German Pocket 6” Blade 
Knives also $6.00 
POSTPAID 


ovailoble— 
Deoler Inquiries 
Invited. 


TAPERED HUNTING 
& THROWING KNIFE 
Biood Groove Blade, genuine 
leather Finnish Style easy to 
corry sheath, double bros: 
Qvord, tough fibre washer 
hendie. Overall length 9% 


Blade 5% 
$350 $930 

POSTPAID POSTPAID 

eno 


SEND CHECK OR M-O TO: SORRY NO C.O 


F. A. BOWER IMPORT CO. 







GERMAN THROWING KNIFE 


PERFECTLY BALANCED 
leather Thong handle, genvine 
leather sheath with metal pro 
tection tip. Overall length 
10%". Blade $4” has shorp 
cutting edge ond con be used 
as Hunting Knife 

















Only 


$2985 


Model S-95 
Size 63" high, 
24“ wide, 15“deep 
Every outdoorsman will thrill to a roomy 
Gardner Sportsmen’s Cabinet to store his -12 CALIBER 

equipment. Large compartments for guns SINGLE SHOT 
and outerwear, shelving for tackle, am- cat ele nt 
munition, cameras etc., everything every Not an air or CO? gun. 


kept dust-tight and safel This is a smali bore gunthat actually 
moe -eoene P ad y shoots .12 caliber lead bullets fired by 





P. O. Box 5522 Jacksonville 7, Fla. 








HISTORIC GUNS, in authentic ceramic re- 
productions, make interesting ashtrays. One 
is the Colt “Peacemaker,” traditional sidearm 
of the Old West; the other, the pocket Der- 
ringer, the type used in the assassination of 
Lincoln. Each gun’s role in hisgory is in- | 
scribed on the tray. Each $4.95 from The 
Wonder Bar Shop, PO. Box 425, Trenton, N.J. 















away from curious children. Automotive lama pourder change. Boouttiul gun 

lock handle, two keys; finished in beau- ideal for target shooting 4° steel barref 

tiful, durable, baked-on gray enamel. Overall length 834” This amazingly low ‘ 
sae t ducer of price 1s due to small bore gun design,direct 

Made by America’s largest pro C tactory-to-you sales. Ammunition at stores 

sportsmen’ s cabinets; thousands are in Comes with 50 bullets. Your money back if 

use in clubs and homes — everywhere. not satisfied. Limited quantity. Adults only Send $3. 00 to 





KRUGER CORP., Kruger Building Box 4P, Alhambra, Calif. | 


BULLSHOT Sionsne'® 


Guaranteed 


It’s that prideful, appreciated gift that 
will always be remembered as coming 

from you. See your dealer or if you pre- | 
fer — send a certified check or money 
order direct for immediate express ship- 
ment, f.o.b. Horicon. 













NEW + ACCURATE + POWERFUL 


RIFLE POWER with arrows, rocks, pellets, shot! Only 





BULLSHOT has 3 rubbers and self-centering pouch 


















Py for power and accuracy. Hunt small game, % 
COTA AM CTCL CTC RL: MERE pes. Fine or target practise Heavy 

- laminated stock. 40 steel balls, extra — 2 _— . 
VaRE@¢-Ult- aie Horicon, Wis. sebterd terest tnciaded LEATHER LIFE, a new waterproofing spray, i 
A keeps leather footwear, gun cases, belts, hol- m 

-_ _ eee oC! t . . . 
$495 sdcuabie sters, etc., soft and pliable while adding to th 
R | ppd pena, BrTOW guide their life. Not a plastic spray, but a chemical te 
, | ge is SPECIAL: Two 30” Arrows $1.00 Ppd fo la whic ] 
: rmula which becomes bonded to the leather. es 
A D : 12132, Los Angeles 26, Calif 

SULASHOT SALES CO Dept 0-11, nae _ Treated leather resists moisture and mildew. pr 





STOP THE COLD? DUCK =ITy iw 1 


Real comfort in coldgma 























. climates for sports- p28, | 
\ men, farmers, outdoor work- | 
ers. Keeps face, neck and a 
ears warm during long ex- | ——— Se — cane 
posure. Worn over face or | RRO-PING sire sior has nc. 1 Joop 
under chin. Heavy, durable curacy and oe aes for small game } di 
P . | or target with swift ping of an _—— 
yet soft and flexible. Fits all | arrow. Sturdy, smoothly-made sy 
head sizes. 100% wool. wood stock, guided-flight bar- GLOVE: 
? ‘ ‘1, Slender metal-tippec ; 
IMPORTED STEAK KNIVES Special price. Send $1.98 10 | FSi mt rtaneY “ 
WOOLWEAR CO.., Box qi2 rubbx r propulsion We als 
Stainless steel, hollow-ground and honed to a _ South Pasadena, Californie sends arrow 300 - nd Wi 
razor’s edge. These superb blades are moenand ——__—_ Oy} feet. Try skill in y Pestenld with ste ts 
| a new hunting 5 arrows, $1.2 Fre fe 
ee Ci 


or Arrows alone 


in lacquered F 
raffia gift case. The ty 2" A, New + of thrill a 
(Germany) ever produced. A joy to own, an alo: 0 | ARRO-PING CO. 
























20 for $1.25 
exquisite gift to give, and of cours: | Box 25B West End Station, \ 
of the toughest steak. oe rier Send 10¢ £0°, Amazing catalog of novelties, Colorado Sorings. Colo " 
Set f 6 a gifts, live animals, hobbies, fun 
e ° » postpai ee rs ° manere, planes & boats, magic tricks, joke - maar ‘ 
° articles, unusual seeds, gadget timesavers 
Ask for Free Catalog of Imported Gifts cameras, optical goods, projectors, movies, GENUINE » é 
. im jewelry, disguises, stamps, coins, puzzles, 
tadios, auto & bike accessories, banks, smokers’ gadgets, 
artists’ supplies, printing sets, motors, knives, billfolds, ’ AD NLANU 



















@ The knife every Finnish 
Hunter, Soldier, Trapper, 

US hig Fisherman carries. Neces- 
i sary as his right hand 
~\ Famous Finnish 
, Forged Steel, beau 
wry tifully etched 


plants, fireworks, office & household items, etc., from 





rs guns, sports, books, games, music, scientific supplies, 


all over world. Rush name, address & 10c now! 


NEW MEXICO JOHNSON SMITH CO., Dept. 687, Detroit 7, Mich, 


TRAVELERS, SALESMEN, EXECUTIVES 
Can Make Hot Coffee Anywhere in Minutes | 





4” Blade-A S6 Value 





Impressive lifetime gift! Compact leatherette case holds EVERYTHING blood groove 
to brew steaming coffee. tea or chocolate! Whenever you travel Deluxe ‘‘Galalid’ > . blade. 
tote this set (no bigger than camera bag). Makes up to 6 cups of | non-slip handle, . a \ prized 
genuine perked coflee. Wherever you go hotel. motel. lodge or | with butt of famous DF aN posses 
office it saves money. time. and is so convenient! Guaranteed | Finnish Horse, hand- SANS wa N sion 
to please! $15.95 postpaid. COMPLETE WITH carved in solid brass, SA NQ®s ‘ 
¢ 60-SECOND Perco-Drip Coffee Maker engraved ferrule. Beauti- “> \ 
(AC-DC) Brews 6 cups of any beverage ful Finnish Hand Tooled & ae NS 
| > ¥ ” 
e '> pint Thermos jug for cream ¢ 4 spoons ¢ 4 non-breakable = pel ae — 1 = — = h ” SS 
cups e Sugar and Coffee canisters e 2-handle, Calf. zipper case | blade: $6.95 for oy game 6” 
GIFT BOXED. WE PAY POSTAGE. ONLY $15.95. blade. Order now while our brand new stock is cor 


i e. Monev B .G te Free Catalog 
HOUSE OF LEATHER aicomincstn, 321. | Home mencuanpisine con '" 8! Be er. ov-1: 





14. ourpoor ire 








DRAW THIS CAR! 


COMPLETE $295.00 ART COURSE 
Free $29500 Art Course! INCLUDING none DRAWING SET! 

















Here’s your big chance, if you want to -f™ 

















become a commercial artist, designer, or | ART INSTRUCTION, INC., Dept. 11553 
illustrator! An easy way to win FREE art 
| training! | 500 S. 4th St., Minneapolis 15, Minn. 
| ‘ ’ = | @ Please enter my attached drawing in your 
: pic If your drawing shows promise we give you December Draw a Car contest. (PLEASE PRINT) 
professional comments on it free! Trained | 
BOOT SOCKS add warmth without bulk to illustrators, artists, and cartoonists are | 
' your waders, boots or hunting shoes. Fleecy making big money. Find out now if YOU Nome peiorer at ae es — 
| wool eo with sturdy cotton outside make have profitable art talent. You’ve nothing | 
for unusual warmth and long wear. Boot sox, >. pnerythine to gai : aw- | 
$2.50 per pair postpaid: slipper stvle. with he a thing to gain. Mail your draw Address cieatinheeitaicemivameeeanintari ea Tisiniiieimmasiite 
: soft horsehide soles. $3.50 postpaid. from 8 iit | 
Brown’s Beach Jacket Company, 392 Chandler AMATEURS ONLY! Our students not eligible. Make | i a 
. Street, Worcester. Mass. copy of car 8 ins. long. Pencil or pen only. Omit i 
the lettering. All drawings must be received by | 
Dec. 31, 1953. None returned. Winners notified. | State_________ Occupation 























Nature Notebook 
Robert Candy 


Fascinating and ac- 
curate detail on 
animals, birds, 
fish, insects, trees, 
and flowers, as 
well as outdoor 
crafts for the 
whole family. 
Profusely 
illustrated. 








ANTIQUE GUNS, EDGED WEAPONS, SWORD & 
SHOOTING CANES for sale in 172 page catalog- 
reference book, PHOTO-ILLUSTRATED, completely 
described, priced. PLUS important data. $1. /)4/ 
trefunded with Ist purchase) %s 





BIG COASTERS keep tables dry. Imported 
= morocco cork, with initial. With a5” diameter. 
> these coasters are big enough to serve as pro- 
1 tective pads under lamps. vases. flower pots 

. and they'll work as hot plates, too. At this 
2 price, you can spread ‘em all over the house. 
e Set of 6, with initial. for $.50 postpaid. from 

The Tea House, Weston 93, Massachusetts. 


the Muscum of Historical Arms 4, 
DEPT. V, 945 LINCOLN ROAD, MIAMI BEACH, FLA. \ 


EMERGENCY 
APRON | 


Most men dislike to | 
wear aprons—for a 
very personal reason. 
This masterpiece, con- | 



























—_ . sequently, fills a long- 
le felt need. It has a zip- 
ba é per—where a zipper 
ag GLOVES - JACKETS - MOCCASINS - PURSES should always have 
K Made from your deerskins. : been. $2.95 Postpaid. 

We also carry a complete line of Men’s F (No C.O.D.s.) 
and Women’s genuine buckskin gar ‘ ° 
{ with —- stock Berfect Christmas gilts = as , FREE 48-page Gift Guide for Guzzlers 
, > 25 Free Catalog and Prices F AY te 
s alone . 
ee BONNER’S” GQUE ROOLZ 


1644 Coit Ave., N.E. G d 
winthacan —— oes —— 1538 Connecticut Ave., Washington 6, D. C. AUTHENTIC REPRODUCTION OF THE FAMOUS 


— , = ~~ hn Haley Bellamy EACLE 
at) @ Ge ofe) Re) gem 6) 2 ae) Y 4 BOAT MOORING ARMS Jue 5 2 ening ship's Sgurchead 


















' presented this eagle to his friend, Horace Mitchell, upon 

ssh (5 Ole) I TALL) the perfect gift for boat owners: his marriage to Mary Gertrude Chase. The original ill 

nis hangs in historic Sparhawk mansion. Every detail is fait! 

pper, For ee. fully retained in this moulded, hand-colored, 2 foot x” 

eces- Row a a reproduction. Certificate of authenticity makes it a cher 

k Runabouts .~ ished collector's gift--proudly displayed above door or 
rand ZA mantle. Only $9.95 ppd. No C.0O.D.’s 
1ish ‘ — al . = 


Write for Free Gift Folder 
Monhegan Island Crafts, 586D Congress, Portland, Me. 





beau 

ched 

roove 
A 





























e. core — 4 
ed PIN-UP INDIAN KNIVES AND ), TOMAHAWKS 
sses . ' ested and . HAND MADE 
sion Fits all piers! proved for Safe mooring IN THE Hand Carved 
Prevent damage to dock and boat—steady posi- — WEST a7 Elk Horn 4 
a GIFT-GAG EVER—Big as life—twice as natural tion for loading—Rides the swell of the waves— a, Handles and 
za tall fran a Monroe, beautifully reproduced S feet Ball hitch action makes easy cast off. 18” Length < Hunting 
===} pitied m a full color Kodachrome. The only LIFE SIZE —$9.95—24” Length—$10.95 per set For Free Folder , 5 
P print. Pin it on the wall or closet door. A perfect : A - = ° Wri T d a cene 
eift-gag for the man with a den, bar or playroom. An eye- Post paid from... rite To and Nome in 4 
com 2ener anywhere. Order several—order NOW! Over-all size 
62 inches high, 2112 inches wide. Only $2.00 ppd. Send reas STEEL PRODUCTS MFC. CO. _ Gold on the — ,) 
OL-i1i cash, check or M.O. Money back if not fully satisfied. wee MILWAUKEE wis } APACHE PRODUCTS, Old Toll Rd., Calistoga, ’ =s 





PIN-UPS, Dept. OL11-3, Box 86, Boston, Mass. 
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SMARTLY TAILORED 


Christmas 
for indoor life : 





lam | TV 
i Cd SNACK 


ious, hand-sewn, top 
grade full grain deer- 


skin. Extra long wear, 






















soap and water clean- , ' 
able. Plain or swagger Beantifel 
stitch. Saddle or raw- Dog Patterns 
hide color. . : : : ; 
: , Irish Setter English Setter 
feces Pointer Springer Spaniel 
; Other patterns: 
WOMEN’S Rose Magnolia 
$5.95 Hibiscus Chinese pattern 
4 tables with stand—$8.95 express collect 
NEW! EXCLUSIVE! MATCHING DEERSKIN (No C.O.D. please) 
POUCH BAG $10 plus $2 tax. 2 tables—$4.95 postpaid 
10 DAYS INSPECTION to prove everything ladd $.75 west of St. Louis) E 
this advertisement says and insure perfect fit. ; sc hal; ; 
Tremendous value. Direct from the tailors and the heart i R E a ee te ae teat 


of the Wisconsin deer country. 





S. AND S. SALES CO. 
| 18488 Stoepel St. Detroit 21, Mich. | 











eee Se CHRISTMAS SONGS, eighteen of them, on 
| three vinyl records, will fill your house with I 


| i : ~A LIFESAVER” x4 | cheer. Include “Jingle Bells,” “White Christ- r 


mas,” “Silent Night,” “Winter Wonderland,” 





Ne hs FOR * K “Rudolph,” and many others. Available on 45 b 

REMOVE UNSIGHTLY HAIR from } ' r.p.m. or 78 r.p.m. records, $2.98 postpaid, u 
. from Song Parade Co., Dept. 149, 318 Market © 

nose and ears easily... safely Rivest, Maresh. How finns, ! 


with ROTEX Automatic Hair Clipper 
entirely steel mechanism ed 


$3.95 Postpaid 


add 3% sales tax 
in N. ¥. C. 









OSA: 
iar ws —_— = 


Don’t let them Drown!...Give 
pocket size Res-Q-Pak, emergency life 


Simply insert Rotex in 
base of nostrils or open- 
ing of ear. Press levers quickly. 


Clips male teanly age - safely. ‘ preserver. Thoughtful, novel. One 
uter cylinder does not move. . . . . 
Cannot cut or harm skin or mucous membrane, ~ quick squeeze. --1t inflates to 2-ft. 
Sah tee te i sala . water wings. A real gift to hunters, 
en or tree gi catalogue . s 
Phone Circle 6-6930 or send check or M. O. boaters, fishermen, children. $200 
(sorry, no C. O. D.’s) to NoC.O.D.’s Postpaid Only 


PARKER & BATTERSBY SUPERIOR PLASTICS, Inc. 
Dept. O, 30 Rockefeller Plaza, N. Y. 20, N. Y. Dept. L, 141 Arena St., El Segundo, Calif. 


WDUCK-ITDECOY| ee . 





mass production permits low cost 


GUN RACK UNITS display one gun or an 



























































DUPONT VINYL entire collection. Add units as your collection za 
Deflatable - carry a grows. Units fit snugly, one over the other, or 
dozin your coat pocket ! they can be used singly. Guns locked in with exe 
One puff blows them into life size. a key. Handmade in knotty pine or mahogany Wo 
~~ or en otene See? Looks real finish. Measure 714” x 3%”. $6.95 postpaid bike 
oe Acts real! per unit from Yield House, Dept. OL, North mo 
Nesvy nny Conway, New Hampshire. wit 
tro 
but light. 
The perfect 
pot 
pend all-purpose 
decoy ! 
Limited quantity, ’2dz $4.50, 1 dz $9.00. Not sold in stores, ~ It Actually —_—__—— —_———— 
Your money back if you're not satisfied. Postpaid. Send to . Works ° ° e 
DUCK-IT DECOYS wi°9o02 |, Wild Life Films 
THE BEAR TRAP TIE CLASP $ 50 Wy Exciting, dramatic action in the pe _ 
1 Wholesale Die Co. P.O. Box t12, South Pasadena Callif.§ Sets and snaps like a real trap . AZ ural habitat of animals of forest anc 7, 
. ORDER TODAY! . df plains. 8 mm or 16 mm in beautiful OL 
| Enclosed find $.......... +. ee Duck-it Decoys # Guaranteed postpaid NBN amr color or B & W. Also 2” x 2” color Real C 
t any He Sore. Nomber H THE BEAR TRAP Bennie Baker, Box 28, Lance Creek, Wyo. (- Ae slides. Write for free illustrated heat cir 
Name ceeiehinigeinlincaaeiieaamemeicien Se ee ee eS ee \ = literature. oon z 
: ne 
1 Add 1 WILD LIFE FILMS — 
toy a i MALAYAN KRIS | 515181 strohm Ave., No. Hollywood, Calif 55.95 
cater iei-ane qieamadn ameamnane aurea ane amram a strange oriental —_ - © Dey 
| dagger This type knife , . omy _ 2 POW 
WHAMN-O atts =: $295 Bagger thiseekife | YOUR OWN DEER HIDE ow 
SPORTSMAN * 4iee Me postpoid monials, ancient rites and Custom-tailored into fine garments CR 
HITS LIKE A RIFLE— sacrifices.A truly different Your deerskin garments, gioves. mittens, 01 
KILLS RABBITS, SQUIRRELS. knife.Genuine collector's moccasins will mean more to -— a shay ré KILLS Al 
: ‘ : seen -tatlore > dee 2s send us 
Powerful, silent, accurate. Beautifully hand finished. yrange aor tae or eee. ‘Our vainstakins nage 
For hunting, torget, HUNTING Coined blade - 121" long. arene system of caring for. marking and_ tailoring mee BI 
i : yuarantees fines é y finishe Pi : ; 
reer A SLINGSHOT High tempered steel. .deep throw- Write for FREE AM er 4 eee nyo ag Helpful 





blued gun finish. Genuine 
mahogany handle. A knife never before 

offered. Not sold in stores. Your money back 
if not completely satisfied. Send $3.95 to : - 
WHOLESALE IMPORT COMPANY, Box C-911, Alhambra, Calif MOST BEAUTIFUL 


TACKLE BOX MADE! 


“The Angier,’’ new top-grade 

“SNOW! FILE YOUR cedar wood tackle box, an- 
swers the fisherman's prayer. 

s OWN SAWS Rugged. practical,» handsome 

—the perfect gift. Solid brass 

Do expert saw filing at home. hardware. plastic drop han- 
Precision filing easy without ex- dle. z 
perience. Two simple adjust- rust. Will float, with normal 
ments. Keeps any hand saw tackle load, Finished for pro- 
extra sharp and  true-cutting. tection against salt air, wa- 
Complete with file. Money back ter, and svn 818.95, cash or 
guarantee. Cash with order, pre- check, No C.0.D, ; 
= paid (COD postage extra.) Or- Cedar Shore Tackle Box Co., P. 0. Box 15, Neptune Beach, ['s 
der today. $2.95. 


THE SPEED CORP., Dept. OL | 16 
3420 S. W. Macadam Ave., Portland 1, Ore. | 


ing. Hints’* about caring for hides 


ESKIMO COMFORT MFG. CO. BERLIN, WISCONSIN 


sold world 
over! 





Heavy duty 7” ash stock. 
40 steel balls, extra rubber, target. 
GUARANTEED. At dealers, or send $1.50 to 
Wham-0O Mfg. Co. Box 8j, South Pasadena, Calif. 
* Professional model of Nat'l Slingshot Assn. 





y 
y 















i, So. DEER CALL 


> If a deer is in hearing dis- 
+ tance, it will respond uncan- 
> Mmily. Perfectly tuned to the 

right pitch. Guaranteed to 

work. Finest call made. Sim- 

ple instructions make a mas- 
ter of any hunter. Complete with FREE hunting se- 
crets that will turn this season into a real success. 
$2.50 postpaid. Dealers write. 


GREEN MOUNTAIN CALL, Box 593-L, Brattleboro, Vt. 
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Shopping 
and outdoor life | 





LICENSE PLATES for young bicycle drivers 
are available with names or initials in state 
license tag colors. Small fry use them on 
bikes. scooters. wagons. ete. Any name (up to 

letters) on heavy gauge steel plate-. ize 
8" x 314%". $1.00 postpaid from B. Cantor, 
Dept. OL, 1711 Walnut Street, Philadelphia, 
Pennsylvania. 


4a) 


gRETE TELEEY] 





ELECTRIC SOCKS for the hunter, skier, ice 


fisherman ...or anyone who’d enjoy winter 
except for cold feet. Wires woven into the all- 
wool socks connect to ordinary 6-volt batteries 
worn on belt. Allow complete freedom of 


movement. Maintain normal body temperature 
without perspiration. Sizes 10, 11, 12. $19.95 
from Benjamin Electric Co.. Des Plaines. Tl. 















A Thoughtful 
for Winters Sportsmen ey / 
ALL. STEEL 


biding MOTSEAT /,\3 


Real Comfort for deer hunters, ice fishermen! Regulated 5 
heat circulates thru outer garments, keeps body, hands 
werm conomical too - less than a nickle an hour, uses 
canned heat. Folds up to 14 «6x 13" - fits into game 
pocket. Weighs approximately 4 pounds. 
$5.95 postpaid cash with order or COD. Order now , 
FOLDING HOTSEAT CO. 
Dept. D-11, 2453 E. Broadway, Muskegon, Mich. 


POWERMASTER* pont “$1995 | 
HUNTING / | 
CROSSBOW cvsaoaall 


KILLS ALL BIG NORTH / 
AMERICAN GAME- 
DEER, BEAR 
ETC. 























“. POWERFUL 
New metal alloy _ SILENT 
reg.80 |b. pull, 33” bow “\ 
3 Shoots arrows like bullets. Beauti- | 
te” fully finished 34” heavy duty hardwood s ock. | 

Crafted to meet highest archery requirements. As 
large manufacturers we can mass produce this $45 
value crossbow for only $19.95. Precision trigger action, 
fle ' trajectory, pinpoint accuracy. Hunters knock down game 
at 200" Cocks easily. Beginners with crossbow shoot more 













ac itely than professional archers Silent, this powerful 
weap on permits extra shots pal gee Adaptable for harp= 
Con'ng. Instructions included. Arrows 60c each. MONEY 


BACK IF NOT SATISFIED. Send $19.95 in check, cash, 
= AO. to TECHRITE CORP., BoxB12, South Pasadena, Colif. | 
Professional Model of National Crossbow Ass‘n. 


HIS INITIALS 
BRANDED 
ON THIS 


GENUINE 
CALFSKIN 
RUG 


Jr. Buckaroo or Sports- 
man, these silky, short- 
haired calfskins are perfect for his bedroom or 
den—for floor or wall. Soft yet durable. Sueded 
back. 3 initial brand (print initials desired). 
Choice; black or brown with white. App. 5 sq. ft. 
—$12.95 ppd. 6 to 7 sq. ft.—$17.95 ppd. Un- 
branded—$1.00 less 


Write for Free Gift Folder 





No C.0.0.'s PLEASE 


\ Brandicalf 


UNIQUE LEATHER GIFTS 
157 Federal St., Boston, Mass. 


FISH-HUNT-BOAT 


) \ in The Rain With The Amazing New | 


j) RAIN-ZIP $495 





011-3, 






COVERALL 


With Detachable Parka Hood 
Roomy swing action coverall of 
famous Firestone Velon. Step in, 
zip it closed. Folds wet or dry 
into pocket size pouch. Ideal for 
fishing, hunting, boating, work- 


ing, etc. Sizes small, medium, 
large. Money back guarantee. 
Order today! We pay postage 


except on CODS. Immediate shipment. 


GARDINER PRODUCTS 
Dept. G-113 Kansas City 6, Mo. 


18 E. 11th St. 


SPORTSMEN! Get this 


BIG FISH MAP |= 


IN EIGHT COLORS 


e@Just the map for your home, office, 
club, cabin or yacht. Shows weights 
of fish and where caught. All world 
record fish listed. Price $5.00 rolled 
in tube—shipped prepaid. Also Dog 
Map — Both Maps (Value $10) and : 
“‘Angler’s Almanac’’ for only ACTUAL SIZE 
$5.00. Almanac tells HOW and 3 feet x 3 feet 
WHERE to Catch More Fish. | 
SPORTSMAN’S MAP CO. 


422 So. Dearborn Street Chicago 5, i. 


THE NEW 4 PIECE KNAPP HUNTING KIT 


The finest gift for | 
every sportsman. « 

Pat. No, 170-202 others pend 
Kit weighs 12 oz. Saw, 10” 
High-test tempered steel blade 
Designed for cutting. Bones 
on one side, Wood the other 























Sate 
coc 









Handy Knife point on end 
Hollow Aluminum Handle with 
specially designed grip ust 
right for stowing metal hunt- 


matches, pills, ete ms, 
Scabbard genuine leather, 
stamped design. Pocket stone 
fits on back, saw & knife on 
front 412 oz. Knife not included 
stone $10.95. Send check or money 


“Knapp Hunting Kit’ Box 377, Elko, Nev. 


O.D. 10 day satisfaction guaranteed 


ing tags, 


Saw, scabbard and 
order to 


Sorry no ¢ 


World Famous Featherweight Automatic 
.22 Short BERETTA MINX 
NOW! Only $35.00 


Your chance to buy this 
TARGET pistol in miniature 

a new low price. Pocket 
Only werall but with 
7 Shot Featherweight 11 oz. Au 
















e Push Button take down | 
With 239” barrel mnly $33.50. | 
22 «(LF l Shot Model-—17 | 





g Plinker, 0 7 ry, blac 
handles $43.95. .22 L.R. Plinker, 10 Shot Model 
l moth | handles 


7 oz lother of pear -50. 
FREE! GENUINE LEATHER HOLSTER. Order By 
Mai Send Only 1 au Balance 


_Godfrey Import Corp., U-11, 277 Broadway, N.Y.C. 1 


ED, | 







FREE AL ORE THay, 


Magnifies 9 
» precisi 


Powerful 





"$5.98 (tax 4). | 





Safe-Lock 
Gun Rack 


Displays 
Your Guns... 








Protects 
Your Family 
THE GUNS 
AND 
AMMUNITION 
‘ ARE 
Pat. No LOCKED IN 
2616566 
These handsome sturdy gun racks safely lock your guns tn 
the desirable display position The large drawer in the 4 
and 6 gun rack ks up ammunition, hunting knife 
pistol, cleaning gear, etc. One key unlocks drawer and 
guns. Guns can not fall or be taken out. Children, friends 
can not tamper witn them The onty one of its kind 
Holds all antique or modern guns, with or without scope 
Finely hana crafted i satin mooth honey-tone knotty 
pine or a lovely mahogany finish 
a 4-Gun Lock Rack 24°28 
! if illustrated) $19.95 
i 6-Gun Lock Rack 24° x40 
u i like above) 29.95 
| 3-Gun Lock Rack 24°x2! 
no drawer) 12.95 
Singte Gun Lock Rack 7!_"x3 
d no drawer -95. + ' 
} | ag his item only 


Fisherman's Joy 
THE PRETTIEST RACK EVER 


Protects All His Gear in 
One Handsome Display 


Now enjoy fishing equip- 
ment year round in this 
wonderful new show rack 
It does everything Safe 
guards up to od imy 
type or size, in rubber hold 
ers. They can't warp, fall 
out Shows 5 reels ull 
types Neutral wray felt 
back holds flies lure 

plugs. Hook them in-out in 
' iff Large acce ory 
drawer Finely crafted in 
polished honey-tone knotty 
pine or mahogany finish, 


IDEAL FISHERMAN’S GIFT 
ONLY ONE OF ITS KIND 


$99.50 





EQUIPMENT All Exp. Charges Collect 
NoT —No C.0.D's. 
INCLUDED 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 


YIELD HOUSE, Dept. 011-3, No. Conway, N. H. 


BULOVA WATCHES cs: 


Famous 15 and 17 Jewel SEU 








TAX 
PRACTICALLY WHOLESALE TO YOU 






LIFETIME SERVICE GUARANTEE 





WHY PAY] Also FAMOUS 
359° © BENRUS 
Save $42.55] © GRUEN 











© WALTHAM or ELGIN watches 
You get these unredeemed 
SERVICE GUARANTEED 
Bulova and other movements 
n latest style Yellow Gold 
Cases at this sensationally 
low price because we bought 
out SURPLUS STOCKS at 
eading New York and Mary 

and ewelers. Order while 
they last. Specify make pre 

ferred and whether men's or 


Ladies’! Only $16.95 plus 
$1.70 tax Order risht now 
FREE TRIAL—WEAR AT OUR RISK! LIFETIME 


SERVICE GUARANTEE 
17 JEWEL SWISS 


WRIST WATCH 
Worn by Army, Navy 
& Marines 
Why Pay $507 


$14.95 


Plus $1.50 Tax 
New [ocablock, Shock 
Protected. Water & 
Dust Tight. 


Wear ut t t larantees atenes 
for 10 days FREE TRIAL! If not 
delighted, full refund will be made 
at onee 
SEND ONLY 1 DOWN PAYMENT 
pa alance to postman plus post 
age on arrival. Or enclose full pay 
mer pilus tax ith sraer and se 
pay postage 
Handsome 


epansion band included 
with your t! 


order at no extra cos 


Maryland Distributors 


501 . Baltimore St., 
Dept. 585. Baltimore 2. Md. 


Write for free watch and diamond ring catalog 








practically wholesale prices 





LS ‘ 
eawie™ 
pauie 
A real buy... makes leather last longer - 
lasting notural shine * Sotisfaction guaranteed + Fast 
delivery * You'll be a real leather-life enthusiast! 
DEALERS INQUIRIES INVITED 


LEATHER LIFE COMPANY, Norristown 41, Pa. 





Postpaid with 
check or M.O 











NovemsBeER, 1953. 17 





JACKETS, COATS, GLOVES 





made from your DEERSKINS er 


Send us your Deerskins or Elk- 
skins . . . we'll tan them and 
make fine custom-tailored coats, 
gloves, mittens and many other 
useful, luxurious items... Skins 
also tanned for your use. 
JACKETS as low as $7.50* 
Gloves & Mittens from $.65* 
We will supply additional skins 
if needed to make up your item. 
And now you can buy any item in 
our new catalog, custom made for 
you, even if you don’t hunt or have 
any skins or hides to send 

Good Service Quality Styling 














106 N. Water St. 
MILWAUKEE, WIS. 














FOR HIM 


Wonderful 
Gifts 


FOR HER @ 





HORSE MUGS 
Each with a different horse design in 
high relief ane I natural color on beige 
bac krround en trin cng 
1 ceramic mugs with braided 
email Rika hai Set ppd. $4,95 

COFFEE WARMER 

Piping hot coffee right at the table 
with thi rlazed ceramic coffe ug 
and it blac k wrought iron warmer 
xy in white 
green, With matching candle cup & ol STE 
candle, Ppd. $3.95 “ade * ah ve i: 

2 z $2.50 Wine Jog ( ually 


chartreuse or 


we 
- 
ra) 
~o 


I 
(doz.) P 
other won 


Add'l, ¢ andles 
FREE circul of lerjful gifts ! 


w WONDER BAR SHOP 


P.O. BOX 425-0 ° TRENTON, N. J. 








HUNTERS 
HIKERS 
FISHERMEN 
MOTORISTS 
BOAT 
OPERATORS 


doorsman’s life. 
















4445 N. E. GLISAN ST. 






NATURAL COLOR ADJUSTABLE STRAPS 


imPporTeo COWHIDE SHOULDER BAGS 
65 sie surg 75 


PLUS PLUS 


Size B41 10° 







Feo Tax FEO Tax 
Sold By Mail Only - Order Today! 
$2.00 DEPOSIT ON C.0.D.'S 








—_—_——— 
_BROPAR s.0Panronio's! rexas 
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LEUPOLD S40x¢s0nan COMPASS 


Lifetime dependability that can save the out- 
The only forest service type 
pocket compass designed for sporting use. 
Simple to use for following a course off trails 
through wilderness areas, locating your posi- 
tion, making rough land surveys, etc. ; 
Complete illustrated COMPASS GUIDE included. 

Manufacturers of LEUPOLD Hunting Scopes and Mounts 


LEUPOLD & STEVENS INSTRUMENTS, Inc. 


PORTLAND 13, ORFGON walt: 


re ] 
4? Send for FREE catalog and 


(3 R. R. 
4 mail only- 


r) 
i € ard 


The LAZY R. L. 28%,22Ao.c 


_Dept. L-113, B Box 3521, 


Safe-Tee WATER PURIFIER | 






Western Christmas Cards --In Color |: 

FREE actual 
sample card. Authentic Western Christmas 
scenes in full color by magazine cover artist, 
Lorenz. These exclusive cards sold by %; 


no stores or salesmen. LOW prices 





for small or large quantities — money-back 
guarantee. Excellent selection — religious, 4 
serious, humorous. Will imprint names. Mail ( 
postcard now for free catalog and sample 
No obligation. Save ad to remind you. & 




















..- for Hunting ee & 
and Decoration 


Famous 1869 















You'll be proud to own 
thrilled to shoot, this hard 
hitting rifle of the past! Mount 
it over your fireplace, in your den 
Once the rifle of 9 nations! Action 
unequalled for strength, si imp licity | 
“Ammo avail. everywhere. Barrel, 30”; 
Overall, 45” Wr., 9 Ibs. Very good appear- 
ance, exint. mech. cond. Barrel shows slight 
wear. Same rifle—good appearance, 
» excellent mechanical condition. Barrel 
shows considerable wear. Only $9.95 
7 mm. Military Ammo. 60 rounds, $4.50 
10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 
Shipd. Exp. Chgs. Coll. C.0.D.’s, $5 dep. req. 
DEALER INQUIRIES INVITED! 


1 Ce RM.OR-11, 409 E. PICO BLVD. 
wth soto ANGELES 15, a 
eee lie or 
















FREE! 
. afistory of 
olling Block 
Rifle Incl 












































COLOR PRINTS] 


From Your Transparencies 













Electronically controlled for 

superb results. Rapid service 

and satisfaction guaranteed. 
Prints from any 

size transparency— 
ANSCO COLOR 
KODACHROME 
EKTACHROME 


4x515x7|]8x10 


50¢| $1 | $2 


PROCESSING: ANSCO & EKTACHROME Roll Film | 
24 hour 120-620, 35mm, 20 ex mtd. . . . Only $1.00 roll 
COLORFAX LABORATORIES | 
Georgetown Sta., Wash. 7, D.C. ic. 








































| 
Min. order $1. mecca 
No C.0O.D.'s | 








Weighs only 4 oz.—Fits in Shirt Pocket 
SPORTSMEN! CLEAR, SAFE, PLEASANT-TASTING DRINKING WATER 


from lake or stream anywhere, anytime. Don’t risk polluted 


AWEW! 













water when thirsty. REVOLUTIONARY NEW PURIFIER removes 
unpleasant tastes & odors. e KILLS BACTERIA e Adds 
es nothing to water e 1% qt. — e Folds to fit shirt 
= pocket ¢ PROVED by L RB TESTS e¢ Good for FULL 
"is YEAR average use @ Only $2.95 prepaid (in Calif. add 3%) 
e No c.o.d.'s @ MONEY BACK GUARANTEE @ DEALERS 
NEEDED e Carry a Safe-Tee Purifier for safe water 
anywhere @ Send orders to: 


\ A.P. SCHREIBER Co. 655 COLMAN St. ALTADENA 2, Calif. 





















LITTLE RED 


LANTERN that 


equally well with electricity or kerosene. The 


functions 


secret...interchangeable burner units, one 
with wick, the other with bulb. (110 V. A.C.- 
D.C.) Good for game room or camping, fish- 
ing, picnics, emergency light in home. cabin, 
boat, etc. $4.95 postpaid from Northern Out- 
post, Dept. OL, Garrison, New York. 





SPORTSMEN’S CHOPPING BLOCK makes 


an unusual gift for the fisherman or hunter 


who's also an amateur chef. A great aid in 
preparing meat tor treezing. Laminated end 
grain hardwood, it stands 2%” high on its 
wooden legs ... working surface 
17%” x 11%”. $7.95 from E. L. 
Thomas Street. Memphis 1, Tenn. 


measures 
Bruce Co., 








TURK Cloak DAGGE. R e 
Crafted for THROWING 5495 : 
Over a foot long—This type knife 
is used for combat and selt 
defense. In ancient times it 
was carried by ASSASSINS. 
Balanced for throwing. 
ACCURATE 
SILENT 





postpaid 












EASY 
TO THROW 


Beginners can 
stick this balanced 
knife consistently with 
our instructions. A beautiful 
heavy duty 12/2” dagger, truly 
different. Tempered steel blade 
Hand finished in polished gun blue. A 
useful collectors piece. Not sold in stores 
Your money back if not satisfied. Send $2.95 
to WHOLESALE IMPORT CO., Box 203A, Alhambra, Calif 


if id DEERSKIN * 
Aj) MOCCASINS 


FIT, FEEL LIKE A GLOVE. Hand 
crafted from soft ‘n silky wild Dee 
skin in browned-butter color tone 
Shape to your feet. Elk outer sole 
foam cushion insole. Luxury lined 
Men‘s, Women‘s sizes. Get 2 Pp 
for his ‘n her matchmates. Sct 


g‘td. P’pd. $8.95: 


RICHARD DOUGLAS, Dept. 12 
1005 S.W. Wood * Portland 1,Orego” 
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GOT A HANDYMAN around the house? Slip 
this combination tool into his Christmas stock- 
ing and he'll be ready for most any job. It’s 
a hammer, chisel, hatchet, screwdriver, nail- 
puller, pliers, wire nipper and bottle opener 
all in one heavy steel tool, measuring 6%” 
long. $2.00 postpaid, from Novelty Mart. 59 
East 8th Street, New York 3, N. Y. 





IF YOU HAVE BACKLASH TROUBLE with 
your plug casting reel, try this anti-backlash 
device. It’s a precision-engineered governor 
that controls speed of spool; prevents over- 
running. Improves distance and accuracy, too. 
Simple to install on new and old reels: no 
tools needed. $2.95 postpaid from Kant-Lash, 
Gables Building, 627 Grove St., Evanston, Ill. 











genuine Italian Briar Pipes, made by Briarcraft. Excel 
t quality with Locmount stems plus one Roger Lock-type 

exenuine leather pouch and reamer. $6.95 postpaid 

BAR-VAN CREATIONS, P.O. Box 626, Nyack, New York 


NEW 
COMFORT 
MONTERS, FISHERMEN, SKIERS 
Light weight newly developed comfortable cellu- 
lose “Polar Weskits” and “Sock Liners” keep you 
warmer than heavy woolens. They're real tough 


KEEP WAR 










and windproof. Wear under your shirt . . . inside 
your socks. Reusable many times. One size fits 
everybody. Money-Back GUARANTEE! 


ES $Qoo Order now. Send Cash, 
| ONLY 
POSTPAID Check or M.O. 
— 


2 WESKITS 
Paeeeie GO LIGHT ...KEEP WARM! 


P. 0. BOX 81, AZUSA, CALIFORNIA 


THE ADMIRAL CO. 
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HOPINS Woccasius 


for barefoot 
comfort 





$695 
postpaid 
(With Hard Sole $7.95) 


Real Western-style (fringed) moccasins from 
the home of the famous old Carlisle Indians. 
Expertly made of soft, giove-tanned leather 


with smooth glove-leather lining. Rawhide- 
laced. Cream, tan or choco.ate brown. Ideal 
Christmas gift for men or women. Sizes 4 to 
12. State shoe size. Send check or money 


order. Monev-back guarantee 


CAPITOL CRAFTS 


Cariisle, Pennsylvania 








build your own GUN RACK 





YOU CAN BUILD YOUR OWN gun rack from this 
kit. Contains pre-cut parts, sanded and ready to 
assemble. It’s a one evening project: all you'll 
need is a hammer and screwdriver. Holds four 
guns, with compartments for shells. Clear white 
pine, in an early American desien. Kit includes 
assembly and finishing instructions. $9.95 plus 
-75 for postage (no C.O.D.'s please) from the 
Branding tron, 3441 East Blacklidge Drive, 
Tucson, Arizona. 


16, DUELING SWORDS 


Once used in deadly combat—now an 
exciting sport! Learn right at home 
Fun —safe* — educational. These 
swords are made of fine blue 

spring steel, polished metal 




















guards, turned 
handles, rubber safety 
tips. Fencing teaches quick 
thinking, develops coordina- 
tion, posture. Since the Middle 
Ages, Europeans have enjoyed 
the sport of dueling. *Now advo- 
cated by U.S. colleges. Set includes 
two swords and the booklet, “ The Art 
of Fencing’. Special mail order price 
YOUR MONEY REFUNDED IF NOT 
COMPLETELY SATISFIED Send $3.98 to 
TECHRITE CORP, Box 12. ,South Pasadena,Calif 


Malayan THROWING DAGGER 
BALANCED TO STICK! ad fs 


MALAYAN HUNTING KNIFE 
used for killing game 
Exciting target sport 
Easy to learn! Fun 
indoors or out- 
doors! 




















Fun, 
Thrills, 
Excitement ! 
Learn this Sport! Easy 
to throw occurately with our 


fasyvito 
THROW! clear instructions. Beautiful, heavy 
duty 10° knife. Tempered steel. Tough. 
rawhide-bound handle. Rare souvenir. unusual 


bargain. At sporting goods dealers or send $1.96 to 

WHOLESALE IMPORT CO Dept 13,604 Marengo. Alhambra, Calif. 
LEARN TO THROW THE BOOMERANG 

A Fascinating Sport SEND FOR 

and Unique Gift YOURS 

TODAY 








Golden Red, Jade Green or Natural 
$2.00 ea. 
CARVED by Postpaid 


COL. JOHN M. GERRISH 


4409-0 S.W. Parkview Lane-Portiand 1, Ore. 


Flight Tested - Guaranteed to Return 


with Story and Instructions 


NEW AIR PISTOL 


Improves marksmanship. Looks 
and feels like a real .45, with 
the weight and grip of a real 


gun. Not a toy, amazing power $ 
and accuracy. Shoots .177 Cal. 

BB.s, pellets, darts. Guaranteed. 
Rush check or M.O. (no COD) 


Exp. Col. 
CERPAC, 315B E. Commerce, San Antonio, Texas 


Take Improved Formula MORE WATE 


GAIN WEIGHT 


i We don't want 

Up to 5 Ibs. a Week With (Som 

10 Day ¢ woke = 
MORE WATE PLAN Surety 1 > 

ONLY .) 7s N 

mh 

Gain attractive eye-catching pounds and | ay 
incnes the recommended way—without . 
bad tasting medicines. without over-eat- good for 
ing. Li you are underweight due to faulty cniidren Too! 
appetite or bad dietary habits—but 
olnerwise normal, this is ior you! Here for you now 
a scientinec way wnich guarantees you can gain as 
much weight as you wish—or you pay nothing! No 
Drugs, No Exercise. or Laxative. No Baa-Tasting prep- 
araulons. The amazing thing is that it is so easy to 
follow—simple and sai:e to gain tnose eye-appealing 
curves. Each and every week you gain pounds safely 
until you reach the weight that most becomes you 
Now at last you have the new moderna recommended 
Way to gain weight—Fur mea, womea and chi.ure.. 
Simply eat like candy the delicious improved More- 
Wate tabiets and lo.ow the more-Wate plan. This 
wholesome, tasty delicious More-Wate chocolate cov- 
ered tablet contains vitamin 5-12. the amazing red- 
vitamin dociors give many u.derweight patieais i 
hospitals, it contains IRON that helps correct iron de- 
ficiency, anemia and bui.d rica red blood. it contains 
appetite building Vitami. B-1. and it contains nutri- 
tious easily assimilated malt. the amazing ingredient 
that helps your body turn mucn of the tood you eat 
into well rounded flesh instead of being wasted. Enjoy 


eating this delicious tablet and gain weight with the 
More-Wate Plan 
Try it for 10 days. then step on the scale. You'll 


hardly believe your eyes. Good for men too. Mail the 
coupon now! Test the amazing More-Wate Plan for 10 
days at our expense. If after 10 days your friends. your 
mirror and your scale do not tell you that you have 
gained weight and look better you pay nothing 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! 10 DAY TRIAL! 


Peeseeeeseeeeeeeeee 808888829 
g MORE-WATE COMPANY, Dept. 110 1 
g 318 Market Street, Newark, New Jersey ' 
i Just mail your name and address and $1.00 cash 1 
check or money order You will receive a 10 day 
§ supply of MORE-WATE TABLETS Improved formula) ' 
§ and MORE-WATE PLAN postage prepaid 4 
| ' 
B NAME... cc ccc ccc rere crcccccncccccvccccece i 
8 ADDRESS.............. , 
@ cIry ZONE STATE rire) 
| Send me Special 30 day supply and TRIAL 10 day § 
a package for $2.98. I understand that if I am not de | 
lighted with MORE-WATE and MORE-WATE PUAN I 
§ can return in 10 days for full purchase price rund. ' 
EB SENT ON APPROVAL _ MAIL COUPON Now: # 
SLE LITLILILITLLLLLCLLCLCLCLLCLLCLCUCe. 





Personalized 
Sterling Silver 


Order direct from Mfr 


Cuff Links 


and SAVE! 
Hand-crafted 34” long, solid Silver Regularly $25.00 


links personalized with your plus 
first name Smart, square letters $ 95 $1.59 
limit six) cut in relief by master 7 
jewelers, Modern and distinctive Fed. Tax 
Worth 3 times the price, Guaran POSTPAID 
teed to please. (Ideal for the ladies, too.) Gift boxed. 
Limited offer! Sorry, No COD’s 


PERSONAL JEWELRY CO., Dept. 1-50 
233 E. Ontario St. Chicago 11, Ill. 











GENUINE 










from Estotes, 


CATALOG 


Bonks, and 
Unredeemed wo" aon aad 
pledges 
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Our Reference Your own bank or ony mercantile agency 


Berman’s Diamond Loan Bank 
Dept. OL —BERMAN BLDG., BALTO. 1, MD. 











A RARE, 
INEXPENSIVE 

GIFT!! , ; 

Genuine HAND-CARVED STAGHORN! 
SOLINGEN-STEEL BEAR et Blade «1 aaah a ne 


eg 
$4.60 Pstpd. In t 


HUNTING KNIFE feioe oe rece 
Order Early - MERCURY IMPORTERS - Longview, Wn. 
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SALT WATER 


GEORGE HEINOLD 














STRIKE THE REDFISH SLOWLY 


we'd chartered pulled away from 

the dock at Everglades and headed 
for the Ten Thousand Islands, one of 
southwest Florida’s most remote and 
weirdly beautiful fishing grounds. As 
the boat pushed along, I had a feeling 
of being swallowed up in an endless 
wilderness of swampland. Innumerable 
creeks forced themselves through man- 
grove thickets, saw grasses, and water 
hyacinths, and emptied into fairyland 
lakes. I’d been told this was no place 
to be in without a competent guide, and 
I could easily see why. 

Presently we arrived at a point where 
the cruiser couldn’t navigate, and we 
transferred to skiffs powered by out- 
board engines. Bill Daniels, my fishing 
partner, and I were carrying an as- 
sortment of tackle which had _ been 
recommended for this area-—glass plug- 
casting rods, a variety of spoons, plugs, 
flies, and jigs, and a couple of sturdy 
fly rods fitted with heavy reels. We 
were after tarpon, snook, channel bass, 
spotted weakfish, and ladyfish—-in that 
order. 

Our guide had shut off the outboard 
and was stealthily rowing us toward a 
spot where he thought there might be 
tarpon, when something happened that 
disrupted our orderly plans. 

“What's causing that coppery glow 
under the water near those man- 
groves?” Bill asked, pointing to the 
place. 

I looked and saw an area as large as 
an ordinary living room gleaming with 
a reddish undertone. It undulated, too, 
indicating considerable movement un- 
der the surface. 

“That’s a school of redfish—channel 
bass,” said our guide. ‘‘That’s the big- 
gest bunch of them I've seen in a long 
time. Want to try them? They’ll often 
take a plug.” 

Both Bill and I had developed a 
healthy respect for redfish while fish- 
ing for them in the surfs of Virginia 
and the Carolinas. But this was the 
first opportunity either of us had had 
to try them with featherweight tackle. 
So we kept our tarpon plugs on-—yel- 


. was full daylight when the cruiser 
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low floating and diving models with 
black and red spots—and made our 
casts. 

My plug landed about 20 ft. on the 
far side of the glowing patch. I let it 
rest a bit, then cranked it toward the 
school with slow, erratic motions. A 
fish rose almost immediately and lipped 
the plug. I struck and missed. 

“You're too hasty,” admonished the 
guide. ‘Set your hook more slowly. 
Reds are slow grabbers.” 

The plug lurched another 10 ft. when 
a second redfish came up and hit. I 












held back a couple of seconds, struck, 
and felt the barb hit solid. Then I 
waited for the expected roll, the power- 
packed dive, the mad dash for freedom. 
But nothing like that happened. The 
fish came along like a log when I ap- 
plied pressure and edged him toward 
the boat. 

Puzzled and disappointed, I turned to 
the guide. “Is there something in 
these waters that makes the fish 
dopey,” I asked, “or is it the hot 
weather ?” 

I had an inkling of what was passing 


LWYN 
GIRSP 
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“Yeah, that’s what they said about the Titanic” 
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let your throat enjoy 
smooth smoking 


There ts no substitute for PALL MALL 
— the finest quality money can buy 













Discover 


Pall Mall is Longer Pall Mall is Finer 


Compare PALL MALL with any long cigarette. 
PALL MALL’s fine tobaccos are the finest 


quality money can buy and fine tobacco 


Compare PALL MALL with any short 
cigarette. See how mild PALL MALL’s smoke 
becomes as it is filtered further through 
PALL MALL’s traditionally fine, mellow 
tobaccos. PALL MALL—the cigarette that 


is its own best filter for sweeter, smoother 
smoking. Moreover the better a cigarette is 
changed America’s smoking habits—gives packed the better it filters the smoke on the 
you a smoothness, mildness and satisfaction way to your throat. 


no other cigarette can offer you. 


GUARD AGAINST THROAT-SCRATCH. 


No other cigarette of any length can give 


you the pleasure you get from PALL MALL. 





The cigarette that changed America’s smoking habits 








Qutstanding..andtheyae mild | 


Copr. 1953, American Cigarette and Cigar Co., Inc, 
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Lovee” FAMOUS 
peter” =A REX GIFT KITS 


Here are the gifts for spinning tales 
.... true tales! Gift kits that include 
everything for spin-fishing but the 
rod ....100 yds. each of Monofila- 
ment and Braided line, lures, leaders, 
keels, etc.—in handsome, sturdy case. 
The “MASTEREEL” Gift Kit fea- 
tures America’s finest spinning réel 
(above) .. .$32.00. 

The “SPINSTER” Gift Kit features 
the famous popular-priced Spinster 


Reel (left Bsn . $20.59. 


~. wer 
To Set a Sportsmans er 





If there's 2 pl 


: . a special 
+> heart for fishing, there'll be a sp 


lace for you if you give — 
The finest reels and pee te 
the thrilling world of spin-fishing. 








—S= coin ill = 
\ adie Pal 
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THE AIREX °\ 2547 


“BEACHCOMBER” \ G 
Fult bail with Roller Pick-up - 


Here’s the reel that can be 
used for boatcasting, surf- 
casting, “‘squidding’’, troll- 
ing...a great all-around gift! 


$28.50 












THE AIREX 
“VAGABOND” 


Full bail with Roller Pick-up 


Light (only 8 oz.), the 
“Vagabond” is a top reason 
for the national growth of 
spin- fishing! 


$17.50 
ON re ey ete shear tense tyteresresesveng Pikes seensetys 
Made in America for American Fishermen 


SEE YOUR SPORTING GOODS DEALER 
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through that Floridian’s mind when, a 
second or two later, the redfish came 
abreast of the skiff, took one look at it, 
and suddenly woke up. He made a wild 
roll, went into a convulsion, and zoomed 
off. The tip of my rod whipped the 
water, and the reel handle spun wild- 
ly and gave my knuckles a bruising 
wallop. 

Once his first great burst of speed 
was over, the redfish took to the bhot- 
tom, shifted into low gear. and put up 
a dogged, tugging fight. He shook his 
head, rolled, twisted, and bored into the 
bottom. He used every trick in his 
book to throw the hook by rubbing his 
snout back and forth in the mud, 
twisting it in the grass, and scraping 
it against roots. And he forced me to 
use plenty of my own tricks before I 
was able to lead him back to where the 
fireworks had begun. I soon learned 
that this was only the beginning, for 
the fish made three more mud-plowing, 
grass-shearing dashes before he was 
safely in the net. He weighed 16 lb., a 
good specimen for these waters. 

“IT knew you'd hooked a bundle of 
dynamite,” the guide chuckled. ‘“Al- 
most every red that holds his punches 
till he’s close to the boat puts up a 
tough fight. There’s only one rule tht 
holds for reds—-they’re never whipped 
till they’re boated.” 

Bill and I stayed in that stretch of 
water for nearly two hours, and be- 
tween us we hooked and landed 26 
redfish. Because their rough, bottom- 
boring tactics raised havoc with our 
expensive tarpon plugs, we changed to 
small wobbling spoons and shiny metal 
squids. The squids produced best. 

A few days later, Bill and I went 
streamer-fly fishing for reds in the 
shallow waters and flats around the 
keys. This method of fishing is similar 
to stalking game. You first find a fish, 
or a school. Then, as the guide poles 
the skiff quietly, you cast your fly to 
within a few feet of either side of the 
quarry, and strip in line slowly. Just 
as in plugging, you have to strike reds 
slowly. I found myself pulling flies 
right out of their mouths before I 
caught on to the timing. 


| gene a redfish you’re stalking will 
spot you, move off several yards, 
and hide in the grass. If there aren't 
any other fish in sight, the guide will 
pole after him, keeping on course by 
the wake the fish throws in the shal- 
lows. The trick then is to try and mark 
him well enough so that one of youn 
casts will find him. Sometimes a fish 
that hasn’t been too badly frightened 
can be persuaded to hit by casting a fly 
ahead of him. Before moving el: 
where, it pays to cover thovoug.il\ 
every area in which you suspect a red 
may be hiding. Twice I was ready to 
give up and was retrieving line when. 
within a dozen yards of the boat, a fish 
appeared and grabbed the streamer. 
When taken on a 4 to 6-oz. fly rod. a 
redfish puts up quite a struggle. H. 
only fault. so far as I’m concerned, is 
that he doesn’t jump or walk on his 
tail. His run isn’t as long as that of a 
striped bass, but his infighting is mor‘ 
determined and vicious. You can whi} 
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and exhaust a striper and turn him on 


his side in the time it takes a red to get 
his second wind. 

Once I had two unusually pugnacious 

reds almost within reach only to have 


them zoom off, toss their heads, cloud 
the bottom mud, and end up by twisting 


: in a patch of grass with such determi- 
; nation that their tails rose vertically. 
1 I caught one of them off balance and 


threw him into a complete somersault. 





Ithough redfish weighing 30 or 40 


0 
~ Ib. have been taken in Florida's 
és Apalachee Bay and in scattered sec- 





7 tions of the Gulf of Mexico, specimens 8 - 
» as big as those landed in the fabulous Largest-Selling 
mn surf-fishing grounds off Virginia and 
I the Carolinas are rare. Gulf channel 
e bass are more likely to average be- 
d tween 5 and 20 lb. No one knows why. and 12) ' KAR OLD 
. Some theorize that when reds get to be 
y, around 25 or 30 lb., they leave the e e 
g inlets, bayous, bays, canals, river estu- Scotch Mitts Stax 
a aries, tidal flats, and other coastal areas 
for deeper water. 
yf Few fishermen native to regions be- . Am ° * 
ik. low Cape Hatteras feel cheated be- In erica 
cause their reds aren’t jumbos. What ss 
a the fish may lack in size they make up 
af for in numbers. And when caught on 
vl light tackle, they provide all the fire- 
works any reasonable man could want. 
of The smaller fish, moreover, make better 
a eating. Texas has a law which forbids 
26 keeping big reds. It’s a conservation 
“a measure. The big ones, the state’s fish- | 
ur ing authorities contend, are the breed- | 
to ers and are needed to replenish the 
al supply. 
Many Texans consider the channel 
nt bass second only to the red snapper as 
he a baking fish. They fish for reds in | 
he bayous and open coastal waters, and | 
ar they like to use natural baits and to 
sh. fish on bottom with boat rods, bait- 
es casters, and long, cane poles. Some 
to Lone Star anglers make a practice of 
he trolling strip baits around outer bars, 
ist cuts, and rips, and quite a few catch 
ds them with bobbers during the spotted 
ies weakfish runs. Baits are rated in this 
I order: sand crabs, shrimps, and mullet. 
The use of artificial lures hasn't taken CER, 
hold as strongly in Texas as it has in ¥ fy. 


Florida. 


1 ia) & 
vill Some of the most popular and pro- 4 Tate 





ds. ductive redfish grounds in Texas are ’ ! 9 4 
n't located in the area which takes in = 
vill Houston, Galveston, Port Arthur, and 
bi Beaumont. This district contains fish- 
al- wealthy bayous, the Intracoastal Canal, 
wk accessible piers, as well as open water 
yun on the gulf. Boats can be rented, and 
ish bait and tackle are available. George 
red Sessions Perry, noted Texas author and 
fly sportsman, recommended to me a 
™~* stretch of water on the northeast side ‘N, GLENE Grant’s escutcheon, 
11) of Galveston Bay, and said it was one " “Stand Fast’, is a time 
red of the best spots in the area. ‘Tt is, too, ee ae honored mark of quality 
- to especially that part which lies a few to Ron Re RATED BeooaveMe? th Id 
; : ‘— Ue e world over. 
en hundred feet north of the big stone , ” Stanneh* 
fish jetty at Port Bolivar. There’s a sunken ¥ Every drop of GRANT'S is either 8 or 12 
cement barge there which has become monet ko ww 16 years old. Wm. Grant & Sons are the 
la a catchall for fish food. OPER VIgON exclusive proprietors of the Balvenie- 
H Like the canals and inlets of Florida, Glenlivet and Glenfiddich distilleries 
e the bayous in this part of Texas hold 86 Proof 
his large populations of redfish. Fishing is 
sf unusually good during late afternoon 
ort and early evening. But, unless you're . > 
hi (continued on page 133) a eimveaT BIVisiOn Austin. Nichols 2 Co. Inc. BROOKLYN — NEW YORK 
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with Genuine 
CORCORAN 
Paratroop Boots 


You won't believe it until you try it. 
But once you take your first step in a 
pair of Corcoran Paratroop Boots 
you'll be amazed at their instant, un- 
usual comfort... soft and as pliable as 
your favorite pair of old shoes. You'll 
feel the lifting effects of the strong 
web ankle supports as they give your 
feet a boost. You'll recognize the firm 
foundation for your feet that only 
solid leather sole construction and 
strong steel shanks can add. You'll 
sense the protection from foot injuries 
you get from the hard, leather box toe, 
sure-grip rubber outer tap and non- 
trip rubber heel. 

You'll get a thrill... the same com- 
fort thrill paratroopers get ... when 
they first wear a pair of Genuine 
Corcoran Paratroop Boots, only boots 
made to original specifications. 

Get a pair today. Whether you’re a 
serviceman or a sportsman you can’t 
find a better, more comfortable, more 
rugged pair of boots for any price. 


Comes in Tan, Black 
or Waterproof Finish 


Sizes 4-13 4% 
Widths AA-EEE 


Not Government Sur- 
plus Stock 





Send Coupon Today! 





mee 
' 


CORCORAN, INC., STOUGHTON, MASS. 
Please rush a pair of genuine Paratroop Boots. 
In tan ( ) black ( ) or with heavy oil finish ( ) 
Check 0 Money Order U) for $12.87 is en- 
closed. 

MR ans i hehe paedlon each BRN ES PRED IONG oh 


Boot size and width........ “e. ie sel 
(Specify size and width of your former GI Army 
shoe or your most comfortable dress shoe.) 

i OL-15113 


eee 
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by ELIZABETH NORBECK 





Eat Your Croc AND Wear It 


ne of the nicest thing's about writ- 

ing this column is the number of 

interesting people I meet, both 
in person and through the mail. Open- 
ing my mail nowadays is quite excit- 
ing, for in addition to the usual bills and 
advertisements I am apt to open a 
letter from Colorado giving me a recipe 
for bear meat, one boosting my ego a 
bit with a pat on the back from a 
reader in Quebec, or one from Haiti 
telling me how to cook a crocodile. 

I'm going to share this last one with 
you. It comes from Mrs. Maurice 
deYoung, whose husband takes sports- 
men on fishing and hunting safaris in 
Haiti. She writes: 

“T’ve been reading your column in 
OUTDOOR LIFE with great enjoyment for 
several months now—ever since I mar- 
ried a sportsman. My problems are 
slightly different, however, from those 
of the average sportsman’s wife, since 
my hushand takes me along on his 
safaris. 

“Four months ago I didn’t know the 
difference between upland game and a 
tarpon. Suddenly I found myself liv- 
ing in a tent four weeks out of five, 
with the responsibility of preparing 
meals for as many as five hungry hunt- 





** *‘Here’s dinner, dear,’ Maurice said” 


ers or fishermen on an open fire from a 
variety of beasts, birds, and fish that 
previously had come to my attention 
only as specialties in New York restau 
rants. 

“This difficulty has been reduced by 
the fact that my husband is an excel- 
lent cook. We like to surprise our 
guests by making the game they shot 
perhaps an hour ago as tempting, tasty, 
and tender as any served at ‘21.’ But 
there have been many occasions when I 
would have sold my soul for a freezer 
into which I eould merrily toss my 
whole supply—and open a can of beans. 


7 for instance, the first time they 
came home with a seven-foot croc- 
odile. Croc hunting is generally done 
either late at night or at the crack of 
jawn, so this one arrived just as I was 
crawling out of my camp bed. Maurice 
smiled and said, ‘Here’s dinner, dear.’ 

“ ‘Cook that thing?’ I aemanded. At 
that hour I could scarcely look at it. I 
have since learned that a seven-foote) 
is a rather small croc, but at the time 
it seemed that it would be far more 
appropriate for it to be eating us than 
the other way round. Fortunately, 
Maurice felt that cooking a crocodile 
without previous experience would be a 
little tough (and so, probably, would 
the croc), so we worked on the problem 
together. Perhaps your readers would 
be interested in the recipe: 

“Take one crocodile tail. Cut into 
l-in. squares. Put in a pot and cover 
with vodka. (Incidentally, we make 
our own vodka. It’s amazingly simple 
inexpensive, and by far the best thing 
we have found for marinating. All 
our game must be marinated, since th« 
climate of Haiti forbids hanging 0! 
game. ) 

“Add water in equal amount witl 
the vodka. Add onions which hav: 
been pierced with two or three cloves 
(about one for each person to be 
served), a few shallots, and thyme 
Bring to a boil and allow to simme} 
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ior not mcve than 19 minutes. Let sit 
in marinade for at least an hour, then 
pour off liquid. Toss out the shallots 
but save the onions, as they may be 
cooked further and used as the vege- 
table. Dip meat into a beaten egg and 
then into flour (we use pancake flour) 
seasoned with salt and pepper until 
golden brown. Serve with tartar sauce. 
It’s excellent. I'd like to describe the 
flavor, but there’s nothing to compare | 
it with. It just tastes like crocodile.” 

Well, there you are, and don’t let me 
hear another word out of you pampered 
cooks who have freezers, pressure cook- 
ers, and electric ranges to aid you. I’m 
afraid I’m the cowardly kind of cook 
who hastily turns the page of the cook- | 
book whenever I encounter those words, | 
“Cut into 1-in. squares’’—at least, if it’s | 
anything bigger than a rabbit. 

I was so intrigued by Mrs. deYoung’s | 
letter that I wrote to ask her for more 
information. When she replied, it sur- 
prised me to learn that Haiti, land of | 
the voodoo, provided such good fishing | 
and hunting. Mr. deYoung’s safaris are 
after tarpon, barracuda, snook, our | 
friend the crocodile, steel pigeons, | 
white-wing and mourning doves, wild | 
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uhey “I put two shots in the croe’s head” | 
lone guineas, giant rhino-horned iguanas, | 
x of wild boars, wild sheep, and wild goats— | 
was the two last named possibly having 
rice originally been domesticated animals 
ar.’ released for open grazing by bucca- 
At neers. | 
t 3 Queried about her own prowess at | 
ote) fishing and hunting, Mrs. deYoung gave 
time me the story of her first crocodile hunt, | 
nore which I am passing on in her own| 
than words: | 
tely, “It was the most exciting thing | 
rdile have ever done. We had finished up a | 
be a party in Cayes, a provincial town on 
ould the end of the southern peninsula. Our | 
plem guests were flying back to Port-au- 
ould Prince, and we decided to stay on to do | 
a little exploring on the Ile 4 Vache. | 
into “This is an island about 20 miles | 
ovel long and 5 miles wide, lying some 15 | | ® | A. 
nake miles offshore, with a population of | New! Sensational Razor! 
aple around 200. We had located two lakes , é \ . 
si on it filled with tarpon and snook which | Makes other razors old-fashioned i ‘ 
All provide wonderful fishing the year | NEW! Automatic Blade Feed NEW! Finger Guide 
> the round, particularly with a fly. We hoped | NEW! Tested Shave Angle NEW! Non-slip Grip 
> of the nape lake on the imend, * hich we | NEW! Longer Balanced Handle 
knew to be bigger, would prove to be . 

wit) similarly supplied. Get one today—use it tomorrow—enjoy it for life! 
have “We arrived in the afternoon and set | | PRECISION Meme de 
oves ip camp. For dinner we shot a few SR ee 
be ae that is, Maurice got two on ASR Ze} PAL INJECTO-MATIC RAZOR 89¢ 
yme two shots, and I got one on three shots PRODUCTS 
nme} so we dined sumptuously. After din- \——"_AMERICAN SAFETY RAZOR CORP. + Brooklyn 1, N. Y. 
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PENNZOIL® MOTOR OIL AND LUBRICANTS 


AVE OIL! 


RTT 


get this 


LONG 


QUART 


LONG because it 
lasts long— saves you added 
quarts between oil changes 


This 100% Pennsylvania motor oil 
with me 7ough-Film stands up under 
intense heat. . . resists the forma- 
tion of oil-wasting engine deposits. 
Youn engine stays cleaner, smoother 
running ...uses less oil! 


Pennzoil gives all engines an extra 
margin of safety. There's a correct 
grade and type of Pennzoil for 
YOUR «ear and service conditions. 


Sound your Z 


at 


sign... 


Memt rade Crude Oi! Assn., Permit No 


AT BETTER DEALERS ... COAST TO COAST 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


ner we watched the moon come up, for 
all the world like Bali H’ai. Our camp- 
site is on a hill overlooking the smaller 
of the two lakes, and we could see the 
backs of the crocs as they fed on our 
beloved tarpon and snook. 

““*You shot pretty well today, for a 
beginner,’ Maurice remarked. 

“ ‘Thank you, darling,’ I replied ab- 
sent-mindedly, lost in the beauty of the 
red moon and the lake. 

“‘Tt’s time you shot one,’ he stated 
casually. 

“ ‘One what?’ I countered, still inno- 
cently watching the black shadows of 
the palms against the sky. 

2A. Croc.’ 

“I didn’t really want to very much. 
I had never gone along on any actual 
croc hunts. Generally I would get to 
the point where everybody climbed into 
the boat and waved good-by, then back 
to camp I would go to read or cook 
breakfast or something. Maurice was 
afraid I would say something to a 
client like ‘Gee, you missed,’ or scream 
at a crucial moment—and besides, the 
boats were too small for extra pas- 
sengers. 

“Well, it wasn’t that I didn’t want to 
shoot one, but the actual deed was 
something else again. Let’s face it: I 
was scared. But people were always 
asking me if I ever shot a croc, and 
I always had to smile demurely and say 
‘No.’ It seemed silly for the great 
white hunter's intrepid forest maiden 
never to have been on a croc hunt, and 
now was as good a time as any. 

“As the moon was then too bright, 
Maurice decided we would get up at 
4 a.m. to have the advantage of as much 
dark as possible. It was about 9 p.m., 
so we turned in to get some sleep. At 
any rate, Maurice slept, while I tossed 
and turned. I wasn’t sure which had 
me more worried, the crocs if I hit one 
or Maurice if I missed. 

“Four o'clock and black as a tomb. 
Cold and crisp. Calixt and Gerard, our 
two camp boys, were down by the boat. 
We climbed in. The boat had always 
seemed a very substantial thing for 
casting in the daytime; at night, after 
crocs, it seemed more like a milkweed 
pod. I had my St. Etienne 12 gauge 
shotgun with a rifled slug placed firmly 
in each barrel. Maurice was backing me 
up with a double-barreled St. Etienne 
in 16 gauge. 


sat in the very front of the boat, and 

Maurice crouched behind me. Ger- 
ard was sculling, while Calixt was in a 
spotting position. Maurice began throw- 
ing the flash in a wide arc around the 
boat. Tortured shapes of the man- 
grove roots were about all we could see. 
There was no noise except from the 
sculling oar and my pounding heart. 

“Suddenly Maurice froze. Calixt said 


jin a low voice, ‘Cayman.’ I saw the 
| great red eye, a glowing coal in the 


darkness. We had to get closer. You 
have to shoot a croc from very short 
range, so that if he is only wounded you 
can get to him before he recovers from 
the shock and sinks. 

“Seconds stretched into hours as the 
boat glided closer and closer. I raised 
my gun, aiming just over and behind 


the eye, to be ready the moment we 
were close enough. Forty yards 
| ee.) eee | 

“*O.K.—now!’ I shot, and the lake 
burst apart when the gun went off. The 
croc turned over and gave the water a 
mighty whack with his tail. Then he 
started the end-over-end spin I had 
heard so much about. Water was all 
over the place. 

“We closed in for the kill. Calixt and 
Gerard left their places and knelt over 
the gunwales. While Maurice held the 
light in the foaming water, the boys 
tried to grasp the powerful tail. This 
requires exact timing; you can miss, 
but not by much, because the flashing 
teeth come right after the tail. After 
three or four spins, Calixt connected. 
Gerard immediately took hold. They 
both gave a mighty heave and the back 
feet came into the boat. 

“The croc was swinging his head 
viciously from side to side. I wished I 
had more than an inch of planking 





“Tl reply casually, ‘Oh, I shot itv’ ” 


between my feet and where his head 
was hitting the boat. After a minute or 
two he began to play dead. 

“Maurice handed me the old Smith & 
Wesson .38 Special, and I put two shots 
in the croc’s head. About 10 minutes 
later I put another one in, as he still 
showed signs of life. They really don't 
like being killed at all. 

“IT sat there in the dim light of the 
tropical dawn and looked at my first 
trophy. He was a good size——nine feet 

and to me he looked like a whale. 

‘He is still very close to me. I have 
a crocodile-leather bag and a bracelet 
made from his teeth. When anyone asks 
me where I got such an interesting 
bracelet, I reply casually, ‘Oh, I shot 
‘eas 

So now, girls, you see you can eal 
your croc and wear it too. If you eve) 
get down to Haiti on a hunting trip, 
I'm sure Mrs. deYoung will be glad to 
give you a recipe for iguana pot pie 
and vodka too. And do let me know 
how your crocodile tastes. THE END 


Inexpensive Tackle Bag 


x gas-mask holders, available at 
surplus stores, make good, inex- 
pensive bags for fishing tackle. The 
canvas bag has three inside pockets 
that keep items separate. There's plen- 
ty of room for all the equipment the 
average angler needs.—J. W. Schwartz. 
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about Old Crow 


“The Greatest Name in Bourbon’ 


To meet the demand for a lighter, milder prestige bourbon, 


the world-famous Old Crow Distillery now offers an 86 Proof bottling of Old Crow, 


lower in price, as a companion to the traditional 100 Proof Bottled in Bond 


As you know, there are hundreds of 
whiskey brands in America. Yet you can 
count almost on the fingers of one hand 
those few select brands that have won for 
themselves so unique an acceptance that 
their prestige equals that of the products 
of any American industry. 

Such a brand, of course, is Old Crow, 
“the greatest name in bourbon.” 








2% gallons a day was Crow’s original production 


Today, to meet the growing demand for 
a fine bourbon that is lighter and milder 
than the world famous 100 Proof Bottled 
in Bond, the time-honored Old Crow dis- 
tillery now offers a bottling of celebrated 
Old Crow at 86 Proof. (Available now in 
addition to the regular 100 Proof Bonded 
bottling.) 

This means that if you are among those 
who prefer their bourbon lighter in taste, 
you can now enjoy the famous brand that 
was favored by Mark Twain and Henry 


Clay — and described by Daniel Webster 
as “the finest in the world.” You can 
enjoy it at a reasonable price, too. For the 
resultant savings in taxes and other costs 
will be passed along to you .. . and you'll 
be able to get your 86 Proof Old Crow 
generally for under $5 for 4/5 qt. 

Old Crow has deep and historic roots 
in America. It’s been over a hundred years 
since Dr. James Crow built his tiny dis- 
tillery on the Kentucky frontier. Prior to 
his arrival, distilling was a crude process 
done after the manner of the old mammy’s 
formula for bread-making by taking “a 
passel”’ of meal, ‘‘a passel” of malt, about 
“so much” water, b’iled down until it was 
done. Dr. Crow, a graduate of the College 
of Medicine and Surgery in Edinburgh, 





James Crow ships a barrel of his whiskey to Henry Clay 


Scotland, revolutionized this process by 
introducing scientific methods. He exper- 
imented and studied until he at last 
reached the nice proportions that were 


destined to bring world renown to the 
whiskey that bore his name. 

Today this same distinctive Old Crow 
taste can be shared alike by you who prefer 
the traditional 100 Proof Bottled in Bond 
(ask your dealer for the Bond) and by 
you who have been wanting so fine 1 
bourbon, but milder in taste (ask your 
dealer for the 86 Proof). 


* * * 


NOW-—TWO GREAT BOTTLINGS! 





86 PROOF 
Kentucky Straight = 
Bourbon Whiskey 

Celebrated Old Crow — lighter, 


milder and lower-priced than the 
100 Proof Bottled in Bond 


* * * 
BOTTLED IN BOND 
100 PROOF 
Kentucky Straight 
Bourbon Whiskey 


The most famous of bonded bourbons available as usual 





Ge F's 


The introduction of this 86 Proof 
bottling will enable many thousands more 
to join the ranks of celebrated Americans 
and lovers of fine bourbon everywhere 
who agree that Old Crow is the finest 
Kentucky whiskey ever put into glass. 


THE OLD CROW DISTILLERY COMPANY, FRANKFORT, KENTUCKY 
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1953-54 *« HUNTING SEASONS * 1953-54 


WARNING! This tabulation is compiled from official sources: but in the space available it 
is impessible to give full details, and in some cases the authorities have power to change 
seasons on short notice. So before you hunt in any state or prevince, get a copy of current 
regulations from the proper agency and then read up on bag limits, local exceptions, etc. 

























































































































































































































































































ALASKA CALIFORNIA (cont'd) IDAHO (cont'd) MICHIGAN (cont'd) 
Res. hunting & fishing $2. Non-res. hunt- Brush and Cottontail Rabbit Pheasant Southern part ..Oct. 20-Jan, 31* 
ing & fishing $50, small game & fish $10 Seasons in designated areas Seasons in designated counties Woodchuck 
Volar Bear, Wolf, Coyote, Wol- DEtWEEN.....ccceeeeeeeee Sept. 1-Dec. 31 and areas between......Oct. 10-Nov. 22 Northern part... . 1-Jan. 31 
verine, Marmot Squirrel, Sierra Hare Quail, Hungarian Partridge Southern part.... . 20-Jan. 31 
Hare, Rabbit.. All year* Inyo and Mono’ Counties Seasons in designated counties Raccoon 
Ptarmigan Aug. 20-Apr. 15 RD ccs sursincensesonsse : Nov. 21-Dec. 31 and areas between......Oct. 24-Nov. 22 Northern — 1-Dec. 15 
Grouse - Tree Squirrel Special hunts, by permit only: Southern tt. 20-Dec. 31 
North of Alaska Range Aug. 20-Apr. 15 Seasons in designated areas Deer... S Oct., Nov. Ruffed Grous 9 e artridge) 
South of Alaska Range Aug. 20-Jan. 31 between.... Oct. 31-Dee. 31 Elk...... a Nov., Dec. Northern part. ...Oct. 1-Nov. 10* 
Caribou wes Pheasant ..Nov. 21-Nov. 30 ILLINOIS” Southern part. 20-Nov. 19 
North of Arctic Circle Aug. 20-Feb. 28 Quail ; - Res. $2. Non-res., reciprocal, minimum $15. Fox and Gray Squirrel....0ct. 20-Nov. 10 
North of Alaska Range and Seasons in designated areas Red and Gray Fo All year Pheasant . 20-Nov. 10* 
— —— a a heer 6 between = ieee Oct 31-Dec. 31 Gray or Fox Squirr é MINNESOTA. 
siciateantecnin cites oP eee Se ae Southern Zone.. / 1-Oct. 15 Res. small game $2, big game $3.50. Non- 
Nov. 20-Nov. 30 COLORADO Central Zone Sept. 1-Oct. 31 es. small game $25, big game $50.25 
South of Alaska Range and Res. small game & fish $3, elk $10, deer N peices : eats eat Fes. small game 9-0, DIC Game gov. . 
Pea aig ios as * Le zo ep $25, antelope $10, tur- Northern Zone Sept. 15-Oct. 31 Snowshoe Hare... .. Sept. 19-Mar. 1 
Ahklun Mountains..Sept. 1-Sept. 30 $7.50, bighorn sheep $25, antelope $10, : . aa 
Deer key $5. Non-res. small game & birds $10, ate Be mg 15 Ruffed Grouse...... --Sept. 19-Nov. 1 
Kast of Longitude elk $50, deer $40. A bear coupon included eee ae ge 3 — and Jack t. 10-Ms 
Aug. 20-Nov. 22* with each deer or elk license. w ae _ co Gr: - pide hae Sniiseel.. a ~s 1h ~ ar. 1 
P rince William Sound Mountain Lion, Bobcat, Coyote, INDIANA ies and Fox Squirrel Oct. '5-Dec. 31 
nieseetadennssnensapessbel Aug. 20-Nov. 15 Jackrabbit, Woodchuck...........-All year Res. hunting & fishing $2, deer $5. Non- ACCOON versssesssssssrssseerrsereeOCt. 17-Dec, 31 
Kodiak Afounak island Deer res. hunting & fishing $15.50. QUALI. .sovccsrsesssorsnreresseennreeeee Oct. 31-Nov. 15 
group.... sanibpanpeessl Aug. 20-Aug. 23 Seasons in designated areas Red Fox, Gray Fox, Woodchuck..All year Phe isant, Hungarian " . 
Mountain Sheep.............Aug. 20-Aug. 31* between ..Aug. 15-Dec. 31 Rabbit ..Nov. 10-Jan. 10 Dartridge.....ssecseesseernssseersees Oct. 31-Nov. 8 
Mountain Goat i ..Oct. 15-Oct. 31 Quail, arian Deer 
East of Longitude Elk, by permit Partridge ‘Nov. 10-Dec. 20 Designated area in . is 
141° W. .cc.ccsccssssceeee- Aug, 22-Nov. 22° Seasons in designated areas Raccoon, Opossum.. -Nov. 15-Jan. 15 Northern Zone.........+ Nov. 14-Nov. 22 
West of Longitude between.. ..Oct. 15-Oct. 31* Pheasant ..Nov. 10-Nov. 14 Designated area in " eee 
141° W.... va.Sept. 1-Oct. 31* Wild Turkey. r __Deer Dec. 4 & 5 Southern Zone............ Nov. 14-Nov. 16 
nenes grown and Grizzly Cottontail and Snowshoe IOWA MISSISSIPPI 
A » O18 * g 
: fee sintnsisiinbihiintatiee Sept. 1-June 20 : Rabbit............ Oct. 15-Jan. 31* Res. $1.50; deer $15. Non-res., reciprocal, Res. hunting & fishing $3.25; county, hunt 
Hae c fear om Pheasant, mage vee Quail - minimum $5. ing except deer $1.25. Non-res. all game 
ast OF songlude . Seasons in designated counties c 2 2 Ne 4 all game, except deer and turkey 
L38° We sevsserssseneseneenne Sept. 1-June 20 and areas between........Nov. 7-Nov. 29 ao a All year . r F 
Rest of Territory....... voce ee ALL year Scaled, or Mexican Blue, Quail ER ae Sept. 15-Jan. 31 «During any es season 
Moose . Seasons in designated amy: : Squirrel “Sept. 15-Nov. 15 seo Oct. 7-Dee. 3! 
Kenai Peninsula, and Alaska and areas between........Nov. 7-Nov. 16 Deer, res Dec. 10-Dec. 14 Raccoon, Opossum (with gun & 
Peninsula southwest of Nak- — Bobwhite Quail, in designated | Pheasant.. To be set OG) corcccsscoccescceseroveceserevoes ‘ov. 20-Jan. 31* 
nek Iiver.......... Sept. 1-Sept. 20 counties and areas.... NOV 7-Nov. 13 aes Deer 
Southeastern Alaska Sept. 15-Sept. 30 sa KANSAS Seasons in designated counties 
~ Te Jer Se 20" & Res. $2. Non-res. reciprocal, minimum $5. > ‘ - 
Rest of Territory....Sept. L Sept. 20" & CONNECTICUT ‘ nena" — areas, between....Nov. 20-Jan. 5 
Nov. 20-Nov. 30 Res. hunting & fishing: men $6.35, women Coyote, Red and Gray Fox, Cn | SS ieee .Dec, 10-Feb. 10 
Klik. by permit, on Afognak — J $5.35; hunting, men or women $4.35. Non- : ee All year Wild Turkey 
Island OMLy.......0000000e000.NOV. 1-Nov. 15 res. hunting & fishing $15.35, hunting Fox Squirrel 4 15-Nov. 30 Designated counties 
ai Se $11.35. One-day hunting, private shooting Rabbit........+.. . 15-Oct. 15 & OS EL Apr. 1-Apr. 10, °54* 
he ABAMA preserves only, res. or non-res. $1.35 ze during upland bird seasons 
tes. state $3, county $1. Non-res. $25, European Hare, Belgian Hare, Upland Gamebirds...........0 to_be set gy sh a Auhina es hunting ea” a 
; day $5 FackrabDit..........csresssees vee All year KENTUCKY bes. hunting & Oshing $v, hunting go, deer 
Reese Opossum................O¢et. 1-Feb. 20 Raccoon..... “Oct. 17-Dec. 31 Res. $3. Non-res. $15 $5. Non-res, $20-—not permitted to hunt 
Rabbit seseseorescereeeeerveeonsOCt. 15-Feb. 20 Pheasant, Ruffed Grouse, Gray Squirrel... Aug. 25-Nov. 5 7 te All yes 
BQul EPO]......ceccorccecscscersserserseeeeevOV. A-Jan. 3 TOO a sccesssacosesessesvonsen Oct. 17-Nov. 28 Quail, Ruffed Grouse, Rabbit, Red and Gray Fox, re ne ye! 
Deer Quail Raccoon, Opossum Sell ar ag Micheal as 
Seasons in designated counties New London County only Oct. 17-Oct. 31 Red Fok..... es HRY Zoid Nov. 20-Jan. 18 WO0dCHUCK.......sseeeseeerneerens 
and areas between... Nov. 20-Jan.1 Cottontail Rabbit, Varying Hare = — > : : NOV. 
Wild Turkey or Snowshoe Rabbit. -Nov, 1-Dec. 31 ee = = RabDite..reesserseseeecesneeeee May : 
In designated counties Deer, by permit Sebissstsutnvieees Dec. 1-Jan. 31 es. $2. Non-res. es ~~ $5. " aria Nov , 
and areas.. Nov. 20-Jan. 1 & _ Rabbit...... t. 15-Feb. 15 ROUNDED wi vsscocesccsssssvepsss evens May 30-Oct. 31 & 
Mar. 25-Apr. 20* DELAWAR E Squirrel 20-Jan, 1 Nov. 10-Nov. 30 
Quail a Nov. 26 Feb. 20 Res. $2.25. Non-res. $15.30 Quail (partri a 1-Feb. 10 Bobwhite Quail : .Nov. 10-Dec. $1 
sscaieannccien ieee Squirrel Bear, in des signated Deer, res. only wel permit in 
ARIZONA Ikent and Sussex Counties yy, EI Dec. 16-Dec. 31 AT COUNLLES.........-0--serersesneeeers Nov. 5, 6, 7 
kes. hunting & fishing $7, hunting $4, deer ory ene seenseneessenscssesees mig oy 3 a , oo h seasons MONTANA. 
rev 50c. javelina $ , 5, ante- w Castle County only ov. 1k thane ts 4 > i i < ig 
$1, turkey 50c, javelina $1, elk $15, ante n AG A . te y K c Je ae DELWEEN........ccccccreseseeees NOV. 18-Jan. 1 Res. birds & tish $3, big game $2 addi 
ope $10, bighorn sheep $50. Non-res. accoon, QOpossumM....... .-Nov. 1-Jan 31 tional. Non-res. birds $25, big game & fish 
small game $20, deer $50, turkey $10, jave- __ Quail, Pheasant, Rabbit Nov, 15-Dec 31 MAINE re $100. Special licenses: Moose $25, ante 
jina $5, elk $75, antelope $50, bighorn FLORIDA caamiacneit aed Res. $2.25. Non-res. $20.25. lope $5, mountain sheep $15, mountain goat 
sheep $150, bear $10 R eee eee $2. ott Bear, Bobcat, Loupcervier, Canada $5, butfalo $25. 
Mountain Lion, Bobcat, Coyote, 8. State 92.00, DONG: \COUNty net Lynx . All year Mountain Lion, Bobcat, Wolf, 
Jackrabbit shies All year than home county $4.50. Non-res. $26.50, Rabbit . 1-Feb. 28* Wolverine, Coyote.. All year 
Bear - wee All year* age A $11 Bot — Ruffed Grouse (partridge) Oct. 1-Nov. 15 ; 5-Nov. 15 
Cottontail Rabbit...........Sept. 1-Jan, 31* ildcat, Bobcat, Fox, Raccoon, Pheasant Oct. 1-Nov. 15* Moose, by permit 
Opossum, Hare, Flying iray S 2 pate 
Deer M fapt pide All y Gray Squirrel, 1-Oct. 31 Seasons in designated areas 
Seasons on mule, desert mule, Wi 7 Sakis Eisen seastees seenicsmenrenstecre Al year Raccoon, with dog 16-Dec, 15 between........ Sept. 15-Dec. 31 
and white-tail deer be os! ny urkey, Quail, — aes Deer Buffalo, by permit. Sept. 15-Nov. 15 
tween wsseeeesOCt, 23-Nov. 8* My nit a 20-Feb. 1 Seasons in designated counties Deer, Elk, Grizzly Beat Sept. 15-Nov. 15° 
Special Kaibab North hunts, VOTE. : Ae 20 Jan. ‘ DELWEER......cecrcscersseceeens Oct. 21-Nov. 30 Antelope, by permit 
$5 permit ovat, 16-Nov. 1 & LA a Be a ee MARYLAND Seasons in designated areas 
Nov. 13-Nov. 29 Mondays, Tuesdays, and Fridays closed, . ON - 
squirrel Nov. 13-Nov. 2% except in northwest Florida, where hunting ~ state $5.25, county $1.25. Non-res. $20. oe ete cecccececcsoeneecseseos Sept. 18-Nov. 15 
; : es 98_N is permitted every day. oodchuck All year untain Sneep, — ‘ 
B if oy $25 cece gg mae Pe ——— a Red and Gray Fox. All year* DY permit. sesaseereeesenes Oct. 15-Nov. 10 
. + vo : — A eee sii Sua GEORGIA Squirrel.... Oct. 5-Oct. 31 Pheasant, Hungaria z 
Elk. by permit patna Puerto er Res. hunting & fishing $1.25. Non-res. bl gg sine Partridge........ Will, open about Oct. 25 
“> wee . ‘ > yarrett, Allegany, and Wash- 
In designated areas....) 14-Nov. 29 reciprocal shaves . . x NEBRASKA 
F Fox, Rabbit All year ington Counties only....Oct. 5-Oct, 31 Res. $1.50. Non-res., reciproc imum 
Ringtail Cat 1-Jan. 31 Alligator, designated counties Raccoon, Opossum...........0+ Nov, 1-Jan. 31° 10 $1.50. 2 ., reciprocal, minim 
Desert Bighorn Sheep, by permit « ve Pheasant, Ruffed Grouse, Quail 4 
In designated area...... 18 , Only... year hegthesr de , Groundhog, Coyote, Bobcat, 
I 9 Squirrel (partridge), Rabbit or G tnikt ioe pape a IP . 
Javeiina.... sicnasenebene 28 : = = tround Squirrel, Jackrabbit....All year 
‘Turkey, Quail set Various seasons in designated II ccsernoncnresencestiniansanseeneel Nov. 15-Jan. 3 Deer, res. only, by permit 
BS geese Ok cence deena de igs: ts counties between. Sept. 1-Jan. 5 Deer — Seasons in designated counties 
ARKANSAS Raccoon, Opossum..... Oct. 1-Feb. 15 Designated counties only Dec. 7-Dec. 12 eee | Se Dec. 1-Dec. 11 
NS : 7 Wild Turkey Bear Dec. 7-Dec. 12 Other seasons not set at tim f going 
Res. $1.50. Non-res. all game $25, small ee a ceeds Seasons not set at time o 6 
cane SAB: fur) f $15 Various seasons in designated MASSACHUSETTS to press 
game $10, furbearers for sport 910 counties between........ Oct. 20-Feb. 25 Res. $3.25. Non-res. $15.25 — 
Bobcat, Wolf . All year Deer Wildcat, Woodchuck Fox, Red NEVADA 
Rabbit........ aN Rae Sept. 15-Jan. 31 Various seasons an destanated rene ae ae: Res. $3.50, deer $2.50. Non-res. $15, deer 
Squirrel... Oct. 1-Dee. 31 counties and areas be- earn neneseesenets caenereere ie 20-D $1 25. 
Deer....... ‘Nov. 9-Nov. 14 & ; t 90- 5 ct, ec. Antelope, res. only by permit in 
SA ccuseismennniniomiemuanl Oct. 20-Jan. 5 Raccoon, Opossum oe 0- 1 ed . 
Dec. 14-Dec. 19 , O1 Oct. 10-Jan. jesignated are Aug. 30-Sept. 8 
aioe “pe 20 “pc 90 Bear, designated counties Hare, Kabbit Oct. 20-Feb. 5* Qu: "1 gnated area........4 ug. 30-Sept 
earers. we tNOV. 20-Ja 2 nly -Nov 20-Feb. 15 "os a (Poy all 
Quaii vescrcenecsssonsesconecnees Dec. 1-Jan. 31 Rutred Grous oe con. — —. *. a a Seasons in designated counties 
Wd "TUPKeY ..ccc..csooesssocvescoonsecoonsceoee To be set Quail ; Nov. 20-Jan. 3 ye * “os eee? ae and areas between....Sept. 13-Nov. 30 
WEL. ...orererecssescerrenssererssoreed o9-98h. ¢ Ruffed Grouse, Pheasant.. 20-Nov. 2 i *huk i 
a Note: Special seasons in Game Manage Quail Grou se, Pheas ~Oct. 20-No 0 Hungarian ard Chukar Partridge 
CALIFORNIA ment Area in Chattahoochee National counties...... 20-Nov. 20 Seasons in designated counties 
Res deer $1, pheasant $1. Non-res. Forest. Consult Game and Fish Commis- —— _ between........ seneenenenens Sept. 27-Dec, 31 
$25, deer $10, pheasant $1 sion, Atlanta MICHIGAN Deer ’ 
Mountain Lion, Wildcat, Coyote, Res. small game $2, deer & bear $3.50. Seasons in designated counties 
Raccoon, Opossum, Woll.......... All year IDAHO Non-res. small game $15, deer & bear $35. and areas between....0ct. 4-Nov. 22* 
Bear Ke hunting & fishing $3, hunting $2 Coyote, Wolf, ‘Leas, Bobcat, Fox, Cottontail and Pygmy Rabbit 
Central and south’ coastal Non-res. big game (1 species, either deer Opossum, Red Squirrel............/ All year Seasons in designated counties 
areas except San Diego or elk), birds & fish $50; 5 trophy fee Deer, Beak...........00000000-.N0V. 15-Nov. 30* DELWEEN........0000000e0e00000N0V. 1-Dec. 31 
CEG icitacenncesisttnetinnsonne Aug. 8-Dec. 31 for additional species (except bear). Deer Upper Peninsula: Pheasant 
Humboldt and Mendocino tag $1, elk tag $2 Woodchuck All year Seasons in designated counties 
NR .All year Bear (except grizzly) Hare, Rabbit 1-Mar. 1 DELWEER........cccccsccsereseeeeIVOV. 1-NOV 
Rest of state..........00......Oct. 10-Jan. 15 > extreme northern Raccoon... Oct. 1-Dee. 15 Note: Deer hunting closed to non-res 
Jackrabbit countie . Sept. 1-Nov. 30 Ruted Grouse (Partridge), several counties. Upland bird sh« 
Orange. San Bernardino, Los BRD OE CURB i sscistccinamatcatiewiinn All year Prairie Chicken, Sharptai! closed to non-res, except in Douglas ‘ 
Angeles, Riverside, Impe- Deer, Elk RR Oct. 1-Nov. 1 Cottontail rabbit shooting closed to non- 
rial, and San Diego Coun in designated co: ties and areas Lower Peninsula __Tes, in Clark Co. 
ties : Sept. 1-Dec. 31 seasons between Sept. 15-Nov. 30 Hare, Rabbit 
: Rest of state All year Cottontail Rabbit... seme Oct, 1-Jan. 31 PROUEIIOEE GREE. sccsnsssscssscess Oct. 1-Mar. 1* (c ontinued on page 34) 
*Local exceptions 7Subject to change--consult state fish and game department QOOUTDOOR LIFE, reproduction strictly forbidden 


The Game-Law Violator is a Thief?! 


28 ourpoor LIFE 














Jan, 31* 


-Jan. 31 
-Jan. 31 


-Dec. 15 
-Dec. 31 


Nov. 10* 
-Nov. 19 
-Nov. 10 
Nov. 10* 


90. Non- 
). 25. 
9-Mar. 
9-Nov. 


-Dec. 3 
-Dec, 3 
.-Nov. 15 


1-Nov. 8 


1 
1 
0-Mar. 1 
1 
1 


-Nov. 22 
'-Nov. 16 


ty, hunt 
all game 
d_ turkey 


en Season 
'-Dec. 3! 


Jan, 31° 


0-Jan. 5 
-Feb. 10 


10, ’54* 


$3; deer 
to hunt 
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Ty JL | SUPER-SEAL CRIMP 


E V, E R Prvcusstt® esese® PELLETS 
TRY RANGER FIBER WADS 
THIS? & 


Just for fun, recover the components of a fired 
Ranger shell. Notice how cleanly the strong 
Super-Seal Crimp opens . . . no top wad. See the 
“black” on molded fiber wads and Cup Wad... 
they scrub your barrel and seal all the power 
behind pellets. Pellets stay round and hard be- 
cause gas is prevented from entering the shot 
column. No wonder Ranger give3 full power, 
best patterns, cleanest shooting, lightest recoil! 








CUP WAD 


ARMS AND AMMUNITION DIVISION OF OLIN INDUSTRIES, INC., NEW HAVEN 4, CONN. 





WINCHESTER 


TRADE -MARK 


RANGER 


THE SHOTGUN SHELLS WITH THE 
EXCLUSIVE SEALED GAS CHAMBER 


All Winchester priming 
is rust-proof, non-foul- 
ing, and non-corrosive, 
With this sure-fire prim- 
ing, barrel-cleaning is 
kept at a minimum. 


ANOTHER 


PRODUCT 


USE A DOG WHEN YOU HUNT 


Make all the game you hit count. Use 
a retriever... that’s true conservation! 
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’ Bay Savage 


Buy Savage and vou buy rifles and shotguns of outstanding 
performance and unmatched value for top shooting sport. 
Led by the famous ‘99°’ — America’s most wanted hi-power 
lever action repeating rifle — you'll find just the model vou 


Sava e Gu $109 00 want, for the kind of shooting vou want to do, in “first in 
and up i 


the field’’ Savage, Stevens and Fox shotguns and rifles. See 







them at your dealer's. Write for free catalog. Savage Arms 


Hi - power Hammeriess Corporation, Firearms Division, Chicopee Falls, Mass. 
Lever Action Repeating Rifle 


... Leader of the “First in the Field” line 





SAVAGE STEVENS > FOX Rifle? and Shotguns 


Ty <i | ee ' i, ise Sg 
| oe Sei ies 1h manide ' 
The strea d, fast-handling °'99"" with its famou am SiUAGE S IGRCUTER OMCa and Tiana eon 















[ if big game hunte 
two great Savage-developed cartridges the “smashing 
power’ .300 Savage for clean sure kills on big game everywhere 
and the .250-3000 Savage the pioneer hi-speed, flat tra- 


jectory. cartridge which for accuracy and effectiveness has 





















$6975 
Stevens 820-SC 


Slide Action 
Repeating Shotgun 


12 gauge, 6-shot Hammerless 


$195 °° 
Savage 115 


Lightweight 
Automatic Shotgun 


12 and 16 gauge, 5-shot 








Fast, smooth, auto-loading action proven dependability . . . smart, Model 820-SC, with new Savage Super-Choke and recoil pad, 1s t 
streamlined appearance tehter wetght — these are the qualities which world’s greatest pump gun value. Adjustable choke gives top versatil 
make the Savage Model 775 the favorite gun of upland game and skeet to this rugged, dependable, thrifty, solid frame repeater. 

shooters. Ejection and reloading are fully auton trigger is simply i 





inimum disturbance of Stevens Model 820 Repeating Shotgun (not shown ) $59.00. Same sp 


pul ed separately for each shot so there ‘ a 
ifications as 820-SC, but without Savage Super- hoke and Recoi! Pad 


aim or gun position 

1 5 2 
Savage Model 755 (Standard Aucomatic Shotgun $99.50. 12 and Stevens Model 620 Repeating Shotgun (not shown ) $75.00. 12, 16a 
16 gauge — 5-shot — same specifications as Model 775 but gives maxi- 20 gauge 6-shot. Hammerless takedown checkered stock a 


mum recoil reduction from even the highest velocity, long range loads. grooved slide handle. 








ADJUSTABLE CHOKE 


SAVAGE SUPER CHOKE esa 
. the right pattern... for the right range... at the right time 


@ Instant, finger-twist selection from full to cylinder choke 


@ Uniform patterns—surer kills 


@ Click adjustment settings with highly visible readings @ No tools or tubes required 


@ Maximum recoil reduction—less muzzle blast @ Can't shoot loose —built for life of gun 


Stevens Model 311 (Ss59.95) 


; p—_ Sevens Doubles 


SCID: pli 





Stevens Model 58 ($29.95) 


Popular Stevens bolt Action Repeaters 


traditional shotgun the on/y tvpe 

shooter the split-second selection of This all new Stevens Model 58 bolt action rere 
two different chokes, plus the instar t command of two fast hown above) has advanced de ior features 
shorts. Fast swinging pointing good for a life-time of ich set new standards of performance, deper dabilicy and 
dependable, trouble-free shooting. You'll find all these fea- value for guns of this type. 12 and 16 gauge Pricc $29.95. 
tures and more in moderately priced Stevens ‘doubles.’ 


a 


The double is America’s 
of shotgun that gives ~ 


v1 


ting Fini 


Other Stevens Bolt Action Repeating Shotguns 
Stevens Model 311, $59.95 (at top) Double Barrel Shotgun. 
12, 16, 20 and .410 


gaug Model 59, $29.95 .410 gauge, 5-shor tubular magazine. 
Stevens Model 530, $65 75 not show: 

except with finely 

ig a 


Same as Model 311 Model 258, $27.25 20 gauge, 3-shor 


bin 
checkered grip and fore-end. Two bead 


ip magazine. 
Model 58, $25.75 .410 gauge, 3-shor, clip magazine. 


» < 
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NEW 
JOHNSON ¥ 
SEA-HORSE 


5% 














PRESENTED TO 
Johnson Motors : 
Jimmi | TAIE WORLD'S FIRST REALLY = + 





PALE Y erbe <OD. 


OUTBOARD MOTOR 





THIS MOTOR 
OBSOLETES EVERY 
OUTBOARO PREVIOUSLY 
BUILT! 


tpg Cay 

Xf Gat y 
This — you’ve got to try yourself—the new 
Sea-Horse 5)2! No one can tell you what it’s like, 
because there has never been anything like it! 


It’s quiet! So quiet that conversation now be- 
comes a part of outboard boating. So quiet that 
folks on shore hear the bow-lap above the sound 
of the motor. So quiet that it means the eventual 
revolution of all outboard manufacture. Motors HIGHLIGHTS OF THE NEW SEA-HORSE 5/2 


that deafen are doomed! NEW! 5'/. HORSEPOWER 


And such silk-hat quality you’ve never im- NEW! SUSPENSION DRIVE 
agined! Vibration is gone. No more transom t 
chatter. No more plank-sting. Even the steer- NEWS AIR INTAKE SILENCERS 
ing handle rests in your hand as still as a tiller. NEW! EXHAUST RELIEF SILENCERS 


Best of all, this beautiful motor—with all its NEW! UP-AND-OFF MOTOR HOOD 


“big motor’’ features—is miraculously trained F 
dora 40 tae daw that each entbeend ween vue NEW! FULL GEAR SHIFT, Neutral, Forward, Reverse 


fer. It is the successor to the famous Sea-Horse NEW! MILE-MASTER FUEL SYSTEM, 4-gallon 
5 which for years has been America’s biggest NEW! TWIST-GRIP SPEED CONTROL 


selling outboard. Same popular handling ease, 5 
but even sweeter power — and more of it! NEW? HI-TORQUE. FLASHING GET-AWAY 


Go to your Johnson Dealer. (Look for his THE NEW 1954 SEA-HORSES 

name under “‘Outboard Motors’’ in your clas- SEA-HORSE 51. 534 hp. Johnson’s new Suspension Drive sensa- 
sified phone book ) Make arrangements to be tion—at a price that is just as sensational $210.00* 
one of the first to run the 5% and experience SEA-HORSE 10. 10 hp. New improved version of the brilliant Sea- 
outboard motoring’s newest se tion! Horse model that is setting outboard motordom afire. . .$297.50* 
SEA-HORSE 25. 25 hp. Only 99 lbs. Speeds over 30 mph. Yet it 

FREE! oe, a ee a a ee trolls! Twist-grip. Mile-Master. Everything deluxe. .$410.00* 

7 x <a~ one 

. . . bad ? .' « . 7 . . ° 

fresh from the press—describing the greatest line SEA HES DS tp, SE Dh Goin. Bogen $248.08 
of motors Johnson has ever built. Filled with new SHIP-MASTER REMOTE CONTROL. Shift-and-throttle. Hooks up 


. ead ' and detaches instantly on specially engineered snap-fittings on 
surprises—new models. Sent free! Gun. Silene 30 and 38 $ 


JOHNSON MOTORS, 1100 Pershing Rd., Waukegan, Ill. *Prices f.0.b. factory, subject to change. OBC certified 
In Canada: Mfd. by Johnson Motors, Peterborough brake hp at 4000 rpm. Weights are approximate, 


Johnson 


a i os SEA-HORSES 
pension Drive * 
Johnson's revolue ror DEPENDasuity 


board construction 
that isolates your 
boat from engine Ly Up-and-Off Motor Hood 


vibration. jit- 
ter, se ole Aa Touch a snap-release and the stern 


half of your hood swings up. Turn 
two thumb screws and the entire 
hood comes off! Complete accessi- 
bility. Utter simplicity! 





or noise. 








Time to SWITCH to 
omething BETTER? 











F YOU'RE ready to switch to new 

and better things — we'd like to 
make this suggestion. 

Test your present whiskey against 
Calvert — the whiskey that is made 
in a modern million-dollar still and 
blended to the taste of modern 
Americans. 

Sniff 4-ounce samples of Calvert 
and your present brand for pleasing 
aroma. Taste each whiskey criti- 
cally to judge flavor, smoothness— 
and freedom from bite. Choose the 
one that really pleases you more. 

See if it isn’t time for you to 
switch to something better—a better 


whiskey like Calvert! 


Com Dare... and youl 





FREE WHISKEY TASTE TEST KIT! 
Contains 2 glass jiggers, instructions 
and “Whiskey Expert” Write 
Calvert, Room 1821 OL, 405 Lexing- 
ton Avenue, New York 17, N. Y. 


cards. 


(Offer not good where local regula- 
tions forbid. ) 






O RESERVE — 
Rended Whiskey 
The heaves you can 
dunk or swe 


Switch to Ca Ive r tC 


CALVERT RESERVE BLENDED WHISKEY—86.8 PROOF—65% GRAIN NEUTRAL SPIRITS. 


CALVERT DISTILLERS CORP., NEW YORK CITY 
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HUNTING SEASONS 


(continued from page 28) 


NEW HAMPSHIRE 
Res. hunting & fishing $4, 
Non-res. $20.25. 
Bear, Wildcat, 
Woodchuck 


hunting $2.50. 


Lynx, Fox, 
All year 














Hare, Rabbit ot. 1-Mar. 1 
Rufted Grouse, Raccoon.. . 1-Dec. 1 
Gray Squirrel, Pheasant.....0ct. 1-Nov. 1 
Deer 
Northern Section............Nov. 1-Nov. 30 
Southe rm Section saneaeesndia Dec. 1-Dec. 21 
NEW JERSEY 
Res. $3.15. Non-res. $15.50 
ss nnscasecsesscenseses we Oct. 15-Jan. 15 
lox -Nov. 7-April 30 
Quail, “Rutfed Grouse, 
Squirrel.......... Nov. 7-Dec. 12, 


« 
Dec, 21-Dee. 3l 


Pheasant, Cottontail and 


Jackrabbit Nov. 7-Dec. 12 
SITE scsi ontceve pavcnneces Dec. 1i-Dee. 19 
NEW MEXICO 


Res. hunting & fishing $7.50, hunting $6, 
big game $4, birds $3.90, antelope § $10, elk 
$15. Non-res. hunting $60.25, big game 
$50.25, birds $15.25 antelope $10, elk $50; 
special bear license $25, mountain lion and 
other non-game animals $10. 
Mountain Lion, Bobcat, Coyote... 
sear 
With or without dogs Oct. 1-Nov. 2* & 
Nov, 19-Nov. 30 
seadeanes Nov. 7-Nov. 18 
Squirrel....Nov. 7-Nov. 18 


-All year 


Without dogs... 
Wild Turkey, 


Deer...... sesseeeeDNOV. T-Nov. 18 
Special permit hunts in desig 
nated areas between....Nov. 7-Deec. 7 
Scaled and Gambel’s 
(Quail. wee? usves ai Dec. 5-Dee, 30 
Phe: isan 


Designated counties in Gila 

River area ie Jan. l-Jan. 3 
Other designated 

counties......... sesoonseeeewOV, 2é-NOV. 20 


Antelope 
By permit in designated areas, 
easons between wept. 2u-Nov. 1 
Mexiean Big Horn Sheep 
Res. only, by permit...... Jan. 15-Jan. 19 
klk 
by permit in Pecos 
Area. ‘. sssvessINOV. Zi-Nuv, 2 


By permit in San 
Mountains, 


Antonio 
Luna, and Red 


River areas........ ERE Oct. 24-Oct. 31 
NEW YORK 
Kes. hunting & fishing $3.75, small game 
$2.25, big game $2.25, Non-res. hunting & 
fishing $15.50, small game $10.75, big 
game $10.50 
Mainland: 
Deer 
Adirondacks and adjacent re- 
I cnssetensiatarieasssianscas Oct. 25-Nov, 30 
Catskills and adjacent’ re 
MIE sccsc ocr rantovcoereasssee ov. 15-Nov. 30 


Southern Tier, central _ and 
western ee 26, 27, 28,30 






Putnam County..............Nov. 15-Nov, 22 
Bear 
Adirondacks and adjacent re 
BLOND. 0000000 «Oct. 25-Nov, 30) 


( ats kills and adjacent regions: 
Delaware, Greene, Sullivan, 
and Ulster Counties Nov. 15-Dee. lo 


Rest of region............Nov. 15-Nov. 30 
Southern Tier, central and 
western regions..........NoV. 24-Nov. 30) 
Quail 
Putnam and Westchester Coun- 
ties only..... a Nov. 1-Nov. 15 
Rutfed Grouse, Gray. Squirrel 
Northern ZOne.............000 Oct. 5-Nov. 18 
Southern Zone 
East section........0ct. 19-Nov. 14, & 
Dec 1-De 
West section..........0ct, LY-Nov. 25, & 
Dec. 1-Dee. 9 
Cottontail Rabbit 
Northern Zone...... Oct. 16-Feb, 28 
Southern Zone County sea 
sons between.............0et. 19-Feb. 28 
Iheasant 
Northern Zone tet. 16-Oct. 29 
Southern Zone , Oct. 26-Nov. 7 


Hungarian Partridge 
Designated counties in 
Northern Zone Oct. 16-Oct 
Varying Hare 
Designated area in 


Northern Zone Nov. 26-Feb. 28 
Designated counties and areas 
in Southern Zone 
Seasons between Dee, 1-Feb, 28 
Long Island 
Pheasant, Quail......... Nov. 1-Dec. 31 
Cottontail Rabbit......0.0...Nov. 15-dan. 31 
Gray Bausirsel.....iccccrccssccces Nov. 1-Dee. 31 
Ruffed Grouse..............00000 Nov. 1-Nov. 15 
NORTH CAROLINA 
Kes. hunting & fishing $4.10, hunting 
$3.10, county $1.10. Non-res. $15.75 
Wildcat, Groundhog...........eeeeed All year 


Squirrel 
Seasons in designated counties 
and areas, between...... Oct. 1-Jan. 15 
Raccoon, Opossum 
Seasons between............0ct. 
Rutfed Grouse 
Seasons between.... 
Deer 
Seasons in designated coun- 
ties between... Oct 
Luropean Wild Boar 
Cherokee, Clay, and Graham 


15-Feb. 15 


Oct. 15-Jan. 30 





15-Jan. 1 


Counties only..... : Oct. 15-Jan. 1 
Bear..... eS “Oct. 15-Jan. 1" 
Pheasan “Nov. 2-Jan, 30° 
Rabbit. Quail. ‘Wild Turkey Nov. 26-Jan. 30 


Red and 
Gray Fox........During any open season” 








NORTH DAKOTA 
Res. deer $5, small game $1.50. Non-res 
deer $50, small game $25 
Bobcat, Wolf, Coyote, Fox, Rab 
bit, Prairie Dog, Gopher........All year 
Other seasons not set at time of going 
to press 


OHIO 
Res. $2.25. Non-res. $15.25. 
fT RE RE .Now open 
Pheasant, Grouse, Hungarian 
Partridge, Rabbit, Raccoon, 








Opossum........ . Opens Nov. 16 
Pi sitasnskatacacatestteeeun Opens Dec. 17 
OKLAHOMA 


Res. hunting & fishing $3.50, hunting $2 
Non-res., reciprocal, minimum $15; special 
deer license same as non-res, big-game li 
cense in home state, minimum $15 
Bobcat, Coyote, Wolf, Rabbit......All year 
Squirrel sik -May 15-Jan. 1 
Bobwhite and Blue Quaii 


Tues., Thurs., and Sat 
ORIG ccncsssrasivece - Nov. 20-Jan. 1 
Opossum, Raccoon, Fox Dec. 1-Jan. $1 
MPs cinssccsusdecapesssponssta Nov. 1l-Nov. 15 
Pheasant, in designated counties To be set 
OREGON 


Res. hunting & fishing $7, hunting $4, deer 
$1, antelope $0, elk $7.00. Non-res. $35 
deer $15, elk $55. 
Black Bear, Raccoon............ «All year 
Deer 
Black-tail end mule bucks, 
entire state; white-tail 
bucks in Douglas County 
MIN dcscackntegcccce t Oct. 3-Oct. 16 
Mule or black-tail, either 
sex, in designated 
BEOOE srscecscnsce Oct. 17-Oct. 20 
Special permit bunt in 
designated area in 


Benton County... Oct. 2, 2d l 
Nov. | 
Pheasant 
Kast of Cascade 
Mountains.................. Ut 24-Nov. 15 
West of Cascact 
Mountains...........0000 Oct. 24-Nov. 8 
Quail 
Kast of Cascade 
Miountains Oct. 24-Nov. bo 
Designated counties West ot 
Cuscade Motiitains Oct. 21 Nov. &S 


Hlungarian Varcridge 
Kast of Cascade 


Mountains only..........0et. 24-Nov. 15 
hiik 
In designated areas.......0ct. Sl-Nov. 22 
Special hunts in designated 
areas between............. ov. 21-Dee. 31 
PENNSYLVANIA 
Res. $3.15. Non-res. 
Opossum, Grackle..... a | 








Raccoon, Woodchuck........8ept. l-Aug. 31 
Pheasant, KutfYed Grouse, Cotton- 

tail Rabbit, Gray, Black, and 

BOS BGMAIRG, ccsercssesscsesenes Uct. Sl-Nov. 28 
Wild Turkey 

In designated counties and 








| : 31-Nov. 28 
Ked Squirrel Nov. 1-Sept. 30 
BR sciaicernnenirn ..Nov. 16-Nov. 21 
Deer 

Bucks ODLY....0cccccccosessseseeavOV. 3U-Dec. 12 


Antlerless only, by special 

county license, fee $1.15 Dee. 14 and 15 
Snowshve Kabbit (varying 

a Jan. 1l-Jdan. 9, “S54 


RHODE ISLAND 
Kes. $2.20. Non-res. $10.25 
b'OX...00. ecede oman cee SOGR 
eA EN nar te Oct. 10-Feb. 1 
Gray Squirrel, Rabbit, Hare, Pheas- 
ant, Quail, Partridge....Nov. 1-Dec. 31* 
SOUTH CAROLINA 
Kes. state $3.10, county of res. $1.10. Non 
res. $15.25. 
Deer 
County seasons between Aug. Llo-Jan. | 
Fox (with gun).............. Aug. 1l6-Jan. 1* 
Squirrel, Raccoon, Opossum 
County seasons between Sept. 1-Mar. | 
Wild Turkey 
Designated counties only Nov. 25-Mar. | 
Quail, Rabbit) (with gun) 
County seasons between Nov, 26-Mar. 1 


SOUTH DAKOTA 
Kes. small game $2, big game $7.50. Non 
res. stall game $20 not permitted to hunt 
Waterfowl; big game $35 
heasant 
Seasons in designated 






counties between Oct. 17-Nov. Lo 
Deer 
In designated counties 
and areas acue Nov. 1-Nov. 30 
TENNESSEE 


Res. hunting & fishing $2. Non-res., re 
ciprocal, minimum $5, 3-day $6 
Bobcat, Groundhog, Gray Fox....All year 


oy eons pakeuee scccanncdian Sear 
Squirrel........... Sept 1-Dec i* 
Lear, European Boar.... Oct. 12-Dec. 2 
Raccoo Opossul Oct. 15-Jan. 25 
Deer Nov lf-Nov. 21 
Managed hunts in designated 

ireds.... Nov. 16-Dee. 26 
Rutfed Grouse Nov, 26-Jan. 25 
Quail, Rabbit Nov. 26-Jan. 15 
Wild Turkey... Apr. 12-Apr. 27, °54 

TEXAS 


Res. all game outside county of residence, 
deer & turkey anywhere, $2.15. Non-res 
Slo 
Mountain Lion, Bobcat, Jaguar 

Ovelo Coyole All year 
TAREE OD on cecececcue May 1-July 31" & 

Oct. 1-Dee 

Deer, Bear, Wild Turkey 

Peccary Nov. 16-Dec. 31* 
Quail, Chacalaca Dec. 1-Jan. 16* 


(continued on page 126) 














t@ 
save pep and power, cut repair bills 


Whether you’re heading for southern sun, a hunting 
trip, or just driving around home, you’ re better off with 
a Fram-clean engine. 


With a genuine Fram Cartridge in your oil filter your 
engine stays cleaner, peppier, more powerful. It spends 
its time going places... not fighting sticky, gummy, 
power-stealing sludge. 


That’s because Fram Filter Cartridges do a better 
job of keeping your oil and engine clean. They trap 
more dirt and sludge . . . and in tough winter driving 
that’s important. 


So why not see your Fram Dealer right away to find 
out, ““How’s your Oil Filter?’’ If it’s time to replace 
the cartridge, insist on a genuine Fram. 


22 


For the name of your nearest 
Fram Dealer, call Western 













Union (by number) Operator 25. 


Best Life Insurance Your Car Ever Had, 


OIL * AIR * FUEL * WATER 


a 


FRAM CORPORATION 
Providence 16, R. |. 
In Canada: Fram Canada Ltd. 
Stratford, Ont. 
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When you know your beet 
Die ...ITS BOUND 
To Be BUD 







Budweiser is beer at its best 


for a very good reason... it 


t vy ' pire le | ? } 
. “4a © PS 
is brewed and aged by the costliest 
process known to give Budweiser 
the distinctive taste that has 


pleased more people, by far, 


than any other beer in history. 
Enjoy 


Budweiser 
Today 


ANHEUSER-BUSCH, INC. 
ST. LOUIS, MO. NEWARK, N. J. 


When you know your beer... 
It’s bound to be BUD 
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DOW’? 
COME 
EASY 


by 
JACK O’CONNOR 





Our gun editor fulfills 
ambition to go on safari. 
His first story puts a 


new light on lion-hunting 














ractically everyone who has never 
hunted in Africa will assure you 
that there is nothing to getting a 
lion. All you have to do, they say, is 
drive around in a safari car for a few 
hours, looking over various samples of 
the king of beasts. Then, when you 
find the kind you want, one with a 
mane that exactly matches the pine 
paneling in the rumpus room, you just 
step out and give him the business. 
Yet I have just finished eight days of 
cawn-to-dark hunting—and only this 
morning did I shoot my lion. Inci- 
dentally, I shot the 78th lion I saw—an 
average of almost 10 a day. There are 
still plenty of them in the best areas of 
British East Africa, but unless you are 
lucky you have to rustle to get a 
good one. 
The three of us—H. W. (Herb) Klein, 





O’Connor and his big blond, rated among the very best by guide Don Ker 
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M. C. (Red) Earley, and I—first started to think about a 
lion hunt back in 1950, when we were chasing Dall sheep and 
grizzlies in the Yukon. Herb and Red, old friends of mine, 
like to hunt and shoot and fondle a firearm as much as I do. 
Both are husky Texas oil men, and they have hunted every- 
thing from Texas white-tail deer to Alaska brown bear. 
They are among the half-dozen hunters who have taken all 
varieties of North American wild sheep. When you've ac- 
complished things like that, you have to begin to raise your 
sights a bit. 

One night we were gabbing in our Yukon cooktent when 
Herb suddenly said, ‘‘What do you say we take a whirl at 
lions in Africa one of these days?” 


” 


“Sounds good to me!” Red grunted. 


[ said little, but all my life I had, like most American 
sportsmen, dreamed of the-fabulous game country that 
is East Africa~-of the great, black, truculent Cape buffalo; 
the fantastic wildebeest, which looks like a cross between a 
mule, a deer, and a buffalo; the leopard; the elephant; the 
many strange antelope. But most of all I had dreamed of 
someday knocking over a great-maned lion, the grandest 
of the cats, the epitome of all that is Africa. 

The dream began to come true last fall, when OUTDOOR 
LIFE gave me the go-ahead on the trip. The three of us 
engaged the famous Nairobi outfitting firm of Ker & 
Downey Safaris, Ltd., and for months we were busy getting 
together rifles, ammunition, and photographic equipment, 
obtaining passports, and enduring injections for everything 
from cholera to housemaid’s knee. Stories of the Mau Mau 
trouble gave us pause, but we discovered that the uprisings 
were confined to an area far from the hunting fields. Finally 
last June we met in New York and flew to Nairobi by way 
of London, Paris, Rome, and Khartoum in the Sudan. 

Three and a half days out of Nairobi we were in our first 
hunting camp in northwestern Tanganyika with Don Ker 
and Myles Turner, white hunters, 26 native helpers—-gun- 
bearers, cooks, drivers--and two hunting cars and two big 
five-ton trucks. The camping equipment would knock your 
eye out. Nairobi outfitters cater to the carriage trade, and 
while we hunt we live in style. 

As I write this, I am sitting at a portable typewriter in 
a clean, airy, and spacious dining tent. While I labor at 
one end of the table, Don Ker and Red Earley are playing 
blackjack at the other. Herb Klein has just come in with 
au zebra and a Thomson’s gazelle. Hot and tired after stalk- 
ing the zebra, he is taking a bath in a folding canvas tub 
while his personal boy stands by with the towels. This is 
astonishing luxury for an old desert rat like me, who on 
most of his trips has been his own guide, his own cook, and 
his own skinner. 


have hunted from Mexico to Alaska, but in the 12 days 
since we left Nairobi I have seen more game than ever 
before. Yesterday we saw at least 10,000 zebras. Beautiful 
little Thomson’s gazelles hop around in the tall grass like 
so many fleas; we've surely seen over a million of them. 
And hundreds of giraffes and ostriches; thousands of topi, 
wildebeests, and goofy-looking kongoni. 

Game of some sort is continually in sight. Here you see 
a herd of gazelles, over there you see a few water bucks 
among the trees. Beyond the hill a zebra barks like a cocky 
little dog, and a dainty dik-dik, an antelope no larger than 
a rabbit, scurries through the grass. 

The same armchair hunter who tells you that catching 
your lion is easy, also tells you that Africa is hot. Of 
course it is. That’s why, when an acquaintance back in the 
States advised me to take an eiderdown jacket for early- 
morning wear, I thought he was balmy. But I took it 
along—-and it’s the most useful garment I have. We've been 
camping at about 5,500 feet. Nights are so cool we sleep 
under two or three blankets. And in the mornings my 
jacket is as welcome as it was in the Yukon. 

But back to the lions. We made our first camp near a 
donga, or dry stream bed. Tents were being set up when 
Myles called to Herb and me. ‘‘Come here, pals,” he said. 
“I want to show you something.”’ 

In the mud beside a near-by water (continued on page 105) 


1 pew amount of game we've seen has been fantastic. I 
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The camp boys set out lion bait, a kongoni; see photos below 
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\ hungry lioness, strolling after her nap, scents the bait 
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Cocktail hour. Ker, Myles Turner, Herb Klein, Red Earley 
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“T heard something.” “You imagine things. Go back to sleep” 





Not a roar—just a yawn. Lions are normally quiet in daytime Jack takes time out for a haircut in a Tanganyika village 
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I stood in the background and watched 
him stop near the campfire and _ stare 
at the rifle leaning against the tree 
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| Lived Off the Woods 


by CHARLES ELLIOTT 


Our forefathers were rugged and resourceful men—sure, 
they had to be. But are we moderns as soft as everyone 
supposes? Here’s one man who put himself to the test 


ayers of clouds swathed the sun, but by the 
quality of light I knew it was late after- 
noon. A vagrant breeze, shuffling through 
the leaves, carried the muggy smell of rain. 
There were other signs, too, like the unnaturally 
high octave of the wind in the forest crowns 
and the brassy tenor of the creek spilling 
through the hollow. In the woods around me 
not a bird or animal moved, and I remembered 
that I hadn’t seen the flicker of a squirrel tail 
all afternoon. 

I was out to test the stuff that dreams are 
made of. I’d planned this trip for years, and 
brought it into being a few hours earlier, when 
I’d walked into a jumble of hills and valleys I 
had never seen before. I was out to prove that 
any vigorous man with a little fishing and hunt- 
ing experience, plus a grain of initiative, could 
pack along a few essentials and survive in the 
woods, just as comfortably as the scouts and 
hunters and explorers had in the American 
wilderness of yesteryear. 


ILLUSTRATED BY 


Now I was engaged in the first test of my pat- 
tern for survival. It wasn’t exactly the way I 
had planned things for the day, but with the 
heavens brewing a storm of uncertain intensity, 
I had to choose between shelter and food. Under 
the circumstances, shelter was more important. 

I dropped off the ridge to a game trail along 
the creek. The hills on both sides had narrowed 
into an angling gorge, with rugged outcroppings 
of rock. At the base of one of these granite piles 
I found a huge stone that had toppled half 
over, its weight supported by two massive 
monoliths. 

I looked it over carefully and found it a bet- 
ter shelter than any I had hoped for. Night was 
near, so I leaned my gun against a tree and set 
about making the cave as comfortable as pos- 
sible, scraping back the leaves and leveling the 
ground under the arched stone. For a bed I 
piled leaves where the floor made an angle with 
the rock. 

Until darkness seeped (continued on page 64) 


JOHN McDERMOTT 














This is just part of the three-ring angling circus the June shad run started on the Sandy, in Oregon. Boats jammed the river 


TAGCELE-B 


never thought to see the day I'd be taken to town by a 

sardine. But that’s exactly what happened this year. 

I discovered that when sardines grow up to weigh six 
or eight pounds, and are known as shad, almost anything 
can happen when you hook them. I hooked and lost three 
shad before landing my first one. Folks tell me to play 
them easy. Easy? Shad strike viciously, jump at times 
like steelheads, take off in long, bulldogging runs that have 
to be stopped, yet your barb is sunk in a mouth that won't 
take pressure without tearing. 


GSTING 


The experienced steelhead-and-salmon angler is left with 
a handful of wildly pumping rod, wondering what he’s go- 
ing to do with it. He feels entirely inadequate. But when he 
does slip the net under five or six pounds of streamline, 
shimmering silver, he knows he's going to be a shad fish- 
erman the rest of his days. 

A lot of West Coast anglers are asking themselves how 
long this shad fishing has been going on. Although it’s 
been a prime sport along the Atlantic seaboard for years, 
it’s just catching on along the Pacific. West Coasters, gen- 





A shad’s last thumb-burning run tips this angler off balance 
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Gently now, rod high. This toughy has a tissue-paper mouth 
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erally inclined to turn up their noses at any fish less royal 
than trout, steelheads, or salmon, are now swarming to 
meet the shad runs. 

Yet this fighting fish has been running up West Coast 
rivers since 1871, when it was first planted in the Sacra- 
mento-San Joaquin Rivers system. Later, around 1890, it 
was introduced in the Willamette-Columbia system. Mean- 
while, shad were gradually spreading along the Pacific slope 
by a natural extension of their range, until these rugged 
battlers of the family Clupeidae, close relatives of the 
pilchard and the herring, now run up West Coast rivers 
from the Sacramento to the Columbia, and beyond. 


tackled them in June in the Sandy and Willamette Rivers, 

near Portland, Oreg. Never have I had more fishing fun, 
nor a longer run for my money, which is not at all sur- 
prising once you know about shad. Hooking and playing 
20 to 30 fish weighing three to eight pounds every day is 
sport in any man’s language. And I was soon to learn 
there’s a bonus thrill to shad fishing on the rushing flood- 
waters of the Sandy and Willamette. This is a hazard we 
call sawmill sturgeon. After coming to blows with one, I 
won't forget the name. 

West Coasters are using salmon methods on shad, which 
offers a choice of casting from the banks, trolling, or an- 
choring in lines of dories in midstream with your lure 
waving in the swift current shad invariably follow on their 
spawning runs. 

On the Sandy River, a broad tributary of the Columbia, I 
rented a dory from Glenn Otto, who runs a small resort at 
Troutdale. Glenn tipped me off to his favorite fishing spot, 
a mile or more upstream from Troutdale. I bucked the 
heavy current with a 7'%-horse outboard, through green 
water that was still ice cold from the snow melting in the 
Cascade range. Arriving at the selected spot, I began to 
troll slowly with a small wobbler. The line hardly straight- 


by FRANCIS H. AMES 





Like most West Coasters, I'd have bet 
no river-run scrapper could climb into 
the same ring with our steelies and 


our salmon. Then I tried shad fishing 














Now the gaff. A quick, sure stroke ends the boatside tussle 








ened behind the boat before a terrific strike nearly took the 
rod from my hand. 

The battle immediately assumed the familiar pattern of a 
deep-fighting Chinook salmon or steelhead trout. There was 
real power that sent the reel spool slipping beneath my hot 
thumb. The fish fought hard, then came toward the boat 
easily and took off downstream again. I snubbed it and it 
went into the air in a puff of spray. This was no shad, I 
told myself. This is a steelhead. I put all the pressure I 
dared on a six-pound leader, and suddenly the line went 
slack. The fish was gone. 

I hooked and lost three more in a matter of minutes be- 
fore I began to get wise. Shad have tissue-paper mouths 
I'd have to play them gently or they’d tear off. But how 
could I? It’s akin to leading a wild mule gently. A shad 
grabs and goes, and what are you going to do about it? 
The runs must be stopped before the reel runs dry or the 
fish makes the brush, yet you dare not put on steelhead 
or salmon pressure. 

Finally, I solved the problem after a fashion just by hold- 
ing my blood pressure down, controlling reflexes, and using 
a light thumb on the reel spool to let the bulldogging runs 
fan out for more line and distance. This technique does not 
result in so many jumps, but it does permit the landing of 
at least one out of every three shad solidly hooked. That's 
good, because not even the female of this species fights like 
a lady——they’re much larger than the males, and harder to 
land. 

Having tackled the shad upstream from Troutdale and 
been whipped three times out of four, I motored downstream 
three miles to join the shad-fishing riot going on below me. 
Here the brown, silt-laden overflow waters of the Columbia 
were blending with the clearer waters of the Sandy, and 
three lines of boats were anchored halfway across the 
Sandy from the west bank, the three lines spaced a hundred- 
odd yards apart. I slipped my boat in a vacant space in the 
middle line. And I found myself surrounded by as much 
angling excitement as I have ever witnessed when after 
salmon and steelheads. 


., jomee came fast and furious, with several fish on almost 
continuously, often with two fish on from the same boat. 
The shad’s fight gets progressively more hectic as he nears 
the landing stage. He never gives up until he’s in the boat, 
and he’s the most adept ducker of gaff or net in existence. 
Try to net him tail first and he becomes jet-propelled. Try 
to take him head first and he dives with the speed of a fish 
duck, shooting beneath the -boat to whip down the rod 
of the unwary angler against the gunwale, perhaps to 
break off the tip. 

Never have I seen so much wild and hilarious waving 
of gaff and net as I saw in my line of boats where the 
Sandy joins the Willamette. The affair was a piscatorial 
jamboree that attracted anglers like flies to honey. 1 







And another West Coaster happily discovers a new sport fish 
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ing, shad prefer slowly weaving lures to 
those that spin, and have no interest in 
bait. 

The sinker is tied on the end of the 
line in this type of boat angling, the 
lure being attached to a short leader 
strung out a foot or more above the 
sinker. With the sinker on the bottom, 
the lure weaves in the current a foot off 
the gravel. Sinker weight should be 
just right, enough so that the outfit can 
be dropped to the bottom, close to the 
boat, and ‘‘walked”’ downstream a few 
inches at a time by lifting the rod tip. 
In this manner shad anglers often lay 
out as much as 75 yards of line. 

A solid, arm-wrenching strike on 
such a long thread is a thrill never to 
be forgotten, and results in a long- 
drawn-out battle to get the shad back 
to the boat without ripping the hook 
from his tender mouth. With several 
such tussles going on down the line of 
boats, all eyes glued to the show, one 
often heard the wild cry of ‘timber’ 
echoing across the water from the line 
of craft above. Such a cry would cast 
the entire assemblage into feverish ac- 
tivity, for down the Sandy would come 
a “sawmill sturgeon.” These are drifting 
logs and masses of driftwood released 
by spring flood waters, which rush 
down on the closely anchored boats with 
irresistible force. 

A man trying to boat a shad, while at 
the same time attempting to fend off 
disaster from driftwood, is a sight to 
see. When logs and drift are so large 
as to seriously involve several boats at 
once, the melee is beyond rational de- 
scription. At one time I had three boats 
beside me neatly scooped away, help- 
lessly dragging their anchors before the 
onslaught of a log out of which you 
could have sawed enough timber for a 
house. They swept downstream, with 
men in the prows trying to fend off the 
timber, while in two of the boats anglers 
stubbornly fought shad from the sterns. 
One of these logs, a forked monster 
that resembled a 10-ton slingshot 
crotch, straddled my boat and forked it 
downstream so far that by the time I 
had succeeded in casting it off it took 








net past the nose of an excited spaniel 


liked it so well I stayed for three days. 
Every type of gear was being used 
we were experimenting with a new kind 
of fishing. Fly rods and spinning rods, 
salmon and steelhead gear were being 
employed in a vast and convulsive con- 
fusion. The lures, however, did not vary 


greatly, for it has been fairly well es- 
tablished that shad prefer small ones. 
These were tiny spinners, no larger 
than a man’s little fingernail, of nickel, 
brass, or copper, or combinations of 
the same, and inch-long, narrow wob- 
blers of various colors. Generally speak- 


me minutes to motor back. You don’t 
seize a man’s place in the boat line dur- 
ing such a disaster. But hurling cat- 
calls and purposely misdirected advice 
after departing boats is considered a 
(continued on page 133) 





INCIDENT IN AUTUMN 





reaches physical perfection. Both bucks and does are 

sleek and well fed, having stored up fat against the 
stringent winter days ahead. Now the buck proudly carries 
she antlers that have been growing since early spring, and 
from which he has rubbed the last shred of ‘“‘velvet.”” With 
the rutting season at hand, each buck sallies forth seeking 
female company and there are frequent fights between 
males. Generally they consist of one noisy clash of antlers, 


EB the crisp, colorful days of fall the white-tail deer 


followed by a head-to-head pushing session that lasts until 
one of the bucks quits. Sometimes, though, the fight and 
the does are forgotten in sudden panic when a vagrant 
breeze brings the odor of man—the hunter—to the sensi- 
tive nostrils of the deer, Then, with white flags aloft, they 
bound away through the scarlet-tinted woods. William 
Reusswig, who watches white-tails in season and out on 
his Connecticut estate, has captured such a dramatic 
moment in the colorful picture on the opposite page. 


PAINTING BY WILLIAM REUSSWIG 


EDITOR’S NOTE: This is the third of four studies of white-tail deer around the year 
in spring, summer, fall, and winter. The fourth is scheduled to appear next month. 
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A frisky largemouth gives Al a 
bout at the roadside-park pond 


I 
GOAL 


by 
ERWIN A. BAUER 


He thought it was a gag. 
There couldn't be fish in 
that strip-pit water. Or 
could there? Then he saw 


the man with the bigmouths 


~ first learned of a new brand of fish- 
ing from the most wretched-looking 
¢ 


man I ever saw. His trousers were 
torn, he had a bad case of poison ivy, 
and mosquito bites covered all exposed 
patches of his skin like polka dots. But 
he also had a big smile on his face and 
a big string of largemouth bass in 
his hand. 

It happened in an eastern Ohio gaso- 
line station where neighborhood sports- 
men gather. Several were loitering 
around at the time, and they didn’t 
seem impressed by the catch. ‘Nice 
catch, Fred,’’ was the most enthusiastic 
comment I heard. They seemed sur- 
prised when I asked him where he got 
them. 

“Over to Castle Shannon,” he told me 

“Castle Shannon?” I knew Ohi 
waters pretty well, but hadn’t heard ot 
that one. 

“It’s one of those abandoned stri} 
mines about two miles west of here 

Some of the locals laughed, so I tool 
it for a gag, paid for my gas, and left 
I'd seen the desolation strip minin 
leaves on the landscape too many time 
to believe you can find fish after th: 
shovels move out. But one day, tw 
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years later, I must have looked as bad 
as.the man I saw, for I’d become a full- 
fledged member of the Benevolent Fra- 
ternity of Billy Goats and Spoil Bank 
Anglers, Inc. fay Starr was my 
sponsor. 

I'd had a_ standing invitation for 
years to fish with Ray. Every time he 
ventured into Columbus he told me the 
same story about virgin waters and 
virgin fishing. And there was always 
something about contest-winning bass. 
I heard about such unlikely places as 
Split Lake, Poke Ridge Pond, Horse 
Field, County Line Lake, and——Castle 
Shannon. That one rang a bell. The 
making of a strip-pit fisherman began. 


| wasn’t quite prepared for my initia- 
‘tion. The lakes and streams of 
heavily utilized Ohio are easily acces- 
sible; you drive right to the water's 
edge. After that it’s no more of a 
chore than putting on waders or renting 
au boat. Fishing the farmlands is easy 
and leisurely, and sometimes not too 
productive. But fishing with Ray Starr 
was different. It started at daybreak 
near the edge of a 10-acre patch of 
poison ivy covered with heavy dew. 
The pavement of U.S. 22 was several 
miles behind on a _ twisting, rough, 
cinder road. 

“Hold your tackle high overhead,” 
tay told me. With visions of the man 
in the filling station, I plunged into 
the bush. 

The lush ivy jungle held out for more 
than 100 yards. Then we ran _ into 
blackberries and clumps of weed trees. 
All this had once been stripped, and the 
vegetation was returning. We battled 
it for half a mile before coming to a 
clearing. Ahead, and 100 feet below, 
was a narrow, curving pond of clear, 
green water. The setting looked simi- 
lar to the canyon lakes of the Far West. 
It reminded me of Lake Mead. 

“No one but me has fished here in 
more than four years,” Ray said, “I 
spotted five ponds near here when fly- 
ing a deer survey. Go to it.’”” We 
scrambled, almost fell, down the loose 





shale that formed the slope. 

Even in ordinary situations 
I have several thumbs on 
each hand. At times like this 
the number increases to five. 
Somehow I assembled a spin- 
ning outfit, attached a float- 
ing plug, and cast to a chunk 
of limestone on the far bank. 
No action. I cast farther up. 
Still no action. Hanging un- 
comfortably to one bank, I 
worked along methodically, 
casting ahead and to the far 
shore. 

The casting became auto- 
matic. I looked back to Ray, 
then socko. A _ bass nailed 
the plug and churned up 
plenty of surface before I 
had him by the lower jaw. A 
two-pounder. I unhooked and 
released him. ; 

I caught fish all morning. 
I've had more action at other 
times and in other places, 
but this lasted as long as I 
wanted to hang onto the 
steep slopes and swat mos- 
quitoes. There were few dull 
moments. I landed perhaps a 
dozen bass, and most com- 
pared favorably with the 
first. 

We moved from one pond 
to the next by just walking Ray spins for the big ones in County Line Pond 





around the contour as far as 

a shovel operator some years before recent year's have seen much rehabilita- 
had dropped several loads of earth and tion and reclamation work done. And 
made a dam. In the shallow ends we sportsmen find fishing right along with 
found schools of bluegills. I filled a it. 

small musette bag with them just by It’s estimated that even if the pres- 
tying a rubber spider about 18 inches ent rate of mining is speeded up, enough 
behind my floating plug. It was a coal is available for 30 years of strip- 


poor cast if several bluegills didn’t com- ping. Add to that the stripping for 
pete for the bug. And I also caught other ores and minerals, and it’s clear 
some bass. that single counties, such as some in 


Ohio, may have as many as 1,000 ponds 
in them—many having fishable water. 


ye mining has caused consterna- State field men estimate there are now 
tion in many states. Conservation- more than 3,500 ponds in eastern Ohio 
ists especially have been alarmed at alone. 

the ugly scars left on the earth and Strip mining works this way. A 
by the badly eroding spoil banks. But (continued on page 135) 
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Here’s Castle Shannon, once a coal hole, typical of thousands of Ohio strip ponds abounding in bass, bluegills, and sunfish 
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Luro deliberately swerved 
the big car into the pond. 
Staggering to our feet, we 
fired as the car raced on 





The Argentine Way 
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by EUGENE E. WILSON 


ILLUSTRATED BY 


at Strother and I crawled on our bellies through the 

thin, parched grass of the Argentine pampas with 

the sun fairly frying our backs through our heavy 
shooting jackets. Ahead loomed a limitless expanse of flat 
grazing land, broken only by a near-by open pothole, glitter- 
ing in the midday sun. But if our eyes stung with sweat, 
our mouths also watered in anticipation, for in that pothole, 
in plain view, hundreds of ducks were diving for their 
dinners. Mat sucked in his breath as he lifted his head 
for a wary look. 
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“Glory be,”’ he whispered. “It looks like all the ducks in 
the world have ganged up here.”’ 

“Get down!” I snapped. “Or all the ducks in the world 
will take off for parts unknown.” 

Silently, Mat and I continued to gaze at the marvel. Never 
in our years of hunting together all over North America 
had we seen ducks in such vast numbers or curious variety. 
We could pick out a few teal in the bunch, but most of the 
others were strangers, birds with curiously shaped bills and 
unusual markings. But regardless of their beaks or 






























With gauchos galloping furiously behind us, we roared out 


onto the pampas on a duck hunt that resembled mob warfare 











plumage, they were sure-enough wild ducks. They stood 
up on their hind ends to stretch and flap their wings, preened 
their breasts, and wiggled their tail feathers, chattering 
cheerfully to one another just like their Yankee cousins. 
This, to a pair of game-starved shooters. promised good 
gunning and still better eating. We pulled down our heads 
and crawled nearer. 
We worked forward until we could see the gold coloration 
some of their eyes. Even if they flushed wild we'd still 
‘t a couple of shots. We slipped off our safeties and sat 
1 our heels. The ducks ignored us. We scrambled to our 
et, guns ready—-and those dumb Argentine ducks still 
ent on about their affairs. Mat slipped his gun under his 
m and clapped his hands. They didn’t stir. We yelled and 


whistled, waving our guns to make them fly. No action. 
Mat wiped the sweat from his eyebrows and shook his head. 

“Beats anything I ever saw,” he grunted. “Argentine 
ducks must be deaf and dumb.” 

‘Let's rush ’em,”’ I proposed, and we lumbered forward, 
yelling and waving our arms. The ducks didn’t even look up. 

“Let’s give ’em a broadside.” 

At the water’s edge, with a shoal of ducks almost under- 
foot, Mat raised his 12 and let go a single barrel right over 
their heads. The ducks eyed him curiously and went back 
to their dapping. Mat wiped his brow with his hat and 
pawed his sweaty hair. ‘Well, I'll be he snorted 

Then a familiar voice broke in behind us. “My Yankee 
friends,” it was saying in an Oxford (continued on page 142) 
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he fire in the little sheet-metal 
stove was dying down and the 


chill of the damp October night 
\vas beginning to creep into the tent. 
John Negoneypinaee, our Ojibway In- 
dian guide, opened his pack, pulled out 
the three quilts he carried, spread one 
on the ground, lay down, and drew the 
two others over him. My hunting 
partner, Jim Henderson, and I crawled 


into our bags. Let the bear come. We 
were ready for him. 
The rocky hill behind our camp, 


grown up with young birch and bal- 
sam, was laced with black-bear trails, 
and four of them came together like the 
spokes of a wheel in this little natural 
clearing on the riverbank. The hub of 
the wheel was a big bare rock that 
sloped down to the edge of the water, 
30 feet in front of the tent. 

We had rigged our bear bait on top 
of the rock. It consisted of some odds 
and ends of moose meat and hide and a 
couple of big pike, all wrapped in a 
bundle and tied fast to a stump. From 
the bundle a fine wire stretched to a 
springy stick set in the ground just in- 
side the tent flaps, with a couple ot 
empty bean cans tied to the top of the 
stick. The bear had raided us three 
times in a row and found easy pickings. 
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Fred and the dark seavenger. It didn’t move far after a four-bladed arrow hit it 


» 


wo CRE 


* 
eae 


—_ 


SS) 


* i> # 
< 


P) aa. 





If he came back tonight and picked up 
the package we'd put out for him he'd 
touch off our homemade burglar alarm 
and get himself a warm welcome. 

On the ground beside us Jim and I 
had laid out the equipment with which 
we intended to greet him. No .348’s, 
.30/06’s, or anything of that kind. We 
were a gunless pair of hunters with not 
a firearm in camp. We'd take our 
chances with the bear, if he showed up, 
with 70-pound-pull hunting bows that 
could shove an arrow along with a 
lethal wallop. 


I made my first big-game hunt with 
archery gear in 1935. I haven’t used 
a gun since and I don’t ever expect to 
again. Not that I have any objection 
to gun hunting. It’s just that I prefer 
a bow, have more fun with it, get a 
bigger kick out of any trophy I take 
that way. Jim was an experienced 
archer who happened to share my feel- 
ings, so it would be an arrow between 
the ribs or nothing for Blackie if he 
paid us a visit tonight. 

We were camped on the outlet of 
Lake Wabaskang, in the Kenora dis- 
trict of western Ontario, about 150 
miles above the border at International 


















by FRED BEAR 





When a black bear drops 
in for supper, there’s 
nothing like a pointed 


hint from a hunting bow 











Falls. Jim had come especially foi 
moose. I had taken a moose in that 
same neighborhood a year earlier, put- 
ting a good hefty bull down almost in 
his tracks with one arrow. It was a 
bear I wanted this time. Thieving black 
bears had pestered us all through our 
moose hunt the fall before and I had 
tried hard but in vain to put an arrow 
into one of them. I had come back now 


“Is a big pike good for bait?” asked Jim 






© 
ae 









al 


al 





© 
2 








at 
it- 
in 


ck 
yur 
ad 
OW 


OW 


determined that I would even the score. 

The hunt had got off to a lively start. 
We reached our camping place on Mon- 
day night, traveling up from Cedar 
Lake by square-sterned canoe and out- 
board. We spent Tuesday cutting fire- 
wood, putting the camp shipshape, and 
scouting the immediate neighborhood 
for moose and bear sign. We finished 
the chores Wednesday forenoon and 
paddled off after lunch for the north- 
east end of Lake Wabaskang. And be- 
fore dark on our first day of hunting 
Jim put an arrow deep into the rib sec- 
tion of a good-size bull moose. 


he Indian had spotted him swim- 

ming across a bay some distance 
ahead of us. When his feet touched bot- 
tom he walked up into the shallows of 
a reed-grown point and started to feed, 
and one look with the glasses was.all 
Jim needed. 

We stalked him in the canoe, with 
Jim crouched and ready in the bow, 
paddling cautiously under the cover of 
the alder-fringed shore, sprinting when 
the moose put his head down to tear up 
lily roots, coasting when he lifted it to 
look around. 

Jim cut loose at about 40 yards. We 
heard the arrow hit with a good solid 
whock! and the bull took off in a geyser 
of water and mud. 

He ran only a short distance, started 
to angle out into the lake, then stopped 
broadside to look back at us. Jim’s 
second arrow sliced through an ear and 
he fled again, following the shore at an 
awkward, swinging trot. Two hundred 
yards away he turned into the alders 
and went out of sight. 

We failed to locate him that evening. 
We found the broken, blood-stained ar- 
row—the head and six inches of the 
shaft missing—a few feet from where 
he had been hit. But there was no 
blood trail leading into the brush. We 
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Jim sizes up his moose head as an archery rack while John whittles at the woodpile 


gave up and headed for camp just be- 
fore dark, convinced that he was dead 
and hoping to find him in the morning. 

“Sick moose,’ Johnny assured us. 
“Get um tomorrow.” 

Back at camp, we found that a bear 
had paid us a visit while we were away. 
He had lapped up a batch of stewed 
prunes, torn a lard can to pieces, eaten 
a loaf of bread, and lugged off a nice 
string of wall-eyes that we had staked 
in the cold water of the river for future 
use. 

The guide found Jim’s moose next 
morning in a thick windfall less than 
100 feet from the spot where it had 
turned into the brush. 

That night the bear came back. We 
had piled the moose meat on top of the 
rock in front of the tent and covered it 
with a tarp. Blackie ate part of a 
tenderloin and lugged off a section of 
ribs and the tarp, while we slept in the 
tent a dozen yards away. 


W: found the tarp and meat cached 
in the brush a short distance back 
of the tent, half covered with leaves and 
dirt. The next night we fixed up an 
alarm. We piled the meat on the rock, 
stretched the tarp over it, weighted it 
down all around the edge with rocks, 
and set an empty 20-gallon oil drum on 
top of it. 

When we rolled out at daybreak we 
found the bear nad paid us another im- 
pudent visit and walked off undetected. 
He had reached under the tarp without 
tumbling the drum and carried away 
most of the moose except the four 
quarters. 

That day we replaced the meat with 
the bundle of bait and rigged up our 
bean-can alarm. We figured Blackie 
had thumbed his nose at us for the 
last time. 

Maybe you’re wondering whether 70- 
pound-pull bows and four-bladed hunt- 





ing arrows are proper medicine for a 
bear at 10-yard range in the pitch dark 
of a moonless night. Frankly, we were 
wondering the same thing. 

We knew our bows were adequate for 
bear under the right conditions. Plenty 
of other archers had proved that, and 
our own experience confirmed it. The 
equipment that handled moose, as ours 
had on two separate occasions, would 
fix a bear’s gocart all right, if we could 
place our shots. But shooting at night 
is different, and if we whopped an ar- 
row into a bear 30 feet away and failed 
to make it count, he might turn into a 
nasty customer. 


I wanted two things—the bear and a 
picture of him at the bait. So we 
tied the tent flaps open wide enough to 
make a vertical slit for me to shoot 
through, and on the other side of the 
stove we cut a small aperture and set 
the camera and flashgun on a tripod 
there. My sleeping bag lay beside the 
larger opening, Jim’s was over by the 
‘amera. He would trip the shutter the 
instant he heard me release an arrow. 

We had eaten supper early, and at 
dusk we let the fire go low in the stove 
and crawled into our bags for warmth. 
Darkness deepened slowly over the 
bush. In the timber behind the tent a 
big owl began to hoot, a deep, wild, and 
dismal noise. We lay quiet, breathing 
softly, waiting for the cans to jangle or 
for the sound of claws rasping across 
the top of the rock. Now and then the 
dying fire popped softly. Every nerve 
in my body was as taut as the wire that 
led to the bait. 

We had lain motionless and silent, 
listening to the owl and the murmur of 
the river below the rock, for maybe 
half an hour—it seemed like half the 
night—when something disturbed the 
owl. He moved to another tree closer 

(continued on page 117) 
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Suddenly the bull threw 
up his head. Something 
had put him on his guard 


ur pack train edged over the lip 

of the glacial valley and down 

toward the headwaters of the 
Prophet River. Renie Dhenin, riding 
near the rear, pulled up his mount for 
a moment to look over the terrain. 

“Right there,” Renie said, as he 
pointed to a fold of the river. ‘That's 
where I spotted the biggest rack of 
Canadian moose antlers I’ve ever seen.” 
He half turned in his saddle to make 
sure that we were impressed. 

He might have saved himself the 
trouble, for we were impressed already. 
Here on the upper Prophet the moose 
grew bigger than in any other part of 
British Columbia. Not only had some 
of the finest heads in all Canada been 
taken from the valley stretching before 
us, but few hunters had ever penetrated 
this far. Even as we sat on our horses 
and looked down at the river below, 
there might be some giant bull moose 
lurking in these willows, carrying on 
his head a set of horns larger than any 
now on record. 

Everyone in our hunting party, in- 
cluding the guides, felt a thrill of an- 
ticipation as we urged the horses down 
the side of the slope. A large caribou 
with his horns still in the velvet trotted 
across a small clearing He turned to 
stare as we went past. Had we been 
out for caribou, that bull would have 
made a fine trophy. But we were after 
moose this trip. 

Bill Burk and I had endlessly dis- 
cussed the technique of moose hunting 
prior to this. But now that we were 
actually on the hunt, we had little idea 
of how to go about it. As we followed 
the trail upstream, we saw moose 
tracks in every direction on the gravel 
bars. Some of these prints were ob- 
viously of bulls that had passed only a 
short time before. But the banks of 
the river were lined with solid masses 
of willow and brush that grew as high 


White Rocking-Chair 


Collecting a Prophet River moose 
with a prize rack is no job at all— 
if you're a dead shot at 500 yards 


by FRANK C. HIBBEN 


as the head of a man on horseback. 
How would we ever be able to see moose 
in that wilderness ? 

Even as we discussed the situation, 
there was a crash in the alders almost 
next to us. At first we thought a horse 
had gone down. But the crash was fol- 
lowed by a mighty, asthmatic snuffle 
that sounded like a vacuum cleaner 
sucking up an old sock. The crashing 
was renewed, but more faintly, and ul- 
timately it died away in a distant stand 
of timber. 

“Jumped a moose,” said Art Mac- 
Lean. He was one of the capable guides 
who were going to lead us to the big 
Prophet River bull moose on this trip. 

This area fascinated Art, and well it 
might for it was moose heaven. The 
river flows through a large valley 
carved out by ice in ages past, and it 
swings from side to side with graceful 
undulations. In the sweeps of these 
curves are oxbow cut-offs and numerous 
lakes and ponds which offer sanctuary 
from wolves. In these wet and swampy 
places the lush water grasses grow 
abundantly. They, and the several 
species of willow which were all around 
us, form an inexhaustible supply of food 
for moose. 

Art had been in country like this 
many times before. He turned his horse 
away from the river bottom where the 
moose tracks cut through every clump 
of willow. We followed, belaboring our 
mounts up the slope on the edge of the 
valley. Here the sphagnum grew deep, 
and the horses sank to their knees in 
the vielding stuff. Finally we dis- 
mounted and led them the rest of the 
way. We came out on a sharp hill over- 
looking the river. Here there were 
scattered aspens and spruce, but we 
found a spot where we could look down 
onto a bend of the river and a large 
pond that lay to one side. Art and I 

(continued on page 112) 
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hen Roger Latham phoned me 

an invitation to go turkey hunt- 

ing I didn’t waste any time tak- 
ing him up on it. In addition to being 
head man of the Pennsylvania Game 
Commission’s Wildlife Research Divi- 
sion, Rog has been hunting in his native 
state since he was a kid in knee pants. 
I figured that if anyone would know 
where to find the big birds, and how to 
get them within shotgun range, he 
would. Turkey hunting demands plenty 
of know-how, and the more you take 
along with you on a hunt the better 
your chance of coming home with a 
bird instead of an excuse. 

After we'd agreed on a day, Rog sur- 
prised me by suggesting I meet him at 
the hotel in Emporium the evening be- 
fore. 

“Why Emporium?” I asked. Em- 
porium is up near the New York State 
line. It’s in bear and deer country. 
So far as I knew then nearly all of 
Pennsylvania’s turkeys were in the 
south-central part of the state. I'd 
hunted them in the mountains there, 
and done all right. “Why go away up 
north to Emporium?” I wanted to 
know. 

“Because Emporium is handy to good 
turkey country in Cameron County,” 
Rog replied, ‘‘and I’m betting that this 
season Cameron’s going to have the 
biggest turkey kill in the state. The 
picture’s changed since the last time 
you hunted in Pennsylvania. Today 
there are a lot more turkeys in the 
northern half of the state than in the 
southern half.” 

“Why,” I asked. 

Rog laughed. ‘‘That’s too much of a 
question for me to answer over the tele- 
phone. I'll tell you about it when we 
get together. Just take my word for 
it, you'll have a real chance of getting 
a turkey.” 

I got to Emporium at 9 o’clock on a 
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Pennsylvania 
Talks Turkey 


by 
ARTHUR GRAHAME 








Hunting with a wildlife expert, Outdoor Life’s 
field editor downs his bird—and comes up with 
good news for sportsmen throughout the Northeast 











Pay-off. Roger Latham hefts his 16-pounder 


blustery evening early in November. 
It’s a pleasant town at the foot of one 
of the northern spurs of the Allegheny 
Mountains about 100 miles by road west 
of Williamsport and roughly half that 
southeast of Bradford. And it’s at the 
center of the seven-county north-central 
Pennsylvania area which last year ac- 
counted for 60 percent of the state’s 
turkey kill. In doing so it produced 
three times the kill of the top seven 
counties in the traditional turkey range 
of southern Pennsylvania. 


There were plenty of red-capped 


sportsmen in the hotel lobby when I 
got there. Rog was among them. Most 
of the men, he told me, were turkey 
hunters. ‘“‘Real turkey hunters, I mean,” 
he added, ‘‘not grouse or squirrel hunt- 
ers who take a shot at a turkey if they 
come across one in the woods.’”’ He 








When freed for stocking, farm-bred wild birds zoom from the crates like jet planes 


shook his head when I asked him how 
many turkey hunters there are in Penn- 
sylvania. ‘“There’s no way of telling,” 
he said, ‘‘but I don’t think 200,000 would 
be far off.” 


Lite intentionally set our hunt for 
a couple of days after the opening 
cf the small-gam,. season. As everyone 
who’s hunted them knows, wild turkeys 
—except old gobblers, who usually go 
it alone or in pairs—like to stick to- 
gether. Their flocking instinct is so 
strong that when they become sepa- 
rated they’re miserable. The opening- 
day fusillade scatters them. Then, after 
the first-day hunters have gone home 
and the woods have quieted down, the 
birds start yelping to find out where 
their friends are. Then the flocks re- 
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assemble. That’s when a hunter who 
can make a turkey caller talk comes 
into his own. 

Rog and I hadn’t much more than 
said hello when he said we'd better go 
to bed. ‘‘We want to be up on the moun- 
tains before daylight. That’s the time 
to find them. Five o’clock suit you? 
I'll give you a call. Good night.” 


R” was as good as his word. Mut- 
tering a prayer of thanks that you 
don’t have to shave to go hunting, I 
dressed by electric light. We ate in an 
early-bird lunchroom, and were on our 
way to the woods by 5:30 a.m. It was 
pitch dark, and Sinnemahoning Creek 
looked black and cold in the glare of 
our headlights. <A little way out of 
town we turned into a rutted road that 
climbed a steep grade. When it leveled 
off it ran west, then curved south 
along a ridge. After we’d gone a few 
miles we stopped at a whitewashed tree 
trunk set on uprights across the road. 
“This is it,” Rog said. ‘‘That’s a state 
game lands gate. We walk from here.” 
He parked the car. ‘Looks like we’re 
the first hunters. That's a break. Let’s 
go.” I looked at my watch. It was 
6:14 a.m. 

We hiked along the road for about a 
mile. By then it was hight enough to 
see the treetops against the gray sky. 
Rog turned into the woods and we be- 
gan to go downhill. 

“We're on the side of a hollow called 
the Big Basin,” he told me. “I’ve seen 
a lot of game in it—deer, bears, tur- 
keys, even elk. There’s practically no 
beech crop this year, so the turkeys 
have been working black cherry all fall. 
This late, though, I think we'll find 
‘hem in the wild grapes high on the 
sun slope. Let’s get up on the far rim, 
then we can call down over the side.” 

We went quietly through the brush 
and crossed the hollow’s bottom. Then 
the ground rose steeply, and a big 
tangle of wild grapes loomed up. We 
climbed through it to the edge of the 
basin. 

“This is the place,” Rog said. “It 
isn’t shooting time yet, but we can do 
some listening. Let’s pick a good spot 
and get set.” 

We passed up an attractive clump of 
thick brush. It would have given per- 
fect cover, but some trigger-happy 
hunters have a habit of spraying a spot 
like that with shot when they hear what 
they think is a turkey’s call coming out 
of it. We picked a patch of laurel. Rog 
Squatted in front of a rotting chestnut 
Stump while I sat in the bushes and 
kept still. 

The steep slope at our feet faced east. 
Above the ridge the sky brightened 
from gray to pearl and then to dusty 
pink. It had rained a little in the night, 
but the dawn air was clear and clean. 
For what seemed like a long time the 
only sound we heard was the soft splash 
of raindrops off the wet bush. Soon a 
Whisper of a breeze brought us the 
Staccato hammering of a woodpecker. 

Then my taut nerves gave a sudden 
jump in response to some scratching 
On the bark of a near-by tree. What 
Was it? A squirrel came scampering 
out of his den. He was a real beauty, 





Lovesick wild toms easily scale the fence around a game-commission breeding pen 


black as jet instead of the usual brown- 
ish-black. As he hopped gaily over the 
wet leaves another sound broke the 
stillness of the woods. 

Down in the shadowy hollow, seem- 
ingly at the bottom of the slope, a 
turkey called. There was a low, gut- 
teral cluck, followed by a faint two- 
toned yelp. 


utterflies reared up in my stomach. 

I glanced at Rog, and saw him 
fumbling in his coat pocket. He brought 
out a wing-bone caller, put it to his 
lips, then dropped it. He told me after- 
ward that he did so because the tense- 
ness of the moment had made his mouth 
too dry to suck natural-sounding notes 
out of the caller. He felt in his pocket 
again, and this time took out his favor- 
ite homemade caller, a coconut shell 


and a piece of slate. He fitted the slate 
over the hollowed shell and made a few 
flourishes on it with a laurel pin. Three 
yelps drifted down the side of the basin. 
Seconds passed. Then, from the same 
place the first call had come, a turkey 
answered. I looked at my watch. It 
was 7:06 a.m. Shooting time! 

We waited. A minute dragged by. 
The turkey called again, and its yelp 
sounded closer. Then, quickly as an 
echo, another call came, this time from 
our left and close to the top of the slope. 

Rog leaned close and _ whispered. 
“We've got two birds coming to us. 
That last call came from one that’s 
circling around behind us. Ill take 
care of him. The one coming straight 
up the slope is yours.” 

We waited some more. Down in the 
basin a squirrel barked, and in back of 

(continued on page 93) 
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by W. J. GRANBERG 


Earlier I'd been tempted to 
drown those two smart-alecks 
myself; now the Indian was 


threatening to beat me to it 


ILLUSTRATED BY ROBERT DOARES 


except a Canadian Mountie, and I doubted that my brand 
of trouble called for his talents. What I needed was a club. 
I'd hauled these thankless kids some 1,600 miles, all the 
way from Seattle, Wash., to the south shore of Canada’s 
Great Slave Lake. Bouncing my car along Mackenzie Road, 
a highway of sorts north from Grimshaw, Alberta, we'd 
made our way smack into Northwest Territories. Now we 
were camped at the little town of Hay River, beside a river 
of the same name. Around us was more fishing water than 
the boys had ever seen—pike and pickerel right beside our 
campsite. So naturally the kids wanted trout. 
For some perverted reason they thought trout were the 
only fish worth a man’s try. They had been dreaming too 


i] would have yelled for a cop, but there was none around 
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much, that’s all. Dreaming of standing knee-deep in a 
tumbling trout stream with a fly rod, landing beauties that 
tested all their artistry as fishermen. Like on magazine 
covers. 

“Pike,” Syd said. ‘‘Hah!”’ 

Teen-agers can say more with that one word “hah” than 
anyone else with a full dictionary. 

“Pickerel,” Clyde said. ‘‘Hah!”’ 

Syd, 15 years old, is my favorite monster. Clyde, the 
same age, is my neighbor’s crime against peace of mind. 

We, plus my wife, were humped over a campfire. My 
wife had just bought a 10-pound whitefish from an Indian 
woman for 50c. She had better sense than to wait around 
for her men to stock the larder. Her way was a little un- 
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romantic and cynical, perhaps, but obviously more filling. 

“I could drown the kids,’ I suggested bitterly. 

“Don't,” she said. ‘Stuff them and hang them in the 
corn patch when we get home.” 

“Hah!” said Syd. 

“Hah!” said Clyde. 

“Look,”’ I began. ‘We drive 3,500 miles round trip just 
so you two warts can fish. Now fish!”’ 
“We haven't got a boat,” Syd said. 
through the only canoe on the beach.” 
“IT keep telling you there's no sport fishing in the lake,” I 
Snapped. “Fish the river. The Indians have been fishing it 
for a few thousand years and I haven't heard them com- 

plaining.”’ 

“Because they don't know any better,” Clyde said. 
don’t know about trout— like back home.” 

“Like back home where there's nice clear streams in the 
mountains, chuck-full of trout,’ Syd said with a far-away 
look in his eyes. 

“Like back home where the biggest fish vou kids ever 
caught was a sick perch—-and that in the mud of a lowland 
lake where you chased it into shallow water with the dog 
and scooped it up with your hands.” 

“Hah!” Syd said. “I guess you don’t ’member that time 


“Clyde put his foot 


“They 


on the Miller River when you fell in and I caught— 
“All right, all right,’’ I said. ‘‘Now haul your tails over 








From the shore, we could 
see somebody bailing fast. 
They were almost swamped 





to Hay River and wet your lines. Give the natives a treat 

by showing them how a couple of experts catch fish.” 
“Come on, Clyde,’’ Syd said, his voice heavy with disgust 

“We might as well go. He’s old-fashioned. I bet when he 

was a boy he didn’t even know about trout.” 

‘““Mavbe he never was a boy,” Clyde whispered, not too 


softly. ‘‘Mavbe he was born an old-fashioned old man.”’ 
Mv wife snickered. She saw I was reaching the boiling 
point. ‘Never mind,” she said. ‘“‘You’ve got a young face.’ 


“So now I’m an old man with a boy’s face,’”’ I moaned 
“All because they can’t see any sense in fishing for anything 
but trout. Now take pickerel. Why, when I was a boy 

“All right, Pappy,’’ she said. ‘‘Let’s not go back to child- 
hood tonight. Eat this fish and vou'll feel better.” 

I did, eating heavily of the firm-fleshed whitefish. But 
al) the time I was worrying about a couple of youngsters 
who were growing up with the idea that only one particular 
brand of fish can furnish fun. 

What did they want out of fishing anyway? Why couldn't 
they relax on the bank of a river with their feet dangling 
in the water and just fish? Maybe with just a string and 
bent pin. Maybe not catch anything at all, but having fun. 
Kids today have to have elaborate tackle—fly rods, casting 
rods, creels, reels, and flies. When I was a kid, a stout 
willow was a good-enough rod, and a knotty string wound 
around a stick was just the thing. (continued on page 148) 
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“Let’s go,” said Will. 


n certain respects we failed. The big 

muleys were there, just like the 

old Indian had told Will at Coyote 
Springs. He was right in every detail 
except one—-the November storms never 
touched that part of Nevada, and the 
old rockers stayed high and lonesome. 
We went for trophies and didn’t get 
any, so I suppose you could say we 
failed. But it’s according to how you 
look at it. 

The three of us knew before we 
started that we were in for a hunt. It 
was a pickaback deal all the way. No 
car. No horses. Just your back and 
your own two legs. To give you an idea, 
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“It’s only nine miles of breakneck country in the dark” 


figure how much gear you used on your 
last hunt—stuff at the cabin, what you 
brought in the car, and what some nag 
packed for you. Take all that, put it on 
your back, and go hunting. And what- 
ever is done on the trip, you do, no- 
one else. 

Will Smith got the word from Indian 
Billy who lived outside of Tonopah. 
Billy hadn’t been into the mountains 
himself, but members of his tribe went 
there each year to gather winter pifions, 
and they'd brought back shed antlers 
and seen great bucks. The mountains 
have no name, and on a map they’re 
beyond the Quinns southwest of Ely, so 


Pickaback 


dil 


by 
CLARK M. HUNTER 





Like the old Indian said, | 
the trophy muleys were up | 
there. But we didn't get | 
any. A bust? It's accord- | 


ing to how you look at it 








we couldn't plan anything definitely. 
3ut the Indian said the bucks wer 
there and that by early November hig! 
storms would bring them down. 


se Will met Shorty Grannis and 
A\ ‘me at the start of the hunt, all he 
had was a smudgy map drawn on a 
paper sack and a hopeful look in his 
eves. But when we'd finished looping 
the pick-up truck over 74 miles of sag¢ 
and dust, and argued about the map’s 
interpretation, we found ourselves in 
a narrow box canyon with giant, gaunt 
pines and junipers sloped far above. W« 
were just beginning. 

Next day we took 156 pounds ol 
selected gear and lashed it on three 
pack frames. All that day we went one 
direction—up. Plenty rough, but ther 
was one thing that eased the burden 
It was scenery. A wilder, finer are: 
would be hard to come by. Formles: 


and broken, the crags of the horizon 


splayed down in knurled ridges tha 
broadened as they came to rest on ths 
desert floor. It was a massive land o! 
juniper, stump pine, and cutbank ma 


Y 


hogany. The ranges were immense. An 


animal could be standing in plain sight 
and you might never see it. 
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The second day we crossed a 9,000- 
foot pass and made camp in a shallow 
basin of pines beside a stream. We 
beavered around until dark cutting 
lean-to poles and base logs. It was a 
nice camp, but after one day we never 
saw it in daylight. 

The country socked you in the face 
every day. Once, on a ridgetop, I saw 
antelope far below on the desert sage, 
sheep above, and mule deer across the 
valley. There’s a ram up there with a 
curl I'll wager is around 40 inches, and 
nobody will ever shoot him, for he’s 
around his 15th year now, and if he 
isn’t dead this winter he’ll fall the next. 


| was packing the new Winchester 70 
featherweight in .308 caliber with a 
4X Weaver. and Buehler mounts. Shorty 
kept a Winchester 70 .270 with the 
same sight and mount. But Will had 
something special. 

“IT know that country,” he’d said. 
“You need plenty of rifle because there’s 
plenty of range.” So he took along a 
target model 70 in the .270 Fischer 
Magnum with an 8X Weaver scope. It’s 
a .300 Magnum necked down to take a 
.270 bullet. The doctor couldn’t have 
ordered better. But I point with pride 
to the fact that Smith and I can ex- 
change rifles and the points of impact 
will be almost identical. So it was a 
good deal for me. My friend could toil 
along with the 11'.-pound burden, and 
I could use it at extremely long range, 
if need be. Meanwhile the gun I carried 
weighed a mere eight pounds 

The first four days we worked the 
country the Indian had told Will about. 
We did it the trial-and-error way, for 
while we were pretty sure the big ones 
were up near the crests we couldn't talk 
ourselves out of cleaning up the terri- 
tory section by section. That was our 
mistake. With only one week to hunt 





Will tries out my buck’s rack for size 














we sopped our time on trivia—forks, 
three-points, shallow and deep fours, 
but no rockers. 

The third day, after the usual dry- 
food diet, it was agony to pass up good, 
red meat. It was Shorty, a man of un- 
common hunger, who cracked. 

We were working the thickets of a 
steep hill. It was a little after 10 
o’clock, and we were taking them out 
of their beds like you flush birds, when 
suddenly Shorty started off uphill. I 
walked over to Will and asked what 
gave with Shorty. 

“He’s hungry for meat,’ he said. 
“And so am I.” 

“T am, too,” I said. ‘“‘What’s he going 
to do about-it ?” 

“Oh, he’ll just hunt up a little high- 
draft canyon and shoot us a fork.”’ 

“Fine, but that also uses up his 
license.”’ 

‘“‘Now don’t you worry about Shorty 
He’s shot enough mule bucks for one 
lifetime. Besides I matched him last 
night and he lost.” 

After we'd worked out three good 
basins and flushed six fair bucks, we 
crawled up behind a squat juniper and 
prepared to glass a little bare-rock val- 
ley. Then I saw Shorty. I nudged Will, 
and pointed. We put our glasses on him 

Shorty was squatted outside a burn- 
brimmed clump of low pines near the 
bottom of a sharp canyon that had four 
feeder ridges coming into it like ribs 
to a spine. Near by, leaning over a 
deep bed of juniper and mahogany 
coals, were sticks with slices of liver 
and bacon speared on them. Shorty was 
in his kitchen, his hat low to his eyes, 
blissfully lost in a dreamworld of fresh 
meat. 

I was considering Shorty’s thought- 
fulness in hunting a little basin where 
intervening canyons would swallow up 
his shots and not spook the country, 
when Will grunted and jumped up. 





Meat-eating Shorty inspects the venison 








he shouted, ‘he’s almost fin- 


” 


“Hey,” 
ished the liver. 

We humped over the ridge and fol- 
lowed a game trail down across a shale 
slide to the bottom. Shorty cocked his 
head and watched us. 

“Thought you’d never get here,” he 
said. 

“Thought or hoped?” Will said, glanc- 
ing at what was left of the liver. 

A fat fork hung in the shade under 
a clump of pines, the gutted cavity care- 
fully but loosely stuffed with boughs to 
keep the flies out, the head severed, the 
Windpipe and foot glands cut. The 
buck was as round as a clover-fed 
steer, and the chops would be tasty 
that night in camp. You don’t need to 
age meat like that. 

After a lunch of broiled heart and 
liver topped with cheese, dried fruit, 
and chocolate, and washed with siwash 
tea, we cut a pole and lashed the fork 
on it. Then, two on the pole and one 
with the guns and head, we pushed off 

We struck camp half an hour after 
dark, and soon had a fire working and 
a loin butchered. Also on the menu 
were shank soup, drop biscuits, pinto 
beans, coffee, and custard. Later, afte) 
I'd dropped on my bed of boughs and 
lay watching the stars, I figured we 
must have eaten around eight pounds 
of meat. It didn’t taste like venison, 
but more like a combination of lamb 
and beef. I figure the meat we ate you 
couldn’t get in a steak house for unde 
30 clams, including the headwaiter’s 
handshake. 


_. hours before dawn next day, 
i while a quarter moon washed the 
sidehill, we were up and wolfing steak, 
and half an hour later our packs were 
lashed and shouldered. This day we 
were going above 

(continued on page 121) 





NOVEMBER, 1953 59 














A Yhe agent said: ‘‘His Lordship has a 
small rough shoot without a ten- 
ant. You can lease it for 12 pounds 

a year. But you must undertake to 

keep the rabbits down. Will you take 

Ae gad 

Would I! Why, for years it had been 
my dream to have my own shooting 
preserve, where I could go whenever I 
liked and invite my friends, too. That 
may sound like a strange ambition to 
you Americans, but consider what hunt- 
ing is like in England. 

For most Britons it just doesn’t exist. 
Apart from a few tidal areas there are 
no public shooting grounds. Those who 
own private land guard the gunning on 
it jealously or let it out at high rentals. 
But the estates are rapidly breaking 
up, since few of the old families can pay 
the high taxes on them. And those who 
hold on to some portion are not averse 
to gaining revenue from their acres. 
Thus it was that I came to lease my 
rough shoot—called ‘‘rough’”’ because of 
the character of the terrain. 

I live in a tiny village, Peaslake, 
about 30 miles south of London in 
Surrey. It’s 10 miles from the nearest 
town and set in the midst of many miles 
of.pine and bracken. Its hills are beau- 
tifully forested but there is little game 
to be had, and all public shooting is 
prohibited. 

So you can see why I was excited 
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Rough Shoot 


by L.R. JAMES 


No rabbits could defy us! 


We gathered more armament 
than Nelson had at Trafalgar 








That’s what the agent called it 
when he rented me the exclusive 
gunning rights on His Lordship’s 
estate. Being a Briton, he was 


given a little to understatement 











over leasing the shoot. It was four 
miles from my home: 200 acres of a fer- 
tile valley in a mile-long strip of wood- 
land, cultivated fields, and pasture. 
There were coverts for pheasants, corn- 
fields for partridges, sandy banks for 
rabbits, a pond for ducks, and even half 
a mile of trout stream. 

Perhaps I should have had a premo- 


nition of disaster that day when I first 
visited the tract with the agent. As we 
opened a gate, a gray cloud scurried up 
a hillside—rabbits by the hundreds! 
The agent shook his head disapprov- 
ingly. ‘‘The previous tenant neglected 
his rabbiting shamefully,” he said 
“Now the farming tenant is complain- 
ing, for he’s in a most difficult situation. 
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The rabbits have-harvested far more of 
his crops than he ever will.” 

But I wasn’t warned. There seemed 
to be enough rabbits for 20 guns, and I 
could hardly wait to get down my first 
quarter’s rental before the agent could 
change his mind. My tenancy was to 
commence September 1. 

When the shooting lease arrived I 
noticed a most ominous clause—one 
that made me liable for any future dam- 
age done to the crops by rabbits. I 
began to wonder if I'd been sold a pup, 
as we say. I knew that one gunner 
(with very limited spare time) could 
hardly cope with such an infestation of 
rabbits. But I signed up anyway and 
then induced a friend with ample leisure 
but poor health to share the shooting 
with me—and the headaches. 


ry\he headaches began on the first day 

we entered our domain, a sunny 
Saturday. It seems that, by ancient 
custom, the woodland part of our pre- 
serve was open to the public, and that on 
fine week-ends it was thick with picnic 
parties, hikers, and dogs by the dozen. 
Shooting under such conditions was 
both dangerous and unrewarding. The 
woodland got us just three rabbits and 
a near miss on a courting couple from 
the village. 

We were wandering about disconso- 
lately when we heard the clatter of a 
binder, and found the tenant farmer 
cutting a small field of very poor 
barley. Our first meeting was not a 
social success, for when we mentioned 
rabbits he started a stream of adjec- 
tives that rivaled his tractor for noise 
and heat. As he moved through the 
uncut grain, rabbits began to bolt out 
of it in incredible numbers. We shot 27 
of them before we ran out of shells. And 
then we killed 10 more with sticks, for 
now we realized that instead of a 
sporting proposition we had a real fight 
on our hands. And with all our effort 
we accounted for only about 10 percent 
of the rabbits we saw in the field. 

Now, in Britain farm workers are tra- 
ditionally entitled to first choice of har- 
vest-field rabbits. Anyway, we thought 
it wise to ingratiate ourselves with 
those who might make or mar our 
gunning. The result was that we went 
home with just a brace of rabbits 
apiece to show for two boxes of shells. 

My partner and I are relatively poor 
men, and we were scared of the pros- 
pect of paying for the damage done by 
the rabbits in days to come. Besides 
the depleted barley, we had noticed a 
field of kale, intended for winter cattle, 
that had been eaten flat by the rabbits. 

What had started out as sport now 
turned into a campaign. We bought 
traps and snares and enlisted the help of 
our shooting friends. Every evening we 
could spare, we'd take out a carload of 
gunners and shoot until it was too 
dark to see. We finally managed to 
clear almost all rabbits from the farm- 
land hedges. But until the winter rains 
would flatten the shoulder-high bracken 
and bramble in the woods, they had an 
almost impenetrable fortress. 

By day the bulk of them remained in 
this fastness, emerging at dawn and at 








dusk to feed on grass and the crops. 
And almost every morning I was there 
before sunrise to stalk them with a 
shotgun or a .22 rifle. By the time I got 
home for a bath and breakfast I'd usu- 
ally have 10 or more, and then I'd 
start off to a hard day at the office. 

As I’ve said, my partner was ailing 
and hard exercise was beyond him. But 
he was able to spend almost every day 
sniping rabbits from his car with a 
lovely Mauser .22 equipped with a Zeiss 
4X scope. By the end of October we 
had taken more than 300 rabbits, and 
the farm workers probably just as 
many. But there were far too many 
left for us to be complacent. 

Then it occurred to me that ferreting 


ILLUSTRATED 


might be the answer. So we borrowed 
a fine pair of ferrets and sent them 
down an ancient bury under some oaks. 
Within 20 minutes they flushed out 22 
rabbits, of which we shot 16. This was 
beer and skittles compared with beating 
through the bracken. 

Then I bought three ferrets from a 
near-by gamekKeeper, two jills and a 
hob, guaranteed tractable and good 
workers. At the first trial Winnie 
our best lady ferret—flushed rabbits 
like nobody’s business, bit me seven 
times, then holed up to dine on a rab- 
bit. It took more than two hours to dig 
her out from under a tree root. 

A ferret bites to the bone, and my 
bloody hands seemed to have a peculiar 
fascination for our three. I have a 
healthy respect for ‘‘tractable’’ fer- 
rets, and many scars. 

We spent the late fall and winter fer- 
reting (with gloves) and took 200 rab- 
bits. Many of them were flushed into 
nets, and these live ones I found to be 
readily salable in meat-hungry Britain 
at the equivalent of 50 cents apiece. Al- 
though we had “exclusive” rights to our 
shoot, we were unable to prevent local 
farm workers and others from cashing 


BY KEITH 








in on it. Our ground-game laws let the 
farmer take rabbits and hares on his 
land, over and above any rights en- 
joyed by the landlord or his shooting 
tenant. The only thing we could do 
about it was get up early and be there 
first! 

In our battle with the rabbits we 
neglected the game proper. There were 
a few coveys of partridges but they 
were as wild as hawks. In England 
partridges are usually driven over the 
guns to provide the best and most diffi- 
cult shooting there is, but we could not 
afford the necessary beaters. We 
walked up a brace or so in the early 
days, but the partridges soon got too 
wild to allow us within suitable range, 


WARD 


[ snapped at the lease 
like a hungry man at 
a Yorkshire pudding 





and after mid-September we got only 
an occasional single. 

We had a small flock of wild pheas- 
ants, and once in a while we were 
visited by some stocked birds from a 
neighboring estate. It was a good year 
for acorns and mast—-we had some fine 
old oaks and beeches and a walk 
through the coverts would always show 
a pheasant or two, and wood pigeons by 
the dozen. We kept the pheasants to 
impress important visitors, but if one 
happened to blunder into a rabbiting 
party it paid the penalty (when we 
could hit it). Some rough weather in 
December brought us an unexpected 
influx of woodcock but we were able to 
shoot only three before they departed. 

Our preserve was also infested with 
gray squirrels, one of the few American 
imports not popular in Britain. They 
are rapidly spreading through wood- 
land areas, causing great damage to 
timber, farm crops, and birds. Now 
that the polecat and marten are virtual- 
ly extinct here, and the larger hawks 
confined to the mountain areas, the gray 
squirrel in England has no natural 
enemy to keep it in check. (Incidental- 
(continued on page 167) 
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For the love of their big black 





duck, hardy New England gunners 


brave all, even a seagoing coffin 











by TED JANES 


alking barefoot across red-hot 
\\, coals or lying on a bed of spikes 
are fairly rugged forms of en- 
deavor, I was thinking moodily, but 
both of them pale beside the sport of 
hunting ducks in New England. Sport? 
If some director of a slave-labor camp 
were to subject his charges to such 
suffering, it would arouse the civilized 
world. 
I crouched in wet marsh grass while 
a northeast wind stabbed me through 
layers of canvas and wool. Nels Berg- 
gren huddled beside me, his face an 
interesting mottled purple. I couldn’t 
see my own face, fortunately, but I 
could hear my teeth clicking like a 
high-speed telegraph instrument. I 
wondered why we thought we were 
having fun—here on this desolate river 
bank shortly after daybreak, staring at 
a flotilla of decoys. Why had we long 
looked forward to this day, hailed with 
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glad cries the radio’s grim forecast: 
Storm warnings from Eastport to Sandy 
Hook? 

I burrowed deeper into my parka, 
hunched my hands up into the sleeves 
and scanned the gray skies, deserted 
save for the dawn patrol of scavenging 
crows above the dead brown marsh. 
Suddenly, a thud of gunfire rolled 
across the stillness like someone far 
off hitting a big bass drum. 

Boom. Boom. Ba-loom. Boom. 

“Watch it,’”’ Nels whispered. 

We tensed, staring into the east. 
Presently, four black specks hurtled 
into view, streaking high across the 
sky. As we riveted our eyes to the 
speeding birds, trying to will them 
toward us, a whicker of wings tore the 
air behind us and a pair of blacks ma- 
terialized out of nowhere and swept 
overhead. They streaked across the 
river, banked sharply and headed back, 


wings set. Suddenly I was warm to 
my toes. 

“Let’s go,’’ Nels murmured, strug- 
gling up. 

Over the twin barrels of the 12 I saw 
my duck cupping in. When the muzzles 
blotted it out I pulled the trigger, just 
as Nels’s gun crashed beside me. Nitro 
curled into the frosty air and two 
ducks splashed among the decoys. 


- as I waded out to pick up the 
fallen birds I knew the answer to 
my earlier question. It’s the same 
thing that makes a wary brown trout 
more exciting than a pumpkinseed, that 
ranks a wily old buck above a cow in 
a pasture — it’s the satisfaction that 
comes from pitting your stamina and 
skill against a tough, smart opponent 
who makes you earn every victory. 
New England gunners have plenty ot 
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opportunity to put both stamina and 
skill to the test in hunting the native 
black duck, to many the most prized 
waterfowl of all. In the early morning 
he flies out of the swamps and marshes 
to spend the day sitting on open water 
far from shore. In his travels to and 
from his resting places he flies high in 
the air at a speed that tests the mettle 
of the man with the gun. He regards 
all decoys with suspicion and his keen- 
sightedness is phenomenal. 


Or”: day Charlie Drake and I were 
shooting at the mouth of Mill 
Creek. Our decoys lined up perfectly 
in the current; our parkas matched the 
brown of dead marsh grass and our 
thickly woven blind provided complete 
concealment. Yet time after time the 
blacks circled overhead, almost on the 
point of coming in, only to flare sud- 
denly and streak down the river. We 
couldn’t figure it till at last we hap- 
pened to notice the vacuum bottle I had 
placed beside me in the blind. The 
glint of sunlight on its chrome top 
flashed like a warning beacon as the 
birds passed overhead. 

Faced with wariness bordering on 
human intelligence, gunners have to 
display considerable ingenuity in hunt- 
ing black ducks. One of the simplest 
and most popular methods is jump- 
shooting — walking or floating the 
creeks and blasting at birds that get 
up ahead of you. This was my intro- 
duction to duck hunting, and old Ben 
Grant who showed me how to do it was 
a master of the art. I can well remem- 
ber sitting in the bow of Ben’s battered 
skiff with my single-barreled 16 across 
my knees, staring tensely through the 
mist which curled upward in a thin 
November dawn. The old man sat in 
the stern, his big 12 beside him, steer- 


Nels retrieves one of the blacks that banked into our stool 





ing with a paddle as we slipped noise- 
lessly downstream. 

Muskrats splashed beside the banks 
and great blue herons ghosted away at 
our approach. Then, around a wooded 
bend, suddenly there were the ducks 
dabbling in the shallow water. No 
grouse ever whirred up from the forest 
floor more swiftly than those black 
ducks catapulted off the water. I jerked 
up my gun, trying to remember all the 
things Ben had taught me about proper 
lead and “holt.” His big charcoal burn- 
er was already roaring behind me and 
ducks began splashing into the river. 
Desperately I put the muzzle on a big 
bird as it beat upward and saw it 
crumple and splash. It was one of life’s 
great moments. In my book, jump- 
shooting remains the sportiest gunning 
of ali. 

It has its limitations, however. By 
the time the sun is high most of the 
ducks have left the creeks and jump- 
shooting is dead; There are two choices 
left. You can sit in a blind and wait for 
the birds to come in or follow them out 
to open water. On warm, still days the 
choice narrows down to the latter 
course, for on such days the ducks 
won't fly. 

You want wind for black ducks, wind 
with a spit of snow in the air. Other- 
wise, the birds will raft up on the water 
to sit out the daylight hours. To counter 
this discouraging tactic some long-gone 
gunner invented the grass-thatched 
sneak boat, a craft brought to a high 
degree of development along the New 
England coast today. 

The sneak boat is a kind of seagoing 
coffin. The gunner lies like a corpse in 
state, while his guide, also lying down, 
sculls from the stern. It’s a highly suc- 
cessful device for getting within range 
of black ducks on bluebird days. 

On such a day some years ago I sat 











Simple decoys will do. 





with my guide, Alec Wallace, in a duck 
blind on the shores of Merrymeeting 
Bay, in Maine. It was mid-November 
but so unseasonably warm that we had 
stripped off successive layers of sweat- 
ers and were now practically in our 
shirt sleeves. Butterflies hovered about 
our blind, the only creatures on the 
wing, but far out on the blue bay we 
could see a great raft of black ducks 
riding the placid surface. 

“Look at ’em,” Alec said in disgust, 
“setting out there laughing at us. But 
we'll fool ’em. Come on.” 

He led the way up a salt creek to a 
heavily thatched sneak boat hidden in 
the marsh. He briefed me on my role 
as we hauled the boat to the creek. 

“Jest lay quiet till I give you a poke. 
Then set up and pour it on ‘em.’ 

Custom and the design of the sneak 
boat demand that the gunner insert 
himself between its decks much like a 
shell being slipped into the chamber of 
a gun and with a like amount of toler- 
ance. Lying helpless on my back with 
my gun thrust through the thatch, I 
could see nothing but matted grass and 
a small patch of blue sky. Alec, also 
on his back, managed to scull the boat 
and see where we were going. 


_o stood still for what seemed like 
several hours. Then I felt Alec’s 
nudge. Heaving like a swamp-bogged 
bull moose, I finally managed to achieve 
a half-sitting position. Instantly the 
air was filled with a great whoosh of 
rising wildfowl, but for a moment I 
had no idea where they were. 
“Starboard!” Alec was shouting and 
I looked around in time to see a black 
cloud streaming away. I swung wildly 
at a skimming black form and pulled. 
By some miracle the duck folded in 
(continued on page 131) 
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My strength was fail- 
ing rapidly when I 
saw the hanging vine 
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tl igh the trees and the wind began to whip the forest 
owns across the creek, I gathered armload after armload 


— tree branches and brought them in under the shelter. 


en I built a fire, first assembling a hatful of dry shavings 
that would require only one precious match. 
The tiny campfire, burning fiercely against the black wall 


of night that now filled the vallev and blotted out the windy 


ridge beyond, was a bright spot of comfort. I was bone- 
weary after my day, and I leaned back against the granite 
wall and closed my eyes a moment before I spread my 
evening meal. 

The fare on my first night out was meager indeed. I had 
filled one pocket with persimmons during the afternoon and 
hours later picked up a double handful of black walnuts in 
an old field up the hillside from the creek. The fruit, sun- 
ripened and kissed by several frosts, was sweet and pala- 
table and cool. I cracked walnuts and picked out their 
meat with my knife blade. 


| was hungry enough to eat everything, but cautious 
enough to save some nuts for breakfast. So I filled in 
the crevices with cool water from the creek, flowing 30 feet 
below me in the dell. The first drops of rain hit my cheek as 
I climbed back to my den. Then the deluge came, whipping 
around the jumbled boulders and misting gently on the fire. 

There is Something deep in me that responds to a storm, 
and I leaned back in complete relaxation to enjoy this one. 
It was really a show: gusty gray sheets against the night 
and a background of coppery flashes that brought a roll of 
drums out of the distance. As I watched, I fell into a 
reverie. 

I had long believed that any healthy outdoorsman, armed 
With a .22 rifle and a reasonable supply of cartridges and 
matches, could live indefinitely off the woods almost any- 
Where on the North American continent. There’d be wild 
fruits and nuts and vegetables in season, and game and fish 
in abundance if one knew where to find them. Now I was 
testing my theory. 

I had given the test some forethought. I didn’t want 
country that was too familiar, nor a region so strange I 
might find myself on posted land. I wanted open wilderness, 
it possible like the kind our pioneering forefathers had 
mastered. 





” 
#1 finally selected 100 square miles of piedmont terrain in 
Georfa that the government had purchased for resettlement 
purposes but never resettled. The names on the map in- 
trigued me—Little River, Cedar Creek, Rock Shoal Creek, 
Murder Creek. Especially Murder Creek. It lent a tingle of 
excitement from the outset. 

Time of year was not too important to my plans. Nature 
provides her creatures with an abundance and variety of 
foods in season; low-calorie fruits, berries, and wild vege- 
tables in spring and summer; nuts, tubers, and seeds of 
high protein content for fattening her citizens to stand the 
rigors of winter. 

I selected the late fall. There was danger then of sudden 
cold weather, but during the hunting season I could look 
forward to red meat as well as fish in my diet. 








M’ equipment was as simple as I could make it and still 
get by. There’d be no danger from big-game animals, 
such as I’d have found in other sections of North America, 
so a .22 rifle was all the gun I needed as a food getter. I 
limited myself to one box of 50 Long Rifle cartridges. The 
rest of my kit consisted of a box of 50 waterproof matches 
which undoubtedly was cheating a little on the Dan’'l 
Boone idea—a pocketknife; a small fishing kit with hooks, 
leads, and lines; and a large vial of salt. I dressed simply: 
leather boots, heavy wool trousers, a wool shirt, and my 
medium-weight khaki hunting coat. The selection of head- 
gear gave me some concern. Would it be a warm cap, a 
weatherproof Western sombrero, or even a coonskin hat? 
I finally settled on my canvas duck-hunting cap as the most 
practical. 

That was all. I didn’t weight myself down with a hunting 
knife, camera, ax, or even a compass. Daniel Boone had 
found direction in the sun and stars, the run of the streams 
and ridges, and the moss on the trees. I had no emergency 
rations and no tobacco, though I knew how much I'd miss 
my pipe. 

I had been disappainted, even worried, at finding no 
game on my first day’s hunt with the .22, but now I knew 
the lack was probably due to the low-pressure conditions 
preceding the storm. The persimmons and walnuts had 
helped to fill the partial vacuum created by the afternoon 
walk, so with the rain still whipping the branches around 
my den, I stretched out on my bed of leaves and went to 
sleep. 

Something awakened me, and for a moment I lay still, 
trying to identify the disturbance. The campfire was a gray 
mass of ashes, and the first light of morning showed through 
the woods. During the night the rain and wind had marched 
on, leaving the forest with a sheen that promised a bright 
new day. 

I was cold, but I stifled an impulse to roll over on my 
knees and start a fire. Then a squirrel barked somewhere 
near. I shifted my eyes and found him, sitting in the forks 
of a hickory, not more than 50 feet downhill. Cautiously I 
felt for my rifle. Then, moving so slowly that the leaves 
hardly crackled under my body, I pulled my arms into po- 
sition for a shot. 

The light was not bright enough for pinpoint accuracy, 
so I drew the bead a little below the base of the squirrel’s 
ear and squeezed the trigger. He whirled and fell out of 
the fork, hitting the earth with a thud. I felt a rush of warm 
satisfaction that I had taken my first meat of the trip. But 
I didn’t let that overbalance my judgment. I threw out the 
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A fat catfish was sawing the line back and forth 


empty hull, seated another, and waited for another shot. 

The sharp crack of my rifle created only a temporary 
hush in the dawn woods. The thrasher that had been 
chirring off to my left took up his song again, and down by 
the creek another bushy-tail barked. I didn’t see him until 
he moved. He covered an open space between two limbs 
and rattled down the far side of the tree to the ground. 

I waited. The light grew brighter and I found my eyes 
focused on a knot at the top of a hickory limb, 40 yards 
away. Something about it had attracted my attention, but 
I couldn't be sure what it was. I looked away and back 
again, just in time to see the slightest flick of a gray brush. 
That identified the knot for sure. 

The animal's head was below the level of the limb, and 
all I could get was a body shot. I drew as fine a sight as 
I could get, and touched off. The animal bounced, almost 
lost his balance, hung on for a long moment with his front 
claws, and then toppled earthward. 

I was as proud as Kit Carson when he bagged his first 
buffalo. I picked up my breakfast, washed my face in the 
cold creek, and dressed out the morning menu. 


{7 hile the squirrels were roasting on a spit over the fire, 

I sucked on a couple of persimmons, and when the 

slowly cooking meat began to fall off the bones I gave it 
a touch of salt. 

If you've never tasted roast squirrel flavored with hickory 
coals, when you had the stomach of a hungry wayfarer, you 
haven't lived. Beside it breakfast ham and eggs are insipid 

even with a side order of grits. 

Now the sun came up, a cool breeze strolled through the 
forest, ruffling the leaves underfoot, and for an hour I did 
nothing but saunter, enjoying the beauty of the late-fall 
woods. Then I went back to foraging again. 

The trees along the creek were full of squirrel sign, with 
brushy nests hung in the grapevines and with claw marks 
on the hollow trees. I could have put another one or two 
of the grays in my pocket, but the idea of a varied menu was 
more appealing. 

I made a deliberate search for food. Where a group of 
tall pines stood on a hill, I examined sections of the ground 
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inch by inch. The pifion pine of the 
West is not the only member of the 
needled family with seeds that are both 
nourishing and delicious. The children 
of the Southern coastal plain thrive on 
longleaf seeds in the fall, and in my 
time I’ve eaten enough to make me 
smell like a pine bur. But now I was a 
month late and the pickings were slim. 
The sharp eyes of mice and ground- 
feeding birds hadn’t missed many tid- 
bits. I did fill my pockets with large 
sugar-haw berries, which are closely 
related to the apple and have somewhat 
the same taste. I munched these on my 
way back to the creek. 


here a tiny spring branch joined 

the larger stream, I overturned 
rocks and pieces of driftwood until I 
had collected a pocketful of earth- 
worms, grubs, half a dozen crawfish, 
and a couple of small salamanders. On 
a sandy triangle between the two 
streams, I cut a slender fishing pole 
out of a canebrake and filled the coat 
pocket with moss to keep my assorted 
baits happy. 

I baited my hook with two carefully 
strung worms, set the end of the cane 
into a clay bank, and went back to ex- 
amine a beech tree that was especially 
well loaded with fruit. I hit the jack- 
pot there. The lower limbs, close 
enough to the ground for me to reach, 
were clustered with triangular pods 
that contained one or two tiny, sweet 
kernels. 

I leaned against the rough bark of a 
river birch where I could watch my line, but the quiet 
symphony of all the wilderness world around me absorbed 
my entire attention. The murmur of the creek and the 
measured rhythm of a cricket only emphasized the silence 
that flowed along the valley like the slow tread of eternity. 

This was the season of the year when the earth and all 
the things upon it were on the breathless threshold between 
a dying summer and the sudden fury of the winter rains and 
cold. I felt a curious expectancy, straining to hear some- 
thing above the. hush of the forest, to see beyond the lights 
and shadows of the woods around me. Alone and on my 
own, I was as much a part of the mother earth as the 
ragged birch with which I rubbed elbows. 

A movement across the creek caught my eye. Slowly, 
almost unbelievably, the tawny coat of a deer materialized 
in the thick brush. The animal was browsing toward me 
and I carefully pulled my rifle across my knees for quick 
action. Directly across the stream, not more than 30 paces 
away, the deer stopped and put up his head, turning his 
short spikes at an angle that made them clearly visible 
Like the minute hand on a clock, I drew my rifle into a 
position to put 45 grains of lead where it would crush the 
vertebra behind his ear. 

For at least a full minute he stood and watched me curi- 
ously while I held my fire. With one blow I could solve my 
meat problem for the remainder of the trip. If I'd planned 
it to last for a month instead of a week, I know what my 
decision would have been. Smoked and salted strips of 
venison were the mainstay of many a frontiersman. But | 
knew that to shoot now would somehow defeat the purpose 
of my self-imposed exile. I lowered the sights with a sudden 
movement that made the buck snort and wheel away, show- 
ing me his flag. 

The tip of my cane pole was whipping air, and I retrieved 
the end plugged into the bank. The creature on the othe 
end was sawing the line back and forth and I plopped hin 
ashore. It was a plump seven-inch catfish that had chewed 
my hook up to the hilt. 

I buried him in the wet sand at the edge of the canebreak 
to keep him fresh, baited my steel again, and dropped it int: 
an eddy. Almost instantly the pole doubled over, and 
pound bream lashed the water as I led him to a shallow 
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bank upstream and slipped my finger into his gills. I 
interned him in the damp sand beside the catfish and reached 
for more worms. But the entire handful I had so carefully 
gathered had got wanderlust. I found the last one crawling 
over the rim of my pocket. 

I scratched a lizard out of the moss, hooked him through 
the lips, and deposited him in the water. I held the green 
bamboo for a moment to feel his action and was about to 
set it in the bank when something almost knocked the pole 
out of my fingers. Instinct made me strike back. The bass 
that broke water made a wild thrust against the surface 
and shot for the other side of the hole. There was no way 
to give him line and I couldn’t hold on without breaking 
the slender thread or stripping it off the pole, so I did the 
next best thing. I threw the whole rig into the water and 
let it finish the battle on its own. 

Twenty yards below the hole the creek broadened into a 
shallow run. I crossed there and came up the bank on the 
other side to retrieve the cane where it had floated into an 
eddy. My fish was still on. He was well hooked, but by no 
means whipped. He jumped again and tried to retreat under 
the high bank, but I pulled him away from it. He sloshed 
water more feebly, and after 10 minutes he was mine. 

He didn’t weigh more than a pound and a half, but with 
the two other fish I had my supper and breakfast, so I 
fed the rest of my bait to the stream and tucked the line 
in my pocket. 

I was amazed to discover that the sun was already far 
down its western trail, so I filled both pockets with beech- 
nuts and turned away from the creek into a series of low 
hills where great hardwood trees were spaced as evenly as 
in a park. I found a tumbling spring branch, clear and 
cold as ice, and cleaned my fish, skinning out half a dozen 
small fillets. I wrapped them on the peeled end of a hickory 
stick and wound them securely with a thread of leader to 
keep the meat from falling off as it cooked. Then I re- 
plenished my woodpile before darkness settled over the 
glade. 

I had no way of knowing, except by the touch of the wind, 
but the temperature seemed to be dropping fast. The wind 
had come up again, and it tossed the limbs of the big trees 
around in fitful gusts. But the sky overhead was bright 
with stars and a tiny crescent moon. 

I cooked my fish for an hour over 
glowing coals. The meat was sweet and 
palatable. I could have eaten it all, but 
I decided to hoard one small piece for 
breakfast. 


he wind had swung around and was 
i. blowing in a steady current, straight 
from the North Star, laying the flames 
of my tiny campfire horizontal with 
the ground. It was eating into my 
woodpile, too. Since it might get cold 
enough to need a fire all night, I groped 
around beyond the golden outer circle 
of light, picking up an armload of dead 
branches. I had gone for a _ second 
ioad when a voice rang down the glade. 

It’s a weird sensation to have the 
lonely night around you suddenly filled 
like that, and I tingled at the base of 
my sealp until I realized the sound I 
heard was not human, but the running 
bark of a dog that had topped the rim 
of the low hill bordering my glade. He 
vas joined a moment later by another 
ringing contralto, and then by a chorus 
of hounds. From all indications their 
quarry had seen my campfire and 
veered off down the ridge. 

The hounds went beyond the range of 
my ears and I had turned to walk back 
to the fire when a stick cracked in the 
darkness off to my right. I stood still 
and watched. A man slowly moved into 
the twilight of the campfire’s rim. The 
legs of his jeans were stuck carelessly 
into the tops of his boots and his hunt- 
ng coat was worn almost to a frazzle. 












He stood tall and spare before my fire, his eyes taking in 
the .22 rifle leaning against the trunk of the oak. 

I shuffied my feet in the leaves to warn him of my ap- 
proach and walked to the fire. “Your dogs came down the 
ridge,” I said. 

He nodded. “Yeah. I saw the fire from the top and 
thought somebody had set the woods t’ burnin’.” 


is words were more a question than a statement, and 
I could sense that he was considering if I were lost, 
poaching, or just off my rocker. I introduced myself. 

“I’m Wiley Hadaway,” he. said. “I live a few miles up 
yonder on the road. Them crazy coon dogs of mine are 
like as not t’ run out of the country when they hit the track 
of a ringtail.”’ 

I was wondering what I could say to explain my presence 
in the woods without making me appear too much like an 
idiot, when he cupped a callused paw around his ear. 

“Hark!” he said. 

I listened but could hear nothing above the wind 

“Them dogs got him treed,’ he said. ‘‘Want t’ go along ?”’ 

I gave the fire a hurried check, but it was safe enough. 
I had cleaned a good 10-foot circle around it at the outset, 
so I slid the buckskin strap of my rifle over my shoulder 
and followed the farmer at a half trot through the woods 

I heard the dogs for 10 minutes before we reached them 
They had treed in a thick-bodied poplar where the brook 
spread out into a marsh, and one of them—-Columbus, Wiley 
called him—was jumping at the trunk in his excitement 
The lanky hunter dug in his coat for a flashlight and we 
circled the tree, trying to find the opalescent gleam that 
would locate our quarry. 

“Must be an old coon,” he said. ‘They're mostly too 
smart t’ look at a light. Here—take it and hold the beam in 
that big fork. Ill make him peep.”’ 

I backed off and turned the spotlight where a massive 
limb branched near the top of the tree. Wiley picked up 
a stick the size of his arm and pounded on the trunk. The 
ringtail was just where he said it would be. Two ears ap- 
peared in the light and then a pair of bright gleams, wid 
enough apart to indicate a large. raccoon. Wiley stepped 
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At the shot, the squirrel whirled and fell out of the tree 
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back to where I was holding the flashlight. He studied the 
animal and chuckled. 

“T believe it’s the same one I've treed half a dozen times. 
He always takes a big, lone tree like this here, that I don’t 
care t’ chop down and can't climb without a pair of spurs. 
Some day I’m gonna catch him up a saplin’ and shake him 
out, just t’ see if he’s as smart at fightin’ as he is at dodgin’ 
and hidin’.”’ 

Hadaway called off his dogs and walked back to the fire 
with me. We sat for a long hour over his pipe, with me 
gulping down every wisp of smoke that came my way. I 
explained my presence in the woods and he laughed. 





dozed until the light in the woods was pearl-gray. I washed 
my face in the tinkling creek and ate the piece of fish I haa 
saved for breakfast. 

Until the sun came up, I sat beside my fire and chewed 
on a birch twig that had the taste of wintergreen. Then 
I doused the coals with a hatful of water and climbed the 
little ridge flanking the glade. 

The wind was raw and the warmth of the sun scant. A 
host of tiny birds trooped through the forest crowns, and 
near the ridgetop a covey of quail flared from under my 
feet. I instinctively whipped the rifle off my shoulder into 
my hands with a sudden wish that it were a shotgun. Quail 





For the first time in my life I was eating crow—literally. And not liking it 


“Doggone if I wouldn't join you,” he said, “if I didn’t have 


broiled on a spit would have been the treat of the trip 
In spite of the cold, I was more relaxed than I had bee! 





three generations of gals at home dependin’ on me.”’ 

He gave me information on the lay of the country, and 
where I was most likely to find the best hunting much as 
I imagine might have happened when two frontiersmen 
met a century and a half ago. Then he rose and stretched 
his lanky arms toward the star-studded sky. 

‘My house is up on the big road,” he said, “‘where Lady 
Creek crosses it. If you get hungry or run into trouble of 
any nature, you can find me easy.” 

I thanked him and watched him fade into the darkness, 
with the hounds loping away at an angle to find a new trail. 

I fell off to sleep that night while looking up at the stars 
and listening to the leaves scamper through the woods. I 
awoke before daylight, as cold as if I had been packed in 
ice. The fire had burned to coals, so I built it up again and 
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at any time since I walked into the wilderness two days 
before. My muscles were more flexible, my wind had im- 
proved, and my ears and eyes were keener for the sounds 
and sights around me. I had more confidence, too, in Mm) 
ability to keep a satisfied belly. I was even regretful that 
my experiment was limited to a week, and that I wasn't 
starting out on some adventure that would span a continen' 
instead of a few square miles. 

The oaks and hickories came abruptly to an end on the 
brow of a long, parabolic slope, where an old field was 
crowded to the rim with pines. Although it was too late in 
the year for the pine thicket to be a source of food, I walked 
into it with appreciation. 

At the far edge of the thicket several crows were con- 
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gregated and I had an eccentric notion. I had never eaten 
crow, at least in its physical form, and stalking one for the 
pot would be an interesting test of my woodsmanship. 

Taking advantage of every tree and thick crown mass 
that hid me from the black cawers, I got close enough for a 
long shot at a bird swinging in the tip of a pine. At the 
crack of my rifle the gossiping ebon group opened a noisy 
tirade against their unseen enemy and moved off uphill. 

I made a second stalk and knocked another bird out cold 
and the rest of the flock took off, shrieking, for some other 
part of their range. Two crows were all I needed for my 
experiment, so I hung the carcasses on my belt and, at the 
first trickle of water, dressed them down to the dark meat. 
I salted the pieces and wrapped them in my bag. 


made my noon meal out of persimmons and a handful of 

honey-locust pods and lay down in an open sedge field 
out of the wind. Cold currents of air moved above the 
waist-high grass, but down below I was as snug as if I had 
warm brown blankets over me. I watched the wisps of 
clouds streak across the sky and wondered idly why a man 
should Knock himself out day after day in an office, en- 
larging his bankroll and his crop of ulcers until he was no 
longer able to appreciate the little things, like a drink of 
water and the sun’s warmth on his cheek. 

Late in the afternoon I went downhill for water and 
stumbled into a swamp white oak with large acorns. All the 
acorns in the white-oak group are good, and contain about 
as much sustenance as any food in the woods. The swamp 
white oak bears perhaps the sweetest fruit of the oak clan. 
The acorn is not bitter with tannic acid, as it is in most of 
the red oaks, which are identifiable by little sharp tips 
around the edges of the leaves. 

The glade beside the creek was littered with dead oak 
limbs, so I gathered my campfire fuel and stuck one of my 
crows on a spit to broil. While it cooked, I punched holes in 
the acorns to prevent steam from exploding them, and 
roasted them, with frequent turnings, close to the rim of 
the bright coals. 

When they had cooked to a rich brown I pulled them 
aside, let them cool, and peeled off the husks to salt the 
kernels. They weren't so tasty as either beechnuts or wal- 
nuts, or even the chestnuts I had toasted as a kid, but they 
made a very good side dish. 

I couldn’t say much for my crow. The meat was edible, 
and I suppose a starving man would welcome it, but give 
me quail breasts any day. 

I couldn’t go that second crow for breakfast. I left the 
carcass hanging on a bush and went hungry for the first 
time. After drowning the fire I turned downhill toward 
Murder Creek, to give my fishing line another chance. For 
three hours I traveled as leisurely as a foraging bear, pry- 
ing around rotten tree bases and tearing open decayed logs 
until I had collected a handful of white grubs. They looked 
good enough to eat, but I curbed my appetite and pushed on 
through the swamp until I came to a dingy river. In my 
aimlessness I had somehow missed the creek. Not that it 
mattered. One stretch of water was as good as another. I 
set out a couple of canes, baited with grubs, and sat back 
to watch the knobs of wood I had tied on as floats. 

An hour oozed by and I didn’t get a nibble. My stomach 
juices were beginning to complain, and I had made up my 
mind to shift my tackle either up or downstream, when two 
wood ducks appeared in the bend, drifting with the current. 
As slowly as I could, I reached behind me and retrieved the 
rifle I had leaned against a tree. 

The ducks drifted on serenely until one of them spotted 
me against the tree. He changed course, swam ‘in a little 
awkward circle, twisting his head from side to side, and I 
had a frantic feeling that both birds would take to the air 
before I could get in my blow. I wanted to make a head 
Shot, but with the range and the uncertainty of what the 
birds would do, I put the upper edge of my bead on the 
drake nearest me and released the firing pin. Both birds 
flopped into the air, but only one took off. The other 
bounced for a moment, then turned his feet to the sky. 

[ slid out of my trousers and jacket, and skidded down 
the muddy bank. The chill of the water took away my 
breath for an instant. The river was only shoulder-deep, 
but instead of wading I swam to keep my blood from con- 
Sealing, and intercepted the duck in midstream. 








I turned back to the bank below my fishing tackle, but 
it was too steep and muddy there and I couldn't find a place 
to clamber up. I threw my duck ashore and drifted down- 
stream, but the bank grew both higher and steeper, with no 
spot I could get a hand hold on to drag myself out. 

I suddenly realized that I was chilled through, and that 
I might get a cramp in the cold water. I stopped swimming 
and let down my feet, but they didn’t touch bottom. I 
caught at a dead limb hanging over the water. It broke off 
under my weight and I drifted on, treading water to keep 
warm, but so thoroughly chilled that I was beginning to 
become really alarmed. 

I might have ended up with the crawfish and salamanders 
but for a friendly grapevine. It had its roots ashore and its 
tendrils in the top of a tall tree on the riverbank, but it had 
dropped a big loop that almost touched water. Praying that 
it would hold my weight, I swung on it for half a minute to 
get my breath, then with an effort that took the last juice 
out of my sinews, I pulled myself up the muddy bank. 

Muddy, wet, and with a quick-freeze chill, I staggered 
along the edge of the bluff to my clothes, not even pausing to 
look for my duck. I pulled on my jacket and trousers over 
the mud and water. And then I noticed that one of my 
canes was bent until its tip touched the water. A two-pound 
blue cat had hooked itself on the grub and I dragged it 
flapping ashore. Then I went back to find my duck 

I retrieved my lines, dumped the grubs out of my pocket 
into the river, and headed through the swamp for high 
ground to cook myself a meal of roast duck, garnished with 
catfish. It was the most satisfying meal of all the trip. 

With my paunch full, I foraged more or less haphazardly 
for the remainder of the afternoon, filling my pockets and 
camp bag with hickory nuts, haws, and persimmons. 

It’s funny, that feeling you get concerning time, when 
you're on your own, with no appointments to meet, no 
clock to punch, no place to reach by a certain hour. I've 
never had more pleasure out of wandering aimlessly, with 
no thought except to enjoy the wilderness world around me 
My eye was never quicker to catch each flash of color, my 
ears never more in tune with the harmony of the woods. 
By moving unhurriedly and quietly I added a cottontail to 
my bag late in the afternoon, when I found him feeding on 
tender swamp-grass shoots in a low swale. 

I had adjusted: myself completely to this way of life. 
Bright lights and telephones and the scramble for existence 
seemed so far away that they could have been in another 
lifetime. I believe I could have followed this nomadic life 
for the remainder of my days. I ate when I was hungry, 
slept when I was weary, and during the other hours of both 
daylight and darkness wandered as free as any of nature's 
creatures. Many times I could have hoarded rations by 
taking more than I needed, but there simply wasn’t any 
reason to pack around a lot of dead game and fish or to stuff 
my pockets with fruits and nuts. Sustenance was there when 
1 needed it and nature Kept it much fresher than I ever could. 


realized with some despondency that I would have to be 

heading back to the bright lights and pavements, but 
even when I headed toward the farmhouse where I had 
parked my car I traveled leisurely, hunting as I went. 

I heard cars, smelled gasoline fumes, and found the paved 
highway late in the afternoon, three miles from my auto- 
mobile. I drove by to see Wiley Hadaway, and found him 
milking his cows. ‘The next time you try that stunt,’’ he 
said, “I want t’ go along.”’ 

That night I slept in a bed for the first time in more than 
a week. It wasn’t nearly so restful as I had imagined it 
would be. I kept feeling under my posterior for rocks and 
roots to dig out of the way, and waking occasionally to look 
for stars and listen for the wind in the trees. But in a day 
or two I was again adjusted to the questionable comforts 
of the modern world. 

I don’t recommend such a test of survival for anyone who 
is not at least partly toughened to the rigors of the wild. 
3ut the man with fishing and hunting experience, and a 
touch of ingenuity and woodcraft, could never spend any 
finer hours, keeping himself as his forebears did, alive and 
fairly comfortable in the wilderness. Nor is there a better 
tonic for the soul. 


THE END 
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Russ tumbles a Michigan woodcock as it twists through the screening limbs of birch trees. Wide, dense shot patterns get through 


shouldn't give the wrong impres- 

sion of Tucker. He's a nice guy. 

He'd give you his shirt. But that 
day—the day we first met him—I'd 
have wrapped a rock in that shirt and 
heaved it back at him. As for the red 
setter with him, I'd have smiled at the 
sight of a dogeatcher hustling him off 
to the pound. I'll readily admit I 
hadn't enough foresight to guess that 
this combination would leave me laugh- 
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We'd fin‘shed our summer 
woodcock ‘hunting’ and 
were ready for the fall 
pay-off. Then a stranger 
and a fool dog barged in. 
Well, what could we do? 








ing like crazy at the end of a wonde 
ful dav 

Tucker knocked on Russell's doo 
morning the woodcock season openc! 
just as we were preparing to leave. 1 
big red setter was beside him. 
Tucker gave it a pat. Then he 
“They told me in town you fellows : 
woodeock hunters.”’ 

Piat So'r"" 

“I mean the kind who really h 

















by BYRON W. DALRYMPLE 


woodcock, not just take ’em as they 
come while grouse hunting.”’ He pulled 
nervously at the setter’s ear. “I’m 
from New England. I don’t know your 
Michigan country—”’ 

New Englanders! Few of them know 
we kill more woodcock here than all 
the hunters in most Eastern states 
lumped together. ‘‘This is a good coun- 
try,’ I said. ‘‘We could show you 

The fellow grinned. ‘‘That’s what I 
was thinking.” 

Russ glared at me. The big 
trotted off, nosed around my car. 
ing the open door, he hopped in. 
what can you do? 

Looking grim, Russ fetched his two 
fireball springers. I knew what he 
was thinking. This was October, but he 
was remembering summer evenings, 
the time and effort we'd spent in obser- 
vation—-getting ready for our first big 
day. We had taken to hunting wood- 
cock twice a year, a system that really 
works. It wasn’t right, having a tourist 
horn in on our pay-off. 

We were quiet as we drove the back 
trails. Suddenly Russ said, ‘‘Hey, there's 
that rock marker.”’ I stopped. The ter- 
rain was high, flat, and sandy, and the 
large grass fields were dotted with 
jackpine plantings. I was amused at 
the look of chagrin on Tucker's face. 
Surely, it said, you dopes don’t hunt 
woodcock in this stuff. 

“It was right here we saw 10 of them 
that night,’’ Russ said. ‘Cross your 
fingers.” 

I wheeled the car out across the grass 
to where the white birches, gleaming in 
the crisp morning sun, began marching 
down to a winding creek bottom thick 
with alder and fat little balsams. ‘‘We're 
here,” I said, and opened the door. 

The burly red setter let out a yip and 
bolted over me. Like an antelope in full 
flight, he streaked for the bottom. Russ 
and I, getting our guns together, tried 
not to notice. Behind us, Tucker said, 
‘“Fexcuse me, fellows, but we'd better 
hurry. He’s making game.” 

It has long seemed to me an unfortu- 
nate thing that so few American gun- 
ners hunt woodcock. Few know where, 
how, or when to find the birds. Most 
either don’t recognize woodcock cover, 
or think they can’t hit the birds, or 
decide there aren’t any when actually 
there may be hundreds hidden not far 
away. 

But I wasn’t thinking about those 
things at the moment. That wonderful 
sound was sifting down on the breeze. 
Woodcock, but there couldn’t be that 
many. They were bouncing up, spiral- 


setter 
Spy- 
Well, 


ling, twittering, hanging against the 
bright blue sky, skittering through the 
autumn foliage, fading over the horizon 
by singles, twos, and fours. 

So here was a guy who wanted to 
know about hunting Michigan wood- 
cock, did he? Well, I could tell him 
where to start: by hitching that oaf of 
a dog to a tree. We stood there boiling, 
yet awed by the skyful of action, help- 
lessly out of shooting range, but with 
inward satisfaction that our summer 
scouting system had worked. 

Tucker said, “I guess we 
quite quick enough.” 

“That would be damned quick,” I 
said, forgetting my field manners. 

“He certainly finds the game, I'll say 
that,” Tucker offered. 

Presently the dog came trotting back. 
Russ edged me around the other side 
and whispered, ‘‘We're stuck, so we 
might as well take it. But at our next 
stop let’s send Tucker one way with 
that crazy setter and we'll go another.” 

We split the crew at our next hot 
spot, Russ and I following his two 
husky springers. Tails flickering, noses 
working frantically, they wheeled into 
the birch and poplar bordering the 
alders in the bottom. Then they scur- 
ried back in a tight circle. A woodcock 


weren't 


Proof that woodcock: re not so hard to hit 


was sitting tight somewhere right un- 
ter their feet. Then they found him. 

There’s no sound more thrilling than 
the silver-coin tinkling of a flushing 
woodcock’s wings, and this pudgy little 
leprechaun was up in a jingling fury. 
Pink feet dragging, preposterous bill 
dangling, he vibrated up through a 
birch. Russ swung swiftly. Up bounced 
a second woodcock. The gun spoke, 
paused, and boomed again. Both birds 
tumbled. Even though half the day was 
all but lost, it was worth it to see 
make that brilliant double. 

We hurried along. The dogs found 
another bird, and I dropped it. 
then Tucker came in. He looked hoi 

continued on page 154) 
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Russ grins as his two springers wait to share praise for retrieving a single bird 
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ADULT 
MOVE DOWNSTREAM, OCEANWARD 
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Its ONLY YOUNG EELS THAT 
MOVE UPSTREAM IN FRESH 
WATER, MATURE “SILVER 
EELS” MOVE DOWN: REAM 
TO SEEK THEIR SPAWNING 
GROUNDS IN THE OCEAN 
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oon HAVE NO UPPER 
FRONT TEETH, AND NEITHER DO DEER, THEY 
WRAP THEIR. TONGUES AROUND GRASS 
OR BROWSE AND CUT IT BETWEEN 
LOWER INCISORS AND BARE UPPER JAW. 








OST FISH-EATING BIRDS DIVE FROM 
HEIGHTS TO NAG THEIR PREY, BUT THE 
CORMORANT STARTS AT THE SURFACE 
AND" FLIES” UNDER WATER TO OVERTAKE 

ITS QUARRY. 





THe FLAMINGO 
IS THE ONLY ’ 
BIRO THAT TURNS 
ITS HEAD UPSIDE | 
DOWN TO FEED, “ 
WORKING ITS = 
CURVED BILL LIKE 

A DREDGE TO ROOT 
SMALL SHELLFISH — 


FROM SHALLOW - - 
POOLS. 












| Wren lad 


| PORPOISE HITS 
LV THE sack,HE 
7 REALLY GETS 
A LITTLE 
SHUT-EYE. 
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> DOESN'T SLEEP 


y WITH HIS EVES 
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A living being? My finger goes 
through it without resistance 





Above: Joerg, every muscle tense, 
closes in on the sleeping shark 
Below: Our cameras, in their water- 
proof cases, get us many a trophy 








Above: A big tarpon pulls Joerg 
hither and yon through the water 
Below: One never knows what to 
expect next in the weird sea ‘‘forest’’ 


Look, ma, no hands! erg latches 


onto a turtle above) and rides 





A puffed-up hedgehog fish cy $ The most dangerous antagonist the F 


now develops a slow leak author ever met—a vicious moray 


The huge manta ray drags me 


with irresistible force into the depths 
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From: DIVING TO ADVENTURE by Hans Hass 
Copyright, 1951, by Doubleday & Co., Inc. 
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With my arms impaled on the 
sea-urchin spines, I looked 
into the moray’s evil face 


DIVING TO ADVENTURE 


BY HANS HASS 


Here’s the thrilling personal story of one of the 
masters of undersea fishing—condensed from his book 


not even a toe dancer can pass among them, they are un- 

doubtedly on the beach of Juan-les-Pins. You never 
know whether it’s a waiter from Toulouse, an American 
movie director, or an English lord. 

The slim figure playing ball with a well-known English 
jazz-band leader was a princess, the daughter of the white 
Maharajah of Sarawak. The onlookers were two American 
girls, a Swedish lawyer, my friend Jacques, and Locatelli, 
the Italian ex-champion welterweight. The three portly 
ladies, gleaming with fat, who were roasting in the sun 
beside me, were Russian émigrés who had opened a restau- 
rant near the Palais Wilson. 

An elegant lady passed by. She was almost without 
make-up, her expression was chilly, and she wore a high- 
button dress. An unusual sight in these surroundings. 
Where had I seen her? Of course—at the Casino. She was 
Joan Warner, the strip-teaser. 

For a month I romped with this menagerie, and thought 
it exciting and splendid. Then I succumbed to an unhappy 
love—a young student can find even that on the sunny Medi- 
terranean shores of France—-and started taking walks in 
solitude. That was how I got to the remote Cap d’Antibes. 
It was a marvelous day. Not a breath was stirring, the air 
quivered over the hot cliffs, the sea was tired and gentle. 
Every now and then a wave would grumble, having gone 
astray under the bank, and angrily seek its way back. 

I undressed mournfully and was getting ready to bathe 
when I noticed a human body among the rocks. It floated 
motionless on the surface, the head hanging under water; 


l a few hundred people are lying so close together that 


at first I thought the man was dead. But then the head 
rose; the swimmer took breath. He wore rubber goggles 
over his eyes, and in his right hand he hada long stick. 

I now watched the man disappearing from time to time 
beneath the waves. He did not dive as you usually do but 
sank away absolutely without a sound, so that no waves 
betrayed where he had vanished. Each time it would be 
astonishingly long before he reappeared at quite another 
spot, as noiselessly and unexpectedly as he had gone. 

Inquisitively I climbed out on a jutting crag. What was 
the man doing? 

He had dived again now, and was swimming past me about 
10 feet under, a big brown creature below the waves. The 
water was so calm and clear that I could follow his move- 
ments perfectly. He swam remarkably carefully and cau- 
tiously, and pointed his stick at a colored bunch of seaweed. 
I looked closer—there was a fish! And at the same moment 
his stick flashed forward. A brief gleam in the water, then 
the man came to the surface. On his spear gleamed a fish, 
pierced through the middle. 

The man finally came ashore and I made his acquaintance. 
He was an American by the name of Guy Gilpatric, and, I 
discovered later, a well-known writer and correspondent for 
the Saturday Evening Post. He told me he had been pur- 
suing his underwater hunting for some years; ordinarily 
he hunted with two friends from a small yacht. The man 
must have been at least in the 40’s but seemed considerably 
younger. His skin was tanned by water and sun, his hair 
like a bun. le of straw. 

“A harpoon?” he repeated. “The best man to make you 
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one is Martin the mechanic at Antibes. He wants 300 francs. 
But don’t go swimming alone in deep water, because sharks 
sometimes come over to the cape here. And watch out for 
octopuses too!”’ 

Then he thrust the knife with which he had killed the 
fish back into its sheath, pulled his goggles over his eyes, 
and vanished again in the sea. A strange brown creature, 
moving soundlessly among the rocks. 


he first time anyone looks under water with watertight 

goggles he is amazed. Whereas with the naked eye 
you see everything under water so blurred that you cannot 
even decipher the headline of a newspaper, with goggles you 
can see just as plainly as in the air. The reason is that the 
light is refracted differently under water than it is in the 
air, and our eyes are not adapted to the change. In order to 
see clearly, you have to put an air space between eye and 
water, such as watertight goggles provide. An important 
point is that the glasses of the goggles must be exactly 
parallel, otherwise you get a double image. 

The eyes of fish are adapted to the refraction of water by 
having, not lentil-shaped lenses like ours, but spherical ones, 
with the corresponding disadvantage that a fish’s eye— 
photographically speaking—has only a very small depth of 
focus. In addition, its eyes are not parallel but look to the 
sides, which gives it a wider field of vision but also destroys 
the capacity to see things spatially. For these reasons a 
skillful and careful swimmer can creep up on a fish un- 
observed. Even if the fish’s eye is upon him, that is no sign 
the creature will necessarily see him. 

Monsieur Martin welcomed me cordially, proclaiming his 
fondness for my native city of Vienna. He regretted that 
he could not deliver the harpoon before next week, and even 
then only at 400 francs. I sighed and gave the order anyway. 
[ was luckier at the optician’s in Cannes, where one pair of 
watertight goggles was still in stock. I tried them on and 
they fitted me as if made to measure. 

Fifteen minutes by motor launch will take you from 
Cannes to the Isle Sainte-Marguerite, the far-famed ‘Pearl 
of the Mediterranean.” In reality its little sister, Saint- 
Honorat, hiding modestly behind it, is the true pearl. This 
island is almost completely uninhabited. Only in the center, 
where the spruce forest is thickest, an old monastery hides, 
and on the south coast a great, lonely ruined tower rises up. 
It was here I wanted to try out my goggles. 

The first attempt was a failure. I saw nothing at all. The 
goggles steamed over on the inside. Luckily I remembered 
that just before Guy Gilpatric went back into the water he 
had spat copiously into his goggles. I spat into mine and 
that turned the trick. 

The water was crystal clear and now I could see into a 
strange and oddly glimmering world. The reflected sunlight 
on the waves danced over the jagged rocks below me, across 
chasms, and through gaudy seaweed shrubbery, constantly 
changing color. There were fish here, too, some even fairly 
big. But when I happened to glance at my hands, I realized 
that the fish could not be so very ‘big after all, because 
my hands likewise looked much bigger than they actually 
were. Like a wrestler’s paws, in fact. The refraction of 
the light in the air space within the goggles makes every- 
thing seem a third bigger, just as your finger looks bigger 
if you stick it in a glass of water. 

When I dived, the fish didn’t seem particularly timid. I 
even got so close to one with big pop eyes that I tried to 
grab him. But again refraction fooled me. Through the 
goggles everything looked not only a third bigger but cor- 
respondingly closer; my reach always fell short. I started 
practicing on quieter targets, diving for shells and red 
starfish that contrasted gaily with the green-covered rock, 
and I chanced on a sea snail weighing nearly five pounds. 

Peering about and diving ever deeper, I worked my way 
along the coast. The world above water and my unhappy 
love were forgotten; a new world and a happier love had 
come to me. So I was all the more surprised when I popped 
up in a little cove and saw three young women sunning 
themselves here in the solitude, as unclad as Eve in Para- 
dise. When the three discovered me, they sprang up and 
tried in confusion to cover themselves with something. But 
their clothes were far away, and stones would not serve the 
purpose. The three sprang boldly into the water beside me. 
To escape my eye.... 


Goggle fishing is most assuredly fair. You confront the 
fish in its own element, where almost every advantage is 
on its side. It can swim faster, stay under water indefinitely, 
never suffers earache, and needs no nose clip. The goggle 
fisher’s harpoon and his intellect are his only strong points, 
but even then not always, because neither avails him against 
the teeth of a shark. In battle with the great predatory fish 
of the sea the goggle fisher has no advantage at all. Surely 
this is the height of fairness. 

At last the great moment came—Monsieur Martin handed 
me the finished harpoon. It consisted of three parts screwed 
together and was nine feet long. At the top, on a short iron 
shaft, gleamed the artfully forged head. In the fish’s body 
it would instantly come free of the shaft, leaving the fish 
on a short line that was in turn fastened to the pole of the 
harpoon. In that way I could pull my prey to the surface. 

A few friends, past whom I rushed with shouldered har- 
poon, shouted after me. But I had no time. Finally I got to 
the cape, and here everything went like lightning. I hid my 
clothes under a rock and belted the dagger in its sheath 
around me. Harpoon in hand I clambered down across the 
rocks. Then I spat into my goggles and off I went. 

It was the same place where I had watched the American 
a week before; today the fish would meet a new adversary. 
Cautiously I glided into the water, peering around, anxiously 
avoiding any splash. Fish have a delicate sense for vibra- 
tions in the water; that much I had noticed the previous 
days, when I was simply diving with goggles. Any splash- 
ing, any quick motion in the water frightens them. I must 
grope forward with slow, harmonious swimming motions. 
Silent as a snake. 

Down yonder was a fish! 

I clenched my teeth. Calm, calm above all; I dived, or 
rather tried to dive, because with the long pole it was far 
from simple. The moment when I turned my body down- 
ward my feet splashed the surface. The fish was off. 

I’d have to practice the art of noiseless diving with the 
harpoon. Standing erect, with the harpoon pointing diago- 
nally downward, I had to sink as deep as possible, then pull 
myself farther by the shaft, then turn downward and take 
several strokes with my free left hand in order to get deep 
enough to stretch my legs without breaking the surface. 
This was no easy matter, particularly because you have to 
breathe in deeply before diving, which makes you very buoy- 
ant. I tried it several times until I could do it successfully. 

Nevertheless I could not get any of the fish. Heaven 
knew why it was: the same species of fish which, on previous 
days, I had come so close to that I thought I could touch 
them with my hand were now so timid that I could not get 
within 15 feet of them. The creatures squinted up at me 
with nervous anxiety, and often fled even before I dived. 
Was it the harpoon? Did they guess my evil intentions? 

Of course! Gilpatric had been fishing here. That would 
be it. I decided to swim across a cove to the next headland; 
perhaps it would be better there. As I got to the craggy 
shore of the headland I noticed a big fish, resting motionless 
beside a bunch of seaweed. The bunch struck me as oddly 
familiar. I located myself by shore points: it was actually 
the place where Gilpatric had taken his fish. 

With my last strength I dived and stalked the fish. Be- 
fore my mind’s eye I could see myself in the dining room 
of the hotel, the beautifully cooked fish befofe me. But 
now the fish was still alive. It nibbled at the seaweed, 
never dreaming what disaster awaited it. I tensed my body 
with the utmost concentration, and then, just as the fish 
looked up, I thrust home, thrust with all my strength— 
into the rocks. 

The fish moved slightly to one side and swam off with- 
out haste. There was no need for him to hurry now. The 
spearhead—my precious, expensive spearhead—was broken. 


f you paddle around barefoot in the Orinoco River in 
South America you find yourself suddenly falling over, 
paralyzed. The natives will say regretfully, ‘“Arimna,’ 
meaning a snakelike creature whose mysterious powers have 
caused more than one scientist to rack his brains. In the 
whole animal kingdom there is only one other creature, 4 
fish, that is equipped with a disastrous power like the 
arimna’s. As chance would have it, this very one was the 

first fish I ever harpooned. 
I was not hunting alone. I had chanced to meet in Juan 
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les-Pins my old friend Burli Marischka, who promptly 
joined me, acquired goggles, and was no’less enthusiastic 
than I. Our first stalking hunt together took us to the 
reefs at the east tip of Saint-Honorat, which were alive with 
fish. Suddenly Burli pointed downward. Just below us, on 
the edge of a seaweed meadow, rested a strange creature, 
flat and round like a pancake, with a dainty little tail. The 
fish did not stir. I simply nailed it to the sand. 

“What kind of wretched brute is that?” cried Burli when 





I used to go fishing with a switch. With beautiful red-and- 
white tassels on it, because red and white are the octopus’s 
favorite colors. If you come near his holé with the tassels 
he grabs right at them and hangs himself on the hook. And 
what eating!” 

He told us about Turkey, which he had never seen, about 
octopuses, about Naples, and also about a wreck that he 
Said was on the sea floor not far from Cannes. 

The next day we went to the place. As a boy I had read 








Burli cried out in fright when he touched the fish. It gave off an electric shock 


I came up again. But when he touched “the wretched 
brute” he cried out in fright. 

It was a torpedo, a ray, which gives off an electric shock 
when you touch it. The body of this fish contains an organ 
that generates and stores electricity. How this living bat- 
tery functions is something the savants have not quite 
decided even yet. The torpedo paralyzes and kills small fish: 
the South American electric eel, the arimna, can paralyze 
a horse with one jolt. 

Back at the beach a phonograph was playing “La Pa- 
loma.”” Beside it sat the old Turk, obviously drunk again, 
watching some fishermen poke around with long switches in 
the knee-deep water. When we sat down beside him he 
began to cry and confessed he was not a Turk at all. He 
Said he’d been born in Naples, and had been a fisherman. 

“Just like those fellows out there,” he said. “That’s how 


a story about a diver on a wreck and had cherished romantic 
ideas on the subject ever since. The present reality, however, 
was rather prosaic. Nevertheless we found it most exciting. 
We dived down to the old captain’s bridge, commanded now 
solely by jellyfish and starfish; to the forecastle, which had 
collapsed into a heap of rusty iron. Fish large and small 
swam everywhere among the twisted iron sheets. 

I dived to an open door and was peering into the darkness 
of the compartment when I noticed to one side of me a 
massive body creeping shapeless and slimy from a crevice 
and gliding like slow ooze across the deck. 

I saw by the tentacles that I was dealing with a big octo- 
pus. Its slit eyes glared at me, cold and evil. Guy Gilpatric 
had warned me never to harpoon an octopus, because some- 
times the impaled beast would climb up the shaft. 

I swam to the surface and looked around. Burli was far 

















otf. Aboard the wreck below the octopus was already movy- 
ing back toward a crevice. If I meant to do anything I 
must be quick about it. 

I hesitated no longer but plunged and drove the harpoon 
square into the slimy body. With the same movement I 
snatched it back so that the head would come off the shaft, 
and the octopus could not climb the harpoon. This yanked 
the beast off the deck. It immediately squirted an inky 
fluid into the water and shot jerkily hither and thither like 
a smoke rocket. 

I sped upward, dragging the creature behind me, and had 
barely managed to reach the surface when I felt a slimy 
arm clutching my legs. In an instant the octopus had fixed 
all eight tentacles upon me, and I could not shake it off. 
Though I had a knife I could scarcely go jabbing around my 
legs in the turbid water. Besides, I needed both arms to 
stay on the surface. The octopus hung to me like a leaden 
weight. 

I yelled for help, and luckily Burli was soon at hand. He 
and another man who rushed to my assistance from shore 
pulled me in. Once ashore we tore the tentacles off my 
legs; each of the many suckers had left a red circle on my 
skin. The ottopus was 111% feet across, and we had to 
stab its head innumerable times before it was dead. 

“Stabbed it in the head?” cried the horrified Turk, when 
we showed him our prey that evening. ‘You mustn’t ever 
kill an octopus with a knife—that only destroys his body 
but not his evil spirit.” 

He explained that you must reach into the monster’s 
pouch-shaped body and turn it inside out like a glove. Only 
then would the creature really be dead—body and spirit. 
Having made good our omission he took a club and began 
pounding the now doubly dead brute. Very few people knew, 
he leered, that octopus meat was just as good eating as 
lobster. 

After counting out 99 blows he dropped bits of the 
creature into boiling water. The skin turned red and peeled 
off; the white meat was delicate and really tasted delicious. 
We ate it with mayonnaise until we were sick to our stom- 
achs, playing ‘La Paloma” the while. 


face age feet from me swims a silvery fish with an 
arched, high back and pointed little mouth. He swims 
somewhat comfortably yet briskly from seaweed to seaweed, 
from cliff to cliff, nibbling at a rock here, taking an interest 
in a small crab there, then swims on a bit, encountering a 
colleague who apparently has something to tell him, and 
finally, quite elaborately, picks out a spot for a rest between 
two rocks. I know the fish: it’s a sea bream. I dive quickly, 
because a cleft is the easiest place to outwit the bream, but 
before I get down there the restless spirit had already left 
his hiding place. So I shall have to try another way. I 
swim slowly and very carefully behind him, and before long 
he grows irresolute. He knows something is going on behind 
him but does not know what it is, and would like to. “Shall 
I make a run for it,” he seems to be wondering, ‘‘or mightn’t 
I better look first to be sure it’s necessary?’ He keeps 
squinting back at me, first from the left and then from the 
right side. Although desperately short of breath I keep up 
my pursuit, and finally the bream’s curiosity grows to the 
point where he can no longer control it. He turns, places 
himself crosswise, and squints back. And at that moment 
I thrust. 

Swimming on, I reach a spot overgrown with sea kale, 
where a school of fat gold-striped salpa are grazing. They 
look as if they must burst at any moment. The entire 
meaning of their life seems to be gluttony. They are always 
eating—morning, noon, and evening, possibly even at night. 
Mostly you see just their tails, because their heads are 
burrowing in the lush green. Nevertheless it is almost im- 
possible to get near them unnoticed. One of the creatures 
always discovers the danger in time, the warning flap of a 
fin shrills through the water, and the next moment they 
are all in flight. Individuals that have strayed while grazing 
race blindly after the rest. 

I hope to make use of that fact now. I wait until a 
fair-size fish has separated from the others while gour- 
mandizing, and then I dive perpendicularly to the bottom 
some distance from him. Creeping like an Indian just above 
the floor I succeed in getting between the single creature 
and its school unnoticed. As soon as I am sure of myself I 


make a motion, and then watch sharply. The school flees, 
and my expectation is justified: the single fish comes rushing 
straight at me, obviously with nothing in his head except to 
get back to the school by the shortest route. Not until he is 
right upon me does he swing about—and at that moment 
I thrust. 

With the gold-striped salpa in my game net I swim on, 
and then I notice a gray shadow beneath the waves. My 
friend the branzino, a dashing, predatory fish, is a regular 
daredevil. He comes straight at me, glaring defiantly like 
a German university student trying to pick a duel. At first 
I never knew the etiquette of the situation, because I couldn’t 
spear him from in front. I have since learned a good dodge. 
I wait until the branzino is as close as possible to the tip 
of my harpoon, and then startle him with a short, harmless 
jab. He dodges like a flash, and whisks a few yards away. 

Then he immediately collects himself and—obviously to 
take the ignominy out of his flight—comes back with a 
graceful sweep. You can see his eyes flashing. With quiver- 
ing fins he fixes his gaze on the harpoon head. And when 
nothing more happens he turns haughtily to one side, slowly, 
the more fully to express his superiority. And at that mo- 
ment I thrust! 

Fish are not nearly so dull and tiresome as most people 
think. On the contrary, their natures are as varied and 
colorful as their shapes. Many of them have pronounced 
traits of character that positively challenge comparison with 
human beings. Almost each species has particular habits, 
and is distinguished from others by its own character, in- 
telligence, and temperament. In many species these peculi- 
arities are so pronounced you can recognize the fish just as 
well by their behavior as by their bodily characteristics. 

But since these differences are apparent only in nature, 
not in an aquarium, and oceanographers have seldom had a 
chance to observe on the spot, psychological characteristics 
have scarcely been used in classification. Here the under- 
water huntsman has a chance to do valuable scientific work. 
He is in constant intimate contact with the creatures; his 
every movement produces certain movements on the part 
of the fish in reaction. From hunting them he gets to know 
them so well that he can often tell beforehand what they 
will be doing the next moment. 

It is interesting, too, that wounded fish of different species 
behave differently. Some try for a crack in the rocks re- 
gardless, others always stay on the surface, others, again, 
always flee toward the deep sea. If you injure a fish in the 
gills it swims to the surface bleeding profusely, and often 
seeks out shallow water. Since the fish’s gills are its lungs, 
it suffers from want of breath and floats helplessly at the top. 

In the first week of my hunting with Burli we once fished 
near the little village of Theoule, where at a certain distance 
from shore the flat, stony beach plunges off to a great depth. 
On this threshold I took several fish in rapid succession, 
among them a five-pound mullet that I hit right in the gill. 
The creature flapped violently, yanked itself off the spear- 
head, and fled, bleeding, toward shallow water. I followed as 
fast as I could, but a fishing boat got in my way and I lost 
sight of the creature. Meanwhile Burli, along shore, was 
hunting shells and crabs, while a few fisherfolk and bathers 
sitting on the beach watched him. 

Suddenly they saw an odd spectacle. Burli stopped, 
looked fixedly ahead, then took a few steps and flung him- 
self headlong into the water. There was a huge splash, 
and when he stood up he pulled a big, flapping fish out of 
the water with his bare hands. 

The mullet gasped for air, and the people gasped even 
more. Only Burli lost none of his aplomb. ‘Catch fish by 
hand?” he said. “Why, at home in Austria any child can 
do that!” 


“Yoon after this I was able to rent a bicycle, and came to 

know the whole coast as far as Saint-Raphael. I fished 
off Cap Miramar, off the rocks near Trayas, and finally even 
near the romantic cliffs of Drammont. And I soon acquired 
a good eye for fishing grounds. 

I encountered very few fish on sandy bottoms or seaweed 
meadows, obviously because there is not enough food there. 
Things were better in coves, among seaweed, sand, and 
boulders, and along much-split rocky shores, where caves 
and clefts offered refuge to the innumerable tiny beings. 
Here the denizens of the coast encountered those of the deep 
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sea. The currents drove great quantities of tiny organisms 
past, which were devoured by swarms of small fish; these 
in turn were consumed by bigger fish, which hid in the surf 
caves; and sometimes huge deep-sea visitors arrived, in 
whose stomachs the chain came to an end. 

I kept striving to dive deeper and deeper, but at 40 feet 
the pressure in my ears grew so heavy that I could not go 
any farther. At first my nose complained, too, but it soon 
became resigned to its fate. If I dived deep, water would 
get into my sinuses, but it did not hurt, and as soon as I 
reached shore again it would run out of its own accord. 

As for staying under, I don’t believe I ever lasted more 
than 1% or at most two minutes that summer. Burli, how- 
ever, thinks otherwise. It happened this way: 

We were exploring some surf caves in a bay and happened 
on a cavern below the water level, which seemed to lead 
fairly far into the bank. While Burli waited outside, I 
dived with the spear and pushed my way inside. As soon as 
my eyes became used to the darkness I saw that the cavern 
widened toward the back. Not seeing any fish I was about to 
turn back, when I saw a dull gleam of light that came from 
a side cavern in the rear. I followed the light, swam around 
a corner, and found that the cavern had a second exit. As 
there was a good-size fish there, silhouetted against the 
bright circle of the opening, I pushed forward and had an 
easy time harpooning him. Pretty well out of breath I 
surfaced in a tiny pool some distance within the shoreline. 
I killed the fish, took a rest, and then went back as I had 
come. 

Burli was beside himself. I had been under water at least 
five minutes, he declared. And he must have known. 

Another day we were hunting along the reefs on the 
eastern tip of Saint-Honorat, at the same place where we 
had taken that first torpedo. I harpooned a few mullet and 
sea bream, and a dorado whose gills turned a golden red 





Joerg sat down on Alfred’s chest, and I followed suit 


in death. Then 30 feet down, off the outermost reef, where 
the bottom sinks away almost perpendicularly, we spied a 
big fish with a green-and-brown pattern. He hung quietly 
before the entrance to a cave in the rock and goggled 
rather stupidly. 

Him we had to have! 

So as not to frighten the creature, we swam back cau- 
tiously to the crag and held a council of war. The fish was 
so big we could not possibly overpower it with our short 
line. We needed a long rope. Then we would fasten one 
end to the harpoon head and the other to Burli. He would 
sit on the crag and hold the fish fast; then, together, we 
would pull it up. 

We swam back to the island and got a 90-foot rope from a 
fisherman when we offered him our clothes as security. By 
way of payment we were to give him the head of the fish; he 
wanted it for soup. 

Meanwhile the sky had clouded over, and a thunderstorm 





was coming up from the east. The sea was stained grayish- 
blue and the first squalls were already whistling over the 
waves. We leaped into the water with our rope, and found 
the sea astonishingly warm. When we came to the crags, the 
surf was already so high that a mountainous wave would 
sometimes carry us up as high as the rock. Seconds later 
we'd be twice as deep below. 

Burli now tried to climb up the outermost rock, but the 
waves kept washing him down again. He went head over 
heels, and was rolled across the jagged rock that was cov- 
ered with sharp sea urchins. When I tried to help, the rope 
caught in the rocks, and as Burli was on one end and I with 
the harpoon on the other, everything got hopelessly tangled 
up, and we were fairly at the mercy of the waves. One 
lifted us up and plumped us down in the middle of the rocks, 
then the next wave came, broke over us, and tumbled us 
back across jagged stones and sea urchins. 


hen we finally got loose we felt flayed alive. We un- 

tangled the rope and arrived, fairly exhausted, at the 
spot where we'd seen the fish. Visibility under water was 
now very much worse on account of the heavy surf. At each 
breaker, clouds of spray went downward like air fountains 
We had to dive a dozen feet or more to see clearly at all. 

But luckily the fish was still there. He was still in the 
same place, still fanning his pectoral fins with dignity. 

While Burli stayed behind close by, near the rocks, I swam . 
a little farther out into deep water, where I could dive 
better. It was a queer situation: we were not 70 feet apart 
and yet saw each other only occasionally. When one of us 
was high up on a wave, the other would be at the bottom of 
a deep trough. Only when we were raised simultaneously 
by neighboring wave mountains were we able to see each 
other. 

On a signal from Burli that he was ready, I dived and 
swam downward among the clouds of spray. Countless 
small fish were hanging close to the cliff here, probably be- 
cause the surf killed a great many small creatures that 
drifted down the rocks to the bottom. 

I cast a last glance backward: the rope, attached to my 
harpoon head, led upward in a sweeping curve and vanished 
in the clouds of foam that hid Burli from my sight. He had 
fastened the end to his belt. The moment the fish was on, 
we had agreed, he was somehow to clutch the rocks. Then 
I would come to his assistance as fast as possible. 

The monster fish goggled dully at me. As I got closer, 
he withdrew, swimming slowly backward, into the entrance 
of his cave. At that moment a current came to my aid, 
carrying me within thrusting distance of the creature. I 
took careful aim, the fish turned slowly, and I thrust. That 
is, I was about to thrust, for at the very moment I shot my 
arm forward, the harpoon was yanked backward out of my 
hand. The fish gave me one last, surprised glance and van- 
ished in his cave. 

I swam back up, determined to throttle Burli. But he was 
innocent. A high wave had grabbed him and swept him 
away, and with him the rope and my harpoon. 

After these two failures I finally discovered’ the ideal 
solution. I tied the harpoon head to the long rope, but this 
time did it up in coils, which I fastened to my belt with an 
ingenious knot. The moment there was a pull at the rope, 
the knot would untie itself and the coils would fall free. I 
then swam up to the surface, quickly climbed the rocky 
shore, and from there tired out and landed the fish. 

The knot, an invention of my own, came within an ace of 
costing me my life. 

The summer was over, and we went fishing one last time 
along the romantic cliffs of Drammont. That day I had 
already taken a large branzino by the new method, and 
then I met two big groupers, perhaps the most beautiful 
creatures of the Mediterranean. The creatures are big, 
sometimes up to 40 pounds, nobly shaped, dark blue, con- 
spicuously shy, and usually they sweep past by twos and 
threes at unattainable depths. I had often tried to take one 
of these splendid creatures but never had succeeded. 

This time chance came to my assistance. I encountered 
the two big fish in a narrow channel between two reefs, 
which they were trying to pass through in one direction, 
I in the other. Exactly in the middle we met. Since big 
fish generally dislike to go out of their way, and groupers 
scorn all undignified haste anyway, the two of them swung 
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One wave plumped us on the rocks; the next tumbled us across the sea-urchin spines 


around fairly leisurely, which was fatal to the leading fish. 
Or, rather, it was almost fatal to me. 

I hit the creature with a good thrust, but my patent knot 
would not let go. The fish whizzed off, straight downward, 
towing me 10 feet after him. I tried everything I could 
think of to make the knot see reason, but rope, belt, and 
bathing trunks fused into one entity. 

I have not always told the upshot of this adventure quite 
truthfully. The real course of events seemed to me too 
ignominious. I usually asserted that I had drawn my knife 
and cut the rope, but in reality I had forgotten and left the 
knife ashore. The fish kept pulling me ever downward and 
no matter how I tugged at the line, this time the head sat 
fast. 

I lost my nerve, beat about me, got water under my 
goggles, coughed, swallowed, and did not realize until the 
last moment what a serious fix Iwas in. There was nothing 
for it but to bend frantically backward and force my way 
out of the bathing trunks, which were drawn very tight. 
But while they, along with rope and patent knot, were left 
at the disposal of the grouper, I got back to the upper world, 
and Burli gaped mightily when he saw me coming ashore. 


oe at my home in Vienna, my life resumed its normal 
course. I matriculated at the university and started a 
law course, because I was to take over my father’s office 
later. I had really meant to study zoology, but father said 
zoology was all well and good if you had money; if not you 
could easily starve at it. 

Anyway, I wrote a glowing account of my harpoon fishing, 
which appeared in an anglers’ journal. I got a fee of 200 
marks, with which I bought a camera. Then I had a 
mechanic build me a watertight case, because I was de- 
termined to bring back underwater photographs from my 
next trip. I also tinkered with new harpoons and got a 
pair of swimming fins from France, where they had just 
been introduced at the World’s Fair. 

I now began to study diving, and learned that a person 
can breathe (in a diving helmet) at any considerable depth 
under water only if the air he breathes is under the same 
pressure as his body. This is the principle on which the div- 
ing helmets used by William Beebe and his colleagues work. 
The helmet is open at the bottom; in essence, it’s a small 
diving bell put over the head, with air supplied through a 
tube by a hand pump. Beebe’s accounts excited me so 
much I had a similar helmet built. We tried it out that 
spring in the Old Danube. For the first time I could move 
under water without any difficulty in breathing. But when 


I got home hours later there was room for only one thing 
in my head—headache! 

Whenever anyone asks me whether you don’t have to be 
a champion swimmer to harpoon fish under water I tell him 
the story of Joerg Boehler. 

From the very start he was a nonswimmer. He could 
keep his head above water, and that was all. He was fond 
of sailing, though. And very shortly he became the best 
underwater hunter I know. The following summer he ac- 
companied me on an expedition to the islands dotting the 
coast of Yugoslavia on the Adriatic Sea. 

Our first day’s hunting began with Joerg jabbing the 
harpoon into his foot. As soon as the flow of blood had been 
stanched somewhat we went into the water and I witnessed 
a most impressive performance. Joerg, who was making 
his first attempt with fins, scrabbled around in circles a 
few times like an unfledged bird, then started moving his 
fins, and suddenly buzzed off. He seemed to have found 
limbs that he had lacked before. He swam straight down 
into the depths. 

We roamed along the coast and I introduced Joerg to the 
various species of fish. I explained to him how you just had 
to dive and creep up without a sound. I was just about to 
demonstrate when he dived noiselessly himself, stalked for- 
ward, and shortly afterward came to the surface with a 
neatly harpooned fish. So I kept my wisdom to myself and 
took pains to catch something of my own. But when I 
finally had a fish Joerg was already brandishing his third. 

Of course, there was luck in it, and some setbacks fol- 
lowed. But within less than a week he had learned prac- 
tically all the dodges. And from that date forward there 
was no unanimity in fish circles as to which of us it was 
better to avoid. 


he ocean lies quiet, only clucking with tiny wavelets 

against the rocks. Over it arches the glimmering, endless 
expanse of summer sky. High, high up above hang two 
lonely woolly-lamb clouds. Schools of fleeing anchovies 
whisk across the surface and sometimes a faint breeze 
drifts past, scented with blossoming figs. 

Joerg is all ready, and is sharpening his harpoon head 
with a file; I make haste to get into the water ahead of him. 
Ever since we’ve been hunting together we’ve noticed that 
the one who gets into the water first invariably harpoons 
the first fish. This time I am the one, and our superstition 
is promptly confirmed. 

I have scarcely gone under when I see two big branzinos 
roaming shadowlike through the reefs, and very shortly 
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the bigger one is flapping on my line. I brandish him tri- 
umphantly above the water. Joerg grins and hurries after 
me. I look dgwnward again and see the head of an impres- 
sive grouper, peering out briefly between two rocks. Quickly 
I get the harpoon ready again, and before the grouper can 
count three I have harpooned him and yanked him out of his 
cave. When I kill him he spits out three gull bones. 

“Hey! One to one!’”’ comes a shout across the waves. 
Joerg is now brandishing a fish above water. He has har- 
pooned a dorado. 

“‘No—five to one,’ I yell back, lifting up the grouper as 
best I can; it must weigh at least 16 or 17 pounds. 

An hour later I come ashore again and lay out the fish I 
have taken in the shadow of a cliff. While I am waiting I 
see that Joerg is still diving at the same spot. After a while 
he shouts to me to come over if I can. He says he has a 
fish that is tangled under a rock. 

So I go back into the water, swim over, and am deter- 
mined to get the fish loose at the first attempt come what 
may. But it is a fairly hopeless task. Joerg has been using 
a heavy 150-foot fishing line, which is now completely 
snarled under a big boulder. And the fish is in such an 
awkward place that I cannot reach him with my hands. 

Nevertheless I do everything to get him loose, stay 
under water much longer than usual—and my patience is 
rewarded. Just as I am about to give up, the fish comes out 
of his hiding place of his own accord, voluntarily, so to 
speak—perhaps just to annoy Joerg. I grab him and shoot 
upward as fast as I can, because I am really at the end of 
my powers so far as air is concerned. Then suddenly, 10 
feet below the surface, a sharp jerk at my leg stops me, 
and I feel a burning pain in my ankle. Turning in alarm, I 
see that my leg has caught in a noose. I am tied to the line 
whose lower end is still hopelessly snarled under the rocks 
below. 

In my first excitement I tug at my belt, but my knife 
sheath is empty. I’ve gone and left it on shore again. 

With grim determination I grit my teeth, conquering the 
agonizing want of air. That I cannot free the line from the 
rock below is obvious. There is nothing for it but to untie 
the knot. But it is drawn tight and hard as a rock now, 
whereas my nails are completely softened by a soaking in 
the water. I work like a madman, trying again and again. 
Tears come to my eyes, a dull pain descends upon my head, 
and my chest rises and falls frantically—surely this can’t 
be the end! 

With unflagging patience I try again and again. And 
slowly, very slowly, the noose finally loosens. Then I get 
hold of a loop, pull at it, and something lets go—and I am 
free! With my last ounce of strength I manage to reach 
the surface. 

When I recover somewhat I see that Joerg is very pale. 
He too had no knife with him, and so all he could do was 
sit by and watch. If he had not kept calm I should probably 
not be alive now, for together we should never have undone 
the knot. 


or some time I’d been making plans for an expedition 

with some of my friends to tropical waters. Finally I 
settled on the Red Sea, the great, long sea that separates 
Africa from Asia. But the time was ill-chosen. The annex- 
ation of Austria by Germany made the political situation 
tense, and exit permits were hard to come by. Unfortunately 
I had to give up the Red Sea. 

Finally I settled on the Dutch island of Curacao in the 
Caribbean Sea, just off Venezuela in South America. My 
studies indicated that Curacao had coral banks and a 
healthy climate, and appeared to be suited in every way 
for our undertaking. I had very little money but figured 
that my friends and I could live in a tent and eat the fish 
we caught. 

Then chance came to my aid. I met a Dutch business man 


- who was attracted by a wild notion like mine. He agreed to 


bank 800 guilders in Curacao for us in return for a share 
of the proceeds we expected to realize from the expedition 
(books, articles, etc. ). 

As I was now studying at the Vienna Technological In- 
stitute—my father would still have none of zoology—I had 
very little free time, and Joerg was the only one who 
could help me with the preparations. We paid the bills 
ourselves, and I met my share with money I’d earned from 








lectures, newspaper articles, and my first book on under- 
water fishing. 

We tried to think of everything beforehand and improve 
our outfit in every way. Better harpoons, better fins, an 
underwater movie camera, and a new diving helmet were 
built to our designs. The construction of a special under- 
water camera was entrusted to a photographic firm in 
Dusseldorf. I ordered the tent outfit, rubber mattress, and 
all kitchen equipment in Vienna; the first-aid kit and hunt- 
ing guns were in Joerg’s department. He also procured a 
gigantic spring scale on which to weigh the fish we caught. 
When he unpacked it he looked dissatisfied. It would weigh 
only to 1,100 pounds! 

Burli brought me a book by Mitchell Hedges, which I 
drank in. Here was a man who knew the Caribbean and its 
inhabitants like the inside of his pocket, who had hunted 
gigantic fish there for years—sharks weighing more than 
1,700 pounds; 26-foot swordfish; giant rays; and turtles of 
absolutely unique size. And he had often looked down from 
a boat on the coral landscapes that we now hoped to make 
our hunting ground. ‘No painter,” I read, ‘‘could reproduce 
the luminosity of the colors. There is no expression for 
the color, no words to describe it.’’ 


pulled the lamp up and read on: “It would take great 

courage to venture into these unexplored, mysterious 
depths and penetrate the unknown with its unnamed ter- 
rors. ... There is no jungle in the world that hides such 
terrors as the deep tropical seas. I have seen tragedies that 
make the blood run cold. One moment there stood a man in 
the prime of life—the next, nothing but bloody, frothing 
water and a weeping wife and fatherless children. 

“I have seen something worse. Thirty or 40 natives were 
bathing near their little village, among them a father with 
his grown sons. They were close to the shore, tumbling 
about in the water. Suddenly one of the sons, 16 years old, 
uttered a gurgling scream. His head disappeared under the 
surface, and the water turned red with blood. The father 
and an older brother rushed to the spot. At that moment the 
boy appeared, stretched out his arms, and screamed pierc- 
ingly. They grabbed his hands, and at the same moment 
there was a tremendous eddy in the water. A dorsal fin cut 
the surface, and the great shark flung itself again upon the 
boy. Frozen with horror, father and son watched the gi- 
gantic maw open. They heard the grinding of the jaws as 
they closed again. They held the boy’s hands, but only 
his head and shoulders were still there. .. .”’ 

I did not sleep very well that night. 

Three weeks before our ship was. to sail I called on my 
school friend Alfred von Wurzian and asked him if he 
wanted to go to the West Indies with me and Joerg. Once 
he’d recovered from his astonishment he fell upon my neck 
and accepted. We had known Alfred for years as a trust- 
worthy companion and one who had great capacity for 
enthusiasm. 

Another side of his character we discovered only in the 
course of living together. Alfred is one of those enviable 
people who find pleasure in being annoyed. It obviously 
gives him real satisfaction. As good friends we naturally 
took care that he should never be at a loss in this respect, 
but that was not enough; he went on hunting for annoyance 
under water. Later it became his favorite occupation to 
lie outside a big coral bush in whose maze of caverns a fish 
was hiding. Then we would see him swimming tirelessly 
around and around the coral bush with his harpoon at the 
ready, lurking now before this and now before that en- 
trance to the interior. At the same time the fish would 
keep swimming tirelessly around inside, always taking up 
a strategic position where Alfred’s harpoon could not reach 
him. 

Then Alfred would try to fool him. He’d scratch noisily 
with the harpoon on one side of the coral, and then hurry 
around as fast and as inconspicuously as possible to one of 
the opposite entrances. Usually the fish saw through this ma- 
neuver as well, and the annoyance and fun would continue. 
In one case Alfred spent three whole days on one and the 
same fish, whose habits he finally knew down to the last 
detail. 

In the evening by the campfire he would tell us with 
shining eyes what ruses he had thought up this time, and 
how the fish had circumvented them. Finally, the third 
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evening, Alfred was quiet, and appeared rather downcast. 
“Well, did he finally swim off on you?” asked Joerg 
sympathetically. 
“Oh, quite the contrary,” sighed Alfred. 
him today.” 


“I harpooned 


uracao—which is said to signify “roast priest’’—is about 
+ 40 miles long, sausage-shaped and rather flat; its hills 
‘look like dirty-gray shark fins. Because the Spaniards cut 
off the woods, and the goats they introduced kept nibbling 
away all the new tree shoots as fast they grew, the once- 
fertile island is now dry and barren, awakening to life only 
once a year during a rainy season of two scant months. 
Then the soil greedily drinks up the rare moisture, and 
within a few days the island turns green. Grass sprouts 
everywhere, the dried hedges take on leaves, and before they 
are quite grown the first blossoms begin to unfold. 

When the great oil deposits near Maracaibo, Venezuela, 
were discovered during World War I, Curacao came into its 
own. Maracaibo Bay is not navigable for large vessels and 
furthermore it has a man-killing climate. The Shell Oil 
Company built its refineries on Curacao. Tanks shot up 
out of the ground everywhere like ugly mushrooms, and 
were lovingly tended, for they brought money—any amount 
of money. Before dreamy Willemstad, with its old Dutch 
architecture, knew what was going on, it had become one of 
the world’s most important seaports. Ships went in and out 
every day, fetching oil and goods and people. Dutch engi- 
neers came with their wives and children, and built modern 
villas with beautiful, irrigated gardens. 

There is one position, though, that Curacao once held 
and will never hold again: 300 years ago its governor had 
charge—along with a few small Dutch possessions in the 
Antilles—of the little town of New Amsterdam on the North 
American coast. 

“‘Where are you going to live?”’ asked the Dutch immigra- 
tion officer at Willemstad. 

“In the wilderness,” I said, causing universal hilarity. 

“Oh, I see.” The official now looked at us very care- 
fully. ‘So you’re the ones! We've heard about your plans. 
Come to the immigration office at 12 o’clock.” 

Then began one of the decisive battles of my life. 

The tense world situation prior to World War II was mak- 
ing everyone sensitive to the possibility of spies in their 
midst. We had not received Dutch permission to visit 
Curacao. Now, having arrived at the appointed time, we 
argued first with a nice but subordinate official; then, after 
half an hour’s wait, we were ushered in to meet Mynheer 
Van de Croef, the head of the immigration service, a sinewy 
little man with piercing eyes. , 

He informed us that since we had received no permission 
to come to Curacao we must leave by the same vessel. We 
did not contradict but simply nodded sadly. It was dreadful, 
we said, about the permission, but we’d come such a long 
way.... 

Photography, said Mynheer de Croef, simply could not be 
permitted on the island. 

“But only under water!” we cried. ‘After all, we only 
want to photograph fish and coral.” I showed credentials, 
photographs I’d made, my magazine articles. He could 
hardly avoid looking at the pictures, and I improved the 
opportunity by telling him of our adventures. We kept 
taking turns; when one of us could think of nothing more, 
another would immediately carry on the story, so that there 
was never any ominous pause. Very, very slowly the “im- 
possible’ became a “perhaps.” 

“Please examine our luggage,’’ was my last argument, 
“and then you can see for yourself what intentions brought 
us here.” This his eminence agreed to do, no doubt because 
he had already had enough of us, and because we were, after 
all, in the tropics, where it is too hot for long arguments. 

The baggage inspection took place the following morning. 
To my delight, instead of Van de Croef, the subordinate 
(and much more approachable) official came. I heaved a 
sigh of relief. I showed him our underwater pictures and 
explained the mechanism of our harpoons and cameras. He 
was interested in everything, and it turned out that he him- 
self was a passionate fisherman. When we parted, it was 
with the agreement we should go fishing together, and the 
“perhaps” had been replaced by “for the present.” 

Through the steamship officials we met a Mr. Evers, of 





the Chamber of Commerce. He called for us early next 
morning with his car and drove us out through dismal 
countryside to the Spanish Water, a many-branched muddy 
inland sea in the eastern part of the island, connected to the 
open sea by a narrow channel. This channel, or boca, was 
what we were heading for. 

Mr. Evers had a small boat with an outboard motor in 
which we crossed the inland lake and, half an hour later, 
turned into the quiet, curving lagoon. At the mouth of the 
boca we pulled the boat up on a bright, sandy beach. We 
were now directly on the Caribbean, which was compara- 
tively calm. Only beyond the opening of the channel the 
waves broke in white spray. This was the beginning of a 
coral reef that went out in a broad curve along the coast. 
On our side of the mouth there seemed to be no coral reefs 
so we'd have to swim cross the channel, whose water looked 
fairly muddy. Over at the reefs, however, it was clear; we 
could see that plainly by the blue color. Evers remarked 
that sharks very seldom came as far as the mouth of the 
boca. So much the better! 

I slid into the water and Alfred followed. Within a 
very few strokes of our fins the steeply shelving sand bot- 


* tom vanished from our sight, and all was impenetrably 


gray around us. We kept close together, constantly peering 
in every direction. The disagreeable part was that in this 
water we could not judge how far we really were seeing. 
Nowhere was there a fish or any other indication of what 
distance a creature would appear at if it were coming 
toward us; very possibly it might suddenly take shape di- 
rectly beside us. We hurried along, and could see plainly by 
the surface how far we still were from clear water. The 
dividing line must be very abrupt. The closer we came to 
it the more excited we grew. And then the gray “clouds” 
did indeed flow away, and the dirty wall of fog was behind us. 

We paused. 

There are pictures. you never forget all your life; this 
was one. Before us, or rather diagonally below us, lay a 
most remarkable reddish forest, some of whose trees grew 
nearly up to the surface. These trees did not in the least 
recall seaweed or such growing things as you see on the 
land. They were perfectly rigid, and their gnawed, shovel- 
like branches thrust out in all directions like antlers. They 
were trees of stone—coral. 

Stiff, motionless, and like a lunar landscape as this forest 
on the ocean floor seemed, the surface sunlight dancing 
upon it and the variegated life among the branches were all 
the gayer and livelier. Fish large and small whisked hither 
and thither everywhere, some of them so dainty and colorful 
that they reminded you more of butterflies than of water 
creatures. As if in some blissful waltz they swung through 
the enchanted grove, then vanished in the uncertain shade 
of the branches. Of others I never saw anything but the 
eyes, dancing like will-o’-the-wisps in the darkness. 

And it was perfectly still in this forest. Over the whole 
bright bustle there spread a mysterious, unearthly, Sleeping 
Beauty silence. 


surfaced, caught my breath, and glanced at the shore. 

There stood a few bushes, and beyond them dirty-gray 
cacti. A piebald bird was walking up and down along the 
beach, uttering loud, cawing cries. I slipped under again 
and dived back to this other world. 

I came close now to one of the coral trees and touched a 
branch with my fingertip. It was at once rough and slippery. 
At that moment a monstrous head appeared below the 
branch. I clutched my harpoon tighter, but the head had 
already vanished, and in its stead there was a fat, radiantly 
blue fish, nibbling with yellowish buck teeth at one of the 
rust-red branches. This activity seemed to occupy his whole 
attention. Now and then he would swim backward a little, 
as if to observe the spot he was gnawing from a slightly 
greater distance; then he would suddenly rush forward 
again, and his teeth would rasp over the rough surface. | 
was about to aim my harpoon when I saw just above him a 
winged crab. Or could that be a fish too? Or perhaps two, 
embracing each other? 

I came up, and waited until Alfred, too, appeared on the 
surface again. But he did not even notice me. I saw him 
gasp hastily for breath, then he was gone below the waves 
again, like a walrus or a dolphin, only surfacing briefly in 
all haste to catch another breath. 











So I dived again anu swam on, peering attentively into 
the darkness of the forest. Then I swam in among the trees, 
pursuing this and that fish, but I could never spear any, 
because before I got around to the thrust I was always dis- 
tracted by some other creature. You would have had to 
wear blinkers to shut out the bewildering multiplicity. I 
came to an open spot covered over with the most remarkable 
corals. Some of them looked like flowers, others were a 
sort of hedge, others again recalled shed antlers. Among 
them, arranged in tufts, were yellow plates, along with 
blubbery, fingerlike growths and big balls, some of which 
displayed the meandering pattern of a human brain. 

I felt of everything and burned my fingers on the yellow 
plates. Strange, unknown creatures appeared, luring me on. 
I saw corals that I had never dreamed of, and wonderful, 
powerful fish passing by out yonder in the deeper water. 
Only sharks were not to be seen. 

The first fish I harpooned was a red-patterned parrot fish. 
It came out unexpectedly from among the coral, and I hit 
it square, head on. It did not even switch its tail, so 
quickly was it dead. 

The second fish that made unpleasant acquaintance with 
my harpoon was a very peculiar character. I saw him float- 














ing slowly across the coral bottom and as I approached I 
had leisure to observe him. He was almost three feet long 
and so tightly compressed and flattened on the sides that 
he looked like a toy fish cut out of cardboard. Further- 
more, he had parchment-colored skin with blue and red 
spots, a snout prolonged like a trunk, at its outermost end 
a tiny mouth with even tinier projecting teeth, and on his 
brow a curved horn, which was always carefully erected 
when the fish paused and looked at something. 

The tail of this preposterous creature was much too big 
for the body and was drawn after him like an old-fashioned 
fan. It obviously served only for ornament—or perhaps for 
balance—but not for propulsion, which was accomplished 
entirely by a dainty fringe of fin along the back and belly 
line, undulating in tiny waves. 

The most remarkable thing about the creature was its 
eye, which had nothing reminiscent of a fish, but rather of 
some thinking creature. When I approached, this eye 
looked into the distance, lost in thought. Its observation of 
the surroundings—with occasional erection of the horn 
seemed to go on rather mechanically and automatically. But 
the moment the creature became aware of me, unmistakable 
alarm glinted in its eye. With tail perfectly stiff and folded 





He braced himself with desperate strokes of his fins against the water 

















together in a bunch, the fish tried to flee. I thrust, but fell 
short, and barely jolted him in the side, and that threw him 
into a panic. 

He now dashed quite aimlessly hither and thither among 
the coral, bumping into a branch, shrinking back with quiv- 
ering fins, shooting in another direction, and bumping 
again. And all this with horn rising and collapsing, with 
nervously rolling eyes, and tail frantically thrust to the 
rear. The fish behaved in such a scatterbrained fashion 
that it was less like an animal than a human being. Ani- 
mals in danger usually follow their sure instincts, whereas 
man, hampered by his power of thought, tends rather to 
indecision and bewilderment. 

As I followed the fish, I was suddenly stung in numerous 
parts of my body. First on the leg, then on the chest, then 
in the face. The spots stung painfully, and yet there was 
no animal or other body to be seen anywhere in the water. 
I was groping with my hands for these invisible adversaries 
(they were tiny, transparent jellyfish), when one got into a 
nostril. That gave me the finishing blow. I have seldom 
felt such a pain. I let the fish swim on, unmolested, and 
groped back as fast as I could into normal, nonstinging 
water. 

As the days went on we led an idyllic life. By day 
colorful hummingbirds whirred in the trees, and at night, 
when we bathed for fun, the sea gleamed as we moved. As 
soon as darkness descended (so quickly in the tropics that 
you have to light the lamp immediately after sundown) 
we'd sit around a fire where the mosquitoes could do us the 
least harm, and each would tell what observations he had 
made during the day. Alfred, who was in charge of the 
kitchen, would prepare fried, baked, or steamed fish, and 
with it there would be fried, baked, or steamed bananas. 

Joerg, who had been afflicted with a bad abscess on his 
leg shortly after our arrival in Curacao, was now well and 
we formally introduced him to the reefs and to many fish, 
some of which he already knew from the frying pan. One 
afternoon, after Alfred had injured himself slightly, Joerg 
and I went out alone. We swam across a flat, tiresome 
bottom and then reached a sharp edge 30 or 35 feet down. 
Since it was fairly late, the scene under water was somber 
and uncanny. We looked around frequently; I had a vague 
feeling that a shark was bound to turn up suddenly some- 
where. It was strange that we had not yet met a single one. 

Suddenly Joerg pointed downward. A broad, dark shape 
had appeared in the distance and it came swimming along 
the pitch just above the bottom—a big ray, beating the 
water with its winglike sides. Like a ghost in the night it 
fluttered along the bottom, its long, whiplike tail behind it. 
On this tail the creature has a poisonous spine, provided 
with such a dreadful barb that it can be removed only in 
the direction it was driven in. If you are struck in the 
leg, says Brehm’s famous book, you have to pierce a hole 
on the opposite side and pull the spine straight through. 
He does not say what you are to do if you get a spine in the 
stomach. 

I did not dawdie but dived to meet the ray. He took no 
notice of me, going calmly on his way. Even when I drove 
the harpoon with great force into his body, he paid no at- 
tention. It was several seconds before he noticed what had 
happened. Then, indeed, he quickened his pace and headed 
directly for deep water. As so often before, I clutched 
the harpoon shaft and tried to check the creature’s speed, 
but the ray was considerably the stronger and easily pulled 
me after him. What had become of Joerg? We kept going 
down and down, and I was quite out of breath. 


looked around but Joerg was nowhere to be seen. Then 

at once he was beside me. He reached for the rope, I 
let go, and he was pulled away from below me. I caught a 
flash of him bracing himself with desperate strokes of his 
fins against the water, then I shot to the surface as fast 
as I could. 

When, after a few deep breaths, I started downward 
again, I saw a trail of mud leading across the bottom far 
below. Joerg and the ray were almost out of sight. I raced 
frantically after them, and when I finally overtook them 
Joerg was at the end of his strength. I took over the rope 
and he shot upward. Then he came back and I shot upward. 
We went up and down several times, passing the rope to each 
other like men in a relay race. 


And slowly the ray tired. His movements grew. heavier, 
the pull weaker. He flapped around in circles, lashing his 
tail, and after half an hour we had the great creature in 
shallow water, and pulled it ashore fairly exhausted. As 
the ray was still lashing around, we threw the harpoon 
across its tail, pressed the tail to the ground, and Joerg cut 
it off. Not until then could we kill the brute. 

Joerg was slightly put out that he had not harpooned the 
ray, SO we swam out again immediately, although by now it 
was very dark and uncanny indeed. Sure enough, we met a 
second ray, even bigger, darker, and fiercer-looking. Joerg 
harpooned it with a delight that made it plain how eagerly 
he had longed for this moment, and for safety’s sake I 
drove my harpoon into the creature’s back. Thus we were 
able to hold on by two ropes. But this ray was too strong 
for us. It pulled us with irresistible force down the pitch 
into the depths, and there was nothing for it but to cut the 
lines, so we lost two heads at once. 


hen native fishermen came past us in their boats, and 

saw us swimming around in the reefs, they usually 
warned us against the “tribon,” the shark. But day after 
day passed without our seeing a single one. We ventured 
farther and farther into deep water, and our excitement kept 
growing, until finally the great moment came. 

There were three of us, just turning a reef, when a big 
body materialized out of the distance and came toward us 
with calm, steady movements. By the blue color we could 
see that it was a blue shark—a man-eater. How often had I 
studied his picture in Brehm! 

This was it. 

I don’t know what got into me. From everything I knew 
about sharks I should really have been afraid. But this 
creature was so handsome, so graceful, looked so unlike a 





With a yell I swung the flashing blade over my head 


bloodthirsty man-killer, that for the moment I could think 
only how fine a photograph of him would be. I forgot that 
I had not even a knife on me, and I swam toward the shark 
armed only with the camera. I had not the slightest mis- 
givings; the voice of reason was completely silenced. 

Every detail I saw in those seconds stamped. itself in- 
delibly upon me. To this moment I can see the plump body, 
fairly exuding power, the sharp pectoral fins, thrusting 
forward on both sides like the fins of a bomb. I see the 
big crescent tail fin, almost imperceptibly beating the water, 
and the dorsal fin, curved backward—the dreaded “black 
triangle above the waves.” The shark’s body was per- 
fectly streamlined in shape. 

Abominable beast? No! Without doubt it was the most 
beautiful of all living animals. 

The shark came closer; strangely enough, I did not see 
its eyes. They must have been too small, hidden somewhere 
between the pointed nose and the five sharply marked gill 
openings in the shadow. I could make out the maw below. 
Twenty feet ... 15 feet. ... Closer and closer the shark 
came. 

When the 13-foot creature was within what my compan- 
ions judged to be eight feet of me, his massive body gave a 
sudden jerk. With a catlike suppleness quite incompatible 
with the calm majesty of his previous movements, the shark 
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spun around almost on the spot. A few quick fin strokes 
vibrated audibly through the water, then-he was out of sight. 

Not until we got to the surface did we fully realize what 
had happened. The shark, the king of the sea, had fled be- 
fore a small, unarmed human being. How could that be? 

Actually the explanation was obvious enough. The shark 
is accustomed to having all creatures flee before him; it 
has always been so since time immemorial. And now, sud- 
denly, he had met a strange creature that had shown no 
fear, but actually swam ai him as if to attack. This must 
have been most unusual to the shark. Was the. simple- 
minded creature not bound to think that this strange being 
was stronger than he? 

After that we often met sharks, and always with the 
same result: no matter whether they were large or small, 
blue, gray, or the light-gray ones especially feared on some 
coasts, they all fled when we swam toward them, just as if 
we, not they, were the dreaded tigers of the sea. 

This reached such a point that I had real difficulty in 
getting good shark photographs. I soon discovered that one 
seldom comes as close as had the one in my first encounter; 
usually the creatures turned away at a distance of 50 or 60 
feet. Once, when as usual, I was vainly trying to photograph 
a shark, Joerg summoned me to him for some reason or 
other. I left the creature behind, hurried toward Joerg, and 
found that the shark, so timid but a moment ago, now came 
after me in a most interested fashion. The faster I tried to 
get away, the faster he followed. 

This discovery led me to a method that may be ciassed 
with applied animal psychology. Henceforth, if I wanted to 
photograph a shark I pretended to flee as conspicuously as 
possible, thus awakening the instinct in every beast of prey 
to chase what tries to escape. And I actually succeeded in 
luring sharks after me. When I saw that they were close 
enough, I’d suddenly spin and swim toward them with 
camera at the ready. And before the creatures had re- 
covered from their surprise and turned away in disgust, 
I already had their image on film. 

The bold front pays off. On many coasts the barracuda— 
a pike—is no less dreaded than the shark. It does not grow 
nearly so big as the shark—only from 5 to 614 feet long— 
nor is it able, like the shark, to bite a man’s arms or legs 
clean off, but there are plenty of known cases in which 
barracudas have attacked bathers and torn the flesh piece- 
meal from their bodies. 

The first barracuda we met was floating motionless above 
the tops of the coral trees. Since precaution, as the German 
proverb has it, is the mother of all wisdom, we began by 
keeping some distance away. When nothing happened and 
the predatory fish only glanced contemptuously past us, 
we swam closer and arrived just in time to see an unusual 
spectacle. A fish as long as your finger suddenly appeared 
in an opening; because of its powerful teeth we christened 
the species “biter.” Well, this biter appeared outside the 
coral tree, which he obviously inhabited, and when he saw 
the barracuda coming, rushed at it without a moment’s 
hesitation. He swam straight up to its tail fin, which was 
considerably bigger than himself, and bit into it several 
times with considerable force. At first the barracuda did 
not react at all. Then, when the biting continued, it made 
a little indignant motion, as if so insignificant a trifle were 
beneath its dignity. But the biter did not give up. He kept 
biting again and again, harder and harder, and at length 
actually got the colossus, easily 15 times his size, to start 
moving. The biter did not give up until the barracuda was 
out of sight of his coral dwelling. Then he swam back satis- 
fied, and at a window of the coral cave, proud and arrogant, 
appeared Mrs. Biter. 


A’ for sharks, I must admit that some months later, when 
we hunted on the stormy north coast of Curacao, they 
were not always good-natured. Once, after a successful 
Stalking -+hunt, we were swimming back to the coast, and I 
had a lot of fish with me. I lagged behind my companions. 
Suddenly I noticed that two sharks had appeared behind me. 
They followed, looking like twin brothers. 

Both were equally big, equally gray. Both approached 
Simultaneously, turned away simultaneously when I hit out 
in their direction with my fins. Obviously the blood of the 
dead fish was attracting them. They kept coming back, and 
Since I felt perfectly safe, I even let them get close to the 





fish several times, and then snatched them away from in 
front of the sharks’ noses. 

I never dreamed for a moment that the situation might 
grow dangerous. And yet it did. A strong tide was running 
and the water was turbid some distance from shore; besides, 
it was just ebb tide, and muddy water was coming out of the 
neighboring cove. About 150 feet from shore I got into 
muddy water that lay like a wall of cloud between me and 
the coast. 

I had to get through this dark zone. I strove to scare 
away the sharks but they seemed more interested in my 
company than ever. Giving up the fish was out of the ques- 
tion. There was nothing for it but to swim into the foggy 
water despite the sharks, relying on the @reatures’ cow- 
ardice. But at the moment when I could see nothing at all, 
and thus lost my own assurance, the timidity of the twins 
vanished. 

The two of them now appeared unexpectedly behind me, 
beside me, below me, and finally even in front of me, always 
close together, with wily, wicked eyes. I pulled my fish 
close to me, swiveled my head frantically in all directions, 
and swam as fast as my fins would carry me. But I grew 
so nervous that I finally thought I saw the sharks even 
where they were not. I hit about me with the fins like a 
madman. The more scared I got, the saucier the twins grew. 

It was 150 feet to the coast, and then another 100 to the 
place where I could get out of the water-—-a short and 
yet an extraordinarily long journey. 


| ee on we discovered another startling fact in the han- 
dling of sharks. Alfred, Joerg, and I had harpooned a 
grouper. We swam upward, and had not yet reached the 
surface when something rather unusual took place. Three 
sharks appeared in the distance and came straight at us, so 
incredibly fast that we could not see their wildly lashing 
tails, but could plainly hear them. The sight of these on- 
rushing monsters was so frightening that we were incapable 
of stirring. One of us gave a piercing yell under water. 

The effect was amazing. 

As if repelled by a magic spell, all three sharks whirled 
around just as they got to us, and raced off as fast as they 
had come. One—a laterally striped fellow easily 10 feet 
long—turned around again, and charged toward us. But 
this time the three of us yelled in chorus, and this put him 
to flight. 

None of our observations attracted so much interest and 
attention when published as the discovery that aggressive 
sharks could be scared off by yelling under water. And this 
peculiar weapon proved its usefulness not only in the one 
case but afterward on similar occes3ions. Each time the 
sharks fled. 

Why were they so scared of our yells? 

I must begin by pointing out that we were not the first 
to notice this sensitivity of sharks. A number of South Sea 
travelers have reported that the natives scare off sharks 
with noise. Francé, in his Wonders of Life in the Animal 
World, expressly remarks that the pearl divers of Mannar, 
in Ceylon, chase the creatures off by shouts. I also found 
in the accounts of two professional divers the statement 
that sharks could be scared off by bubbles, which might best 
be “fired’’ at them from the sleeve of the diving suit. This 
raises the question of whether in our case it was not the 
yell that did the scaring but the bubbles projected into the 
water. 

This question is connected with another: Why did sharks 
never come whizzing up except when we had just harpooned 
a fish? Sometimes we’d swim for half an hour without see- 
ing a single shark but the moment we harpooned a fish there 
would be some on the spot almost instantly. 

One widely held view is that sharks are attracted chiefly 
by the smell of blood. In this case that explanation was out 
of the question, because it could hardly be supposed that the 
smell of blood would spread so fast and so far. The sharks 
often appeared within a few seconds after we had har- 
pooned the fish, and by their speed we judged that some 
of them came from considerable distances. In one instance, 
furth ‘rmore, a shark appeared when we had missed a 
thrust, so that no blood appeared at all. 

It seemed more likely that the predatory creatures were 
attracted by the frightened fin beats of the harpooned fish. 
This conclusion is strengthened by the fact that fish flapping 
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The two sharks appeared unexpectedly in front of me, with wily, wicked eyes 


on the line were always favorite targets of attack, which is 
most remarkable, because normally fish scarcely do one 
another any harm by daylight. In all the months we spent 
at Curacao it was very seldom that we saw one fish devour 
another. We often saw small fish swimming around in front 
of the maw of a shark or barracuda, quite unhurt. 

Obviously these predatory fish go hunting chiefly at 
night. By day peace reigns—to be immediately broken, how- 
ever, if a fish is injured or flapping on the hook; then the 
robber fish comes running up at once. 

William Beebe, who also noticed this, made the following 
interesting experiment on his Zaca expedition. ‘Having 
hooked a grouper, he would alternately haul it in and let 
it swim freely for a while. At the same time, he observed 
the behavior of two sharks and a sea perch that happened 
to be near. Each time he hauled in the fish and it re- 
sisted, flapping, one of the predatory fish would come shoot- 
ing up. If Beebe slackened off on the line, so that the 
grouper regained its balance and its normal apearance, the 
robbers would stop immediately and watch the fish “like 
growling dogs that mean to bite, and are waiting only for 
another movement to snap.”’ Apparently it is the rule of the 
sea that anything sick, weak, or in any way abnormal pro- 
vokes the healthy creatures to destroy it. 

Doesn’t this cast new light on the use of live bait? Does 
the pike really eat the living fish simply because he comes 
by and takes it for an ordinary fish? Or is he not more 


probably attracted by the desperate flapping of the im- 
paled creature? 

In any case, this was true of our experience with sharks. 
They were not really attacking us but the fish we had 
harpooned. It was the fish’s flapping that attracted the 
sharks. And since we were holding the fish they simply 
rushed at us. Nothing but a misunderstanding, really. 

I then tried to lure sharks by flapping my own fins, bul 
failed. From this we concluded that either our theory was 
wrong or that the shark’s sensory organs are so highly de- 
veloped that even at a great distance he can distinguish our 
flapping, which means nothing to him, from that of a 
struggling fish. 

What, in fact, are the shark’s sensory organs like? | 
have already remarked that sharks usually go hunting at 
night. How can they do it in the dark? How does a shark 
find his prey? 

Numerous observations indicate that a shark’s eyes are 
only of minor importance to him and that he is guided 
chiefly by other organs, situated on the head and along the 
sides. These are tiny channels and pits in his skin in which 
grow highly sensitive hairs. With these he perceives the 
vibrations of the water, and with their help he feels at long 
distance, even by night or in muddy water. How these 
“lateral organs” work is easy enough to. visualize. 

When the shark swims, his motions cause vibrations in 
the water, which spread in all directions like the light of 4 
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lamp. If they encounter a rock, a coral, or a fish, they are 
flung back to him, just like the lamp’s rays when they hit an 
object. The shark, receiving these returning vibrations with 
his sensitive organs, can form an image in depth of his 
surroundings, just as we view the room that we light with 
a lamp. 

Probably the shark’s radar gives him a much better. per- 
spective than we get, because our eyes are close together, 
whereas his organs are spread the whole length of his body. 
And because the vibrations, unlike light rays, travel un- 
hindered through the water, he can also “see’’ much farther 
with his radar than he could with his eyes, even under the 
best conditions. To him it does not matter, therefore, 
whether it is day or night; the more vibrations in the water, 
the more plainly he “sees.” If he rushes at high speed 
toward his prey it is, as you might say, in the beam of his 
own headlights. 

What I have said about sharks also applies to other fish, 
which likewise have these lateral organs. They, too, can 
swim around by niglit and in muddy water without bumping; 
they, too, can feel at long distances. And since each variety 
of fish produces different vibrations according to the shape 
of its fins, presumably they can recognize one another by 
the nature of their fin strokes. If this is true, then the 
shark's ability to track down his prey even at night is no 
longer a mystery. He simply recognizes the fish by the 
particular “tune” of their fin beats. 

This also explains how predatory fish immediately notice 
an injured or hooked fish, and why I could not attract sharks 
by beating my fins. 

And if all these conjectures and conclusions are right, we 
have a plain explanation of why the sharks fled from our 
yells. In that case it would be neither the sight of the 
bubbles (sharks have poor eyesight) nor the shrill tone 
(whether sharks can hear at all is highly questionable) that 
scares the sharks, but the vibrations in the water produced 
by blowing out air, which would have a startling effect on 
the animal’s highly sensitive organs. 

“Would be” and “probably,” remember. For, so far, with 
all its logic, this is merely theory. 


A= we warm ourselves in the sun. Then I open a 
watertight container at my belt in which matches and a 
spare film are kept. While I load the new film into the 
camera, Alfred and Joerg get a fire blazing and roast fish 
on the ends of their harpoons. The fish get somewhat 
charred but they taste good anyway. With them we eat 
oranges, which need no special container since they are 
naturally waterproof. 

While we are swimming back, Joerg suddenly pauses and 
calls our attention to a coral hole, from which two long, 
thin stalks peer out. We have seen such stalks often be- 
fore, and have always taken them for some form of coral, 
but these stalks move as if they belonged to an animal. 
Joerg dives and takes a closer look. Then he comes back 
to the surface with every sign of excitement. 

“A langouste!” he cries. ‘Those are the feelers of a 
langouste.” 

In a moment all three of us are below and Joerg takes 
command. So that the lobster shall not escape we are to 
approach from three different directions. The langouste 
is no fool either. Discovering the superior force with which 
it has to contend, it takes its leave through an emergency 
exit on the fourth side. We are hot after it at once, and a 
wild chase through the coral begins. The langouste dashes 
from one bit, of coral to another, a grotesque spectacle, be- 
cause it swims tail forward, pulling the long feelers after 
it. At the same time it twists one of its stalk eyes forward 
to see where it is swimming, and the other backward, to 
dodge our harpoon thrusts. Since this gives it only one eye 
for a lookout, so that it has no depth perception, it misses 
its aim several times, and soon ends up its promising career 
on Joerg’s harpoon. 

Having grown curious we now search the neighboring 
caves and 15 minutes later five deceased crabs and five full- 
srown langoustes hang on our bag line—a supper such as 
we have not had in a long time. 

Back at our tent we discover we lack a suitable festive 
board. Langoustes carry an obligation. Since we are cold 
anyway we start right to work, lugging coral fragments 


large and small up the little rise to the tent floor, and each of 





us tries to create a special architectural work of art. By the 
time twilight falls, everything is ready. 

A big coral slab serves as a table, around it stand three 
massive coral armchairs, and over it our little spirit lamp 
hangs from a branch. Alfred has brought fresh bread, 
Joerg is stirring mayonnaise. The langoustes are boiled 
and red, and I am dividing them into three equal shares. 

Then the meal begins. Each of the many langouste legs 
is cracked and sucked dry with great relish; what is left 
is thrown over our shoulders to the rear, where it is 
awaited by pocket crabs as big as your fist. Evening de- 
scends upon us. In a leisurely manner the moon rises, and 
the stillness about us grows even stiller. 


Ams about this time we heard of a Dutch veterinarian 
named Dr. Diemont, who lived on the neighboring is- 
land of Bonaire at the time and was described to us as a 
very helpful man interested in all matters of fishing. As we 
wanted to move to Bonaire we had written to him, and his 
reply was most cordial. We should come over as soon as we 
could. He was most curious, and would be entirely at our 
disposal. 

Two days later, bag and baggage, we were on our way to 
Bonaire. We had entrusted ourselves to a Venezuelan sail- 
ing cutter and were paying five guilders a head, for which 
price the captain also served us salt fish. Unfortunately, 
the sea was fairly active, so the voyage lost a good deal of 
its charm. Along with us were a few Boy Scouts, who— 
depending upon how they felt at the moment—sang either 
very merry or very melancholy songs. 

First Willemstad vanished from our sight, then the lights 
of Jan Thiel and, barely hinted in outline, the dark mouth 
of the Spanish Water moved past us. “Tomorrow,” said the 
captain, “if the wind will have it so, we shall be in Bonaire.” 

Anyone who describes Kralendijk as a God-forsaken 
dump need have no fear of being sued for libel. Kralendijk 
is the capital of Bonaire, the headquarters of the almighty 
Mynheer Gezaghebber, representative of the Dutch Crown. 
That aside, it is a rachitic earthworm of a few dozen pale 
houses, which lie carelessly and at random along the coast, 
and among which Mynheer Gezaghebber’s two-story house 
looks like a swollen and ailing member. Scattered along 
the beach are the skeletons of a few half-finished ships 
that undoubtedly will still be unfinished next vear. 

When our ship moored, a gaping throng gathered. The 
customs official shook his head portentously at the sight of 
our baggage. Of course once again there was something 
not right about our papers. It was suggested that we had 
better go straight back by the same vessel. 

This time we knew we were in the right, so we became 
recalcitrant. We insisted on a telegraphic inquiry at the 
immigration service in Curacao. A long, perspiring con- 
fabulation ensued, during which we made the acquaintance 
of Mynheer Gezaghebber, with whom we immediately found 
a point in common; namely, mutual dislike at first sight. 

Finally the dispatch of the telegram had been argued 
and accomplished, and the gentlemen withdrew to their 
siestas, We went in search of Dr. Diemont, and found him by 
the torso of a half-finished ship—his new ship, he assured 
us with a sigh. Dr. Diemont was a slender man in his mid- 
30’s, with clear, quick eyes and a curved, enterprising nose. 
We told him about the unkindly reception we'd had, and 
thenceforth we scarcely needed to lift a finger. 

We had hardly finished our tale before he was off to 
Gezaghebber to plead our cause, and they practically came 
to blows. He invited us all to dinner, after which he organ- 
ized a pleasure trip in the school-teacher’s boat, which had 
a small outboard motor. Whenever I think back to those 
hours and all the others we spent with Dr. Diemont, I'm 
filled with a warm sense of gratitude. We have him to 
thank not only for the great help he gave us, but for being 
an example of how helpful a person can be. 

Our little cruise took us to a place called Punt Vierkant, 
where we found conditions worthy of paradise prevailing on 
the ocean floor. For some reason or other the natives be- 
lieve that the fish at Punt Vierkant are poisonous, and 
have not fished that region since time immemorial. The 
fish, which were correspondingly plentiful, were so un- 
suspecting that we could actually touch some of them with 
our fingers. 

Alas, the customs man had not yet released our weapons— 
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They pulled me in, the octopus clinging to my legs 


ostensibly because weapons were forbidden. But we dis- 
covered in the boat a short spear, whose wobbly head was 
something like that of a halberd. We might just as well 
have taken after the fish with a pointed broomstick, but 
it worked. Each of us took a fish, and Dr. Diemont was 
enchanted. 

When we got back to the pier he told everybody in great 
detail what miraculous things we had performed. The har- 
pooned fish and a langouste we had also taken were passed 
from hand to hand. Dr. Diemont managed to turn the gen- 
eral feeling in our favor. The customs man released the 
harpoons, and Mynheer Gezaghebber, who had probably had 
an answer from Curacao meanwhile, did not appear, which 
we took as permission to stay. 

After considerable conversation with Dr. Diemont we 
decided to set up our camp on Little Bonaire, a small, com- 
pletely uninhabited island not far from Kralendijk. As we 
wanted to move over that very evening, we hastened to buy 
the necessary provisions. Dr. Diemont, meanwhile, set 
about scaring up a boat. He haggled for a good hour with 
an old, white-haired native, who wriggled like a cat and 
kept raising his arms imploringly to heaven. Finally we 
settled on 50 guilders for a week, for which Bernardo, a son 
of the old man, was also to be our servant. 

On July 23, 1939, I wrote in my diary: ‘First day on the 
island. Spent cold, windy night wrapped in blankets in the 
shelter of some blankets. Bernardo arrived at seven in the 
morning. Alfred was supposed to instruct him in dishwash- 
ing. Alfred found this unpleasant... .” 

The truth was, the three of us had inhibitions about giving 
orders. It seemed much easier to turn to for ourselves than 
to sit back and give orders. Nevertheless we managed to 
utter the repugnant words. Bernardo now busily washed 
dishes, then got our breakfast, and went with us in the 
boat when we were hunting. The last was particularly 
heipful. If we had a fish on the line we simply yelled for 
Bernardo, and at the same time he would pass us a fresh 
harpoon, so that the hunt could go on without interruption. 

Our camp was ideally situated; there were very beautiful 
corals near, and fish in plenty. Within an hour we saw our 
first. After the tent was pitched I went straight out with 
Dr. Diemont to reconnoiter the neighboring sea. I fitted him 
with a pair of goggles, and he was as pleased as a child 
when he went into the water. Unfortunately we had picked 
a poor spot; the bottom was covered far and wide with 
monotonous coral hedges, and not a single fish was to be 
seen. But offshore, where the bottom suddenly fell away 
as in Curacao, there were fish enough. 

The experience that awaited us the next morning makes 


sense only if you know the rumors that were current about 
us. Actually, you couldn’t blame people. At a moment of 
great tension, with the outbreak of war just ahead, sud- 
denly three youths from Vienna appeared, for no other rea- 
son, they insisted, than to go swimming among sharks. They 
had cameras, wanted to live in solitude, and pitched their 
first camp at the boca of the Spanish Water—less than 
a mile from the oil tanks of Caracas Bay. Surely this must 
mean something. 

One day a detective called—to spend his day off with us, 
he said; actually to search the tent and its vicinity during 
our absence. Then at Jan Thiel we saw a man with field 
glasses sitting behind a cactus. And these were reasons 
why we moved to Bonaire, where there are no oil re- 
fineries yet. 

However, the rumors continued to circulate. Newspapers 
in Panama said that “underwater agents-are active’ in 
Curacao, “holding secret conferences on the sea bottom 
with the German U-boats.’’ These stories were picked up by 
the North American press. 

One morning I awoke and went sleepily outdoors, looked 
at the barren island, at the calm sea, and at our Bernardo. 
He was crouched at the fire preparing the repa—a cake of 
sugar, water, and flour—as he did every morning. Sudden- 
ly he pointed toward the sea. 

A big motorboat came snarling up and cast anchor di- 
rectly offshore. We watched a man in a white suit clamber 
into the tender and be rowed ashore by a native servant. 
A few minutes later he appeared at our tent. He was short 
and spare, and had a serious, squinting expression. The 
Dutchman greeted us with a smile that froze on his face 
and informed us Mynheer Gezaghebber was in the boat and 
wanted to speak to us. 

Gezaghebber greeted us with exaggerated cordiality, told 
us he had happened to come by with friends on a fishing 
trip, but had left his bait at home. It had occurred to him 
that we might be able to dive with our harpoons and bring 
him up a few fish for bait. 

So that was the way the wind blew! He wanted to put us 
to the test and see whether we could catch any fish at all. 
All right—he’d get his bait! 


o off we went to hunt. Joerg swam to the left, Alfred 
to the right, and I fished right in front of camp. And as 
always happens when you need a fish, you don’t catch any. 
Half an hour passed and Mynheer Gezaghebber was already 
observing us with a malicious smile. Then I heard a yell 
from the rocks. Joerg had climbed ashore a few hundred 
yards from camp and now came bounding with incredible 
speed across the rocks, waving and yelling wildly. I hustled 
out of the water just in time to meet him. He told me, in 
great excitement, that he had discovered a sleeping shark. 
I raced to the tent to fetch the camera. Joerg, who was 
pelting along beside me, panted that he would instruct 
Bernardo to get the boat ready. We would tie the harpoon 
head to a long line, the other end to the boat. Then we 
could play and land the shark from the boat, if we happened 
to harpoon him. 

We were not the only ones excited, though. The fat 
Mynheer Gezaghebber couldn’t understand what had sud- 
denly got into us. He stood up in his boat and shouted across. 
He wanted to know what all this meant. We had no time to 
answer him; we even forgot that Alfred was not with us 
and pushed off hurriedly from shore. As soon as we ap- 
proached the spot Joerg indicated, we pulled our oars slowly 
and noiselessly as possible, so as not to awaken the brute. 

This was supposed to be it, here, where the sea was per- 
haps 30 feet deep. 

With exaggerated care Joerg entered the water first, 
looked down searchingly, then swam ahead of the boat. We 
followed him, but suddenly he turned, and by his excited 
gestures I saw that he had rediscovered the sleeping shark. 
He was quite grave with excitement, pale in the face, for this 
was an opportunity we had long been awaiting. I, too, slid 
quickly into the water with the camera. 

Sure enough, there was the shark! He rested between tall 
coral chunks on a sandy spot, and his form stood out very 
clearly against the dark background. It was a beautiful 
creature, easily 64% feet long. It was completely motion- 
less but for its gills. 

I forced myself to be calm, crept up, keeping just behind 
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Joerg, to within 14 or 15 feet, and arranged things so that 
Joerg was between me and the shark. Joerg did not thrust 
yet. He set to work with infinite patience—even, it seemed 
to me in my agonizing expectation, with too much caution. 
I kept my eyes fixed on the shark; he did not stir, he no- 
ticed nothing, he was asleep. 

It was an incredible picture that I saw through my view 
finder: the shark, standing out against the bright sand, and 
the luminous brown figure of Joerg, who, sweeping the 
creature with his eyes, every muscle tense, swam up to the 
attack. Now, at last, he was on the right level; now he 
thrust like a flash and with all his might. 

Within a matter of seconds the water, so clear till now, 
was muddied. In his savage pain the shark plunged off, 
exerting his strength to the utmost. Joerg, holding harpoon 
and line, was pulled along. The shark now wound himself 
around a big coral stalk, which, however, broke into many 
pieces. Then he raced on in a wild zigzag, still dragging 
Joerg after him. Joerg was flung hither and thither, banged 
hard into various coral masses. Thank heaven, he realized 
it was hopeless to try to pull the shark to the surface, so he 
let go and floated to the top, completely exhausted. 

I, too, had surfaced. I took a deep breath and my first 
glance went to the boat. I saw something spooky; the boat, 
to which the harpoon was made fast, suddenly turned, as if 
seized by an invisible force, and hurtled off. Bernardo 
yelled, whether in delight or terror I could not tell. Any- 
how, he was standing in the boat, which rocked alarmingly 
and was dragged away by the shark. 

Mynheer. Gezaghebber had turned pale; he could not 
imagine what strange and highly suspicious things were go- 
ing on. The boat turned sharply—Bernardo almost fell 
overboard—and came heading straight for us. But just 
before it got to us its pace slackened. I reached quickly into 
it and grabbed my long, sharp hunting knife. A glance 
below the surface showed me that the shark was wound up 
with the harpoon line among the coral chunks at a con- 
siderable depth—more than 45 feet. As I took breath, I un- 
expectedly saw Mynheer Gezaghebber’s pale face above me. 
He had come racing up toward the whole mysterious oc- 
currence and was standing with his plump body leaning 
forward in the boat, staring down at me open-mouthed. 

With a yell I swung the flashing blade over my head. He 
instantly sprang back in alarm. Then, the better to swim, 
[ took it in my mouth, and plunged to the bottom. Nearly 
50 feet is a long way to dive. The water pressure squeezed 
the goggles painfully against my eyes. I.felt as if I could 
scarcely bear the pressure in my ears, but I saw the shark 
below me and that gave me strength. He was close beside 
the coral, around which the long line was wound, and was 
lashing his tail wildly. I clung to his belly with my left 
hand, pressing my body to his back, and stabbed him several 
times from the side and from below. 

Then, when the shark’s blood stained the water, I let go 
and grabbed the line. I was scarcely able to act at all, since 
I had no breath left, but I did just manage to undo the line 
from the coral chunks, and not until then did I shoot upward 
as fast as I could go. I had a fierce headache from the 
pressure in the depths, and lay on the water, resting. 

When I opened my eyes, I saw Joerg and Bernardo just 
pulling the shark into the boat. Mynheer Gezaghebber was 
standing speechless at the gunwale. Casually, as if all this 
were nothing at all, I called to him: “Your bait, Mynheer 
Gezaghebber!” 


arlier, in Curacao, I once harpooned a fish that fled into 
the nearest cleft in the coral and literally stuck there. 
Only its tail projected from the hole. I tugged at it and 
also at the line but I could not get the fish out. I looked to 
see whether it had wedged itself in after the fashion of the 
grouper, but this wasn’t the answer. 

So I braced my feet right and left against the coral and 
tugged quite violently at the tail. Sure enough, the creature 
emerged inch by inch. But when I relaxed for a second it 
promptly snapped back. It seemed to have a rubber band 
fastened to its head, keeping it in the hole. 

I tugged again, and again the fish snapped back. But this 
time I saw why: a great snake, hidden in the cleft, was 
holding my fish by the nose and pulling it back each time. 
This snakelike creature—a fish, actually—had the most 
malignant eyes I’d ever seen. It was a moray. 








The first time I ever saw a moray was in the movies, when 
I was a small boy. The film was laid in ancient Rome, and 
we saw a banquet with lavish courses and exceedingly volup- 
tuous dancing girls. During the dinner the morays were also 
fed. Hundreds of serpentine shapes boiled on the surface 
of a pond; sharp, poisonous teeth sparkled in avidly gaping 
maws. And then some slaves were tossed into the pond. 

The scene was very gruesome; the director had done him- 
self proud. And yet he forgot the most effective bit of all. 
He should have shown the morays’ eyes, imcomparably 
cold and malignant, the way I once saw them... . 


Nw it was the day after Mynheer Gezaghebber’s visit. I 
was fishing alone on the north shore of our islet, fairly 
late in the afternoon. The reefs rose dark and silhouette- 
like from the ocean floor. I was swimming 25 feet under, 
intending to go just as far as the corner of this particular 
reef and then return to shore with the two fish I already 
had. And then I saw something I shall never forget. 

A big snapper, weighing easily 30 pounds, had swum 
rather slowly up from the depths. Suddenly it whipped the 
water with a frightened blow of its fins and raced off with 
every sign of terror. At the spot where it had just been 
there gaped the jaws of a giant moray, whose body rose 
erect from a cleft in the rock, a ghostly silhouette with the 
light behind it. 

Before I realized what I was doing I drove my harpoon 
through the monster’s fat green throat. That very instant 
the harpoon was snatched from my hand and went dancing 
off among the coral masses. Then all was still again and I 
saw the harpoon cord leading into a crevice from which a 
thin thread of blood curled upward. 

I struggled to get the moray out of its hiding place, but 
an hour passed without bringing me the slightest success. 
My nose was beginning to bleed from constant diving, and 
the sun sank ever closer to the horizon. Finally I gave one 
last yank, with redoubled fury, at the line, and suddenly 
the whole coral mass exploded as if by dynamite, and the 
moray, which had produced this blast with its own frenzied 
power, shot out of the ruins straight at me. 

Not until now did I realize what I had tangled with. The 
moray was as tall as I. 

It rushed me at once; I parried with the harpoon shaft. 
And so began a regular duel. Again and again the brute 
tried to get at me by every imaginable feint. For instance, 
several times the moray shot perpendicularly down, drag- 
ging me after it, then turned like a flash and shot straight 
up again at me. It came from every quarter, squirming 
through the water like a snake, with venomous eyes and 
wide-open jaws. I defended myself with the harpoon 
shaft, and toiled to drag the raging creature toward shore. 

Twice the moray got quite close to me, and then, finally, 
I had it up to the reef and flung it over into the shallow 
water of the lagoon. Unfortunately I now discovered that 
the lagoon bottom was paved with thousands of needle-sharp 
sea urchins. How was I to get across it with the savage 
moray? 

Since the sun was already approaching the horizon I had 
little time for reflection. I was determined not to give up 
the moray; Joerg and Alfred must see it. I looked across the 
lagoon again, hunting some possible way over the grisly 
black fields, and resolved to try it in spite of all. I wound 
the harpoon, line around the shaft as often as I could, to 
give the moray less play, and off I started on my arduous 
journey. 

For a while I managed; then I reached a spot where there 
seemed to be no clear space at ali among the sea urchins. 
Just one little round ball of coral rose from the bed of 
spines. I stepped cautiously upon it, shifted my weight, 
and then my foot skidded off the slippery surface, and I lost 
my balance. To break my fall and shield face and body 
from the spines, I flung my armnis out; they were impaled in 
20 places. At the same time I involuntarily pulled back 
the harpoon, and this gave the moray a chance to get at me. 

As I opened my eyes wide with pain in the water, I saw 
slavering jaws and wicked, venomous eyes just in front of 
my face. Somehow I managed to snatch my arm away, and 
so pull the creature back by the harpoon shaft at the last 
moment. I still wonder how I did it. The eyes of that 
moray I shall never forget. Their expression was so evil, 
so hateful, that it would be hard to imagine anything more 











fiendish. I believe there are only two other living things 
capable of such a look—the fabled sea serpent and man. 

As you look at a bottle of soda water, the liquid appears 
just like ordinary water. If you take off the cap, little gas 
bubbles fizz up, and the drink foams. Why? 

Soda water is ordinary tap water with carbonic-acid 
gas added to it under pressure. Under pressure any liquid 
will absorb gases in solution. If you take off the bottle cap 
the pressure is released, the water can no longer hold the 
gas, and it bubbles out. 

Something similar took place in Alfred’s blood when we 
were taking movies near the Punt Vierkant lighthouse, and 
he very nearly died of it. 

We decided to take movies that morning along the reefs 
near our camping grounds. Alfred was to be the camera- 
man. He went down to the bottom in our diving helmet and 
took a few scenes of me diving with a spear and swimming 
across the coral bottom. 

After a brief lunch we resumed our movie making and 
that was when the accident happened. 

Alfred, in the diving helmet, was at a depth of nearly 
50 feet; Joerg, who was the actor this time, was to dive 
down to him and break off a coral. I was above in the boat, 
pumping and sweating. Alfred had been down more than 
half an hour, and Joerg came up only occasionally to get 
breath. I was just thinking of a speech to make to Mynheer 
Gezaghebber the next day (he was still making our stay 
mighty unpleasant) when suddenly the pump failed. The 
piston no longer had any suction. It gave at a touch when 
I pushed. Obviously the packing had dried out. And I had 
no oil with me! 

On impulse I held the pump under water to make it air- 
tight again but this did not work as I intended. Alfred 
told me later how surprised he was to get an unexpected 
warm shower in his helmet. 

Alfred was not put out. He had a rare fish in front of 
the camera and he went on placidly taking movies. Even 
when I sent down Joerg, who made frantic signals that he 
was to come to the surface immediately, Alfred remained 
calmly at his post. He made equally frantic gestures to 
Joerg not to scare the fish. Joerg surfaced in desperation. 

But finally Alfred did get short of air. We saw him mov- 
ing at first slowly, then faster and faster, then bounding 
across the bottom. But by now it was too late. He didn’t 
have enough air left to get to the boat rope and climb it. 
We saw him fling off the helmet and swim frantically up- 
ward. Then he appeared on the surface, pale as death, and 
groaning heart-rendingly. 


A’ this brings me back to the matter of the soda water. 
If a diver works any length of time at a depth of more 
than 40 feet, the water pressure dissolves the nitrogen from 
the air he breathes in his blood, and he must not come up 
again too fast, or else the gas in the blood will bubble out— 
just as the carbonic-acid gas does in soda water—and an 
air embolism—the dreaded bends—will result. 

Tiny bubbles of nitrogen stop up the blood vessels; pain 
in the joints, dizziness, cramps, and paralysis are the result. 
Not infrequently the outcome is worse, because even a 
bubble the size of a pea getting into the heart may bring 
instant death. For this reason the diver must come back 
to the surface only very gradually, sticking to an exact 
schedule ‘in the process. If, for instance, he has worked 
for 15 minutes at a depth of 115 feet, on his way up he 
must stop for five minutes at 30 feet, another five minutes at 
20 feet, and 10 full minutes at 10 feet, so that it will take 
him longer to get to the surface than his entire working 
period below. 

If this rule is not followed, and an embolism is the result, 
the diver must be put under pressure again at the first pos- 
sible moment, because this will again dissolve the bubbles in 
the blood, after which he can be properly depressurized. 


When fish are brought up from the deep sea, the swift, . 


huge change of pressure makes gas form in their circulatory 
fluid to such an extent that the creatures explode by the 
time they reach the surface. 

About all this I knew very little when we dragged the 
half-paralyzed Alfred into the boat. Even so, his pale, con- 
torted features, and the sounds that came from his throat 
instead of words, told me well enough how matters stood. 
We rowed ashore as fast as we could and Alfred began 


hobbling around in a circle, in terrible pain. He was com- 
pletely awkward about it. His arms dangled, apparently 
quite useless. They had no more feeling than rubber, he 
groaned. 

We dragged him to the tent, and there at last it proved 
that Joerg’s father had not made his son study medicine for 
nothing. ‘He'll be better in a minute,” said Joerg, and sat 
down on Alfred’s chest. With all his weight, at that. And 
Alfred actually groaned in relief. So I promptly followed 
suit and sat down also. Next day Dr. Diemont brought a 
doctor from Bonaire. Alfred remained under his care for 
some time but eventually recovered. 


gece fishermen told us the fiercest sharks on the north 
coast of Curacao were in Ascension Bay, and thither 
we went. We swam out into deep water, but for the moment 
nothing stirred. “Go on and harpoon some sort of fish and 
get things going,” I told Jeorg, poising my camera for 
action. Joerg harpooned a fish and got things going with a 
bang that left nothing to be desired. 

The first arrival was a small shark that snapped impu- 
dently at the wriggling fish. Joerg yanked the tidbit right 
from under its nose. The second candidate, a larger shark, 
came charging in from the other side, closely followed by 
a third. This many rather flustered Joerg, who yelled 
piercingly into the water twice. All three sharks whisked 
off, and the scene was as deserted as before. 

I was feeling annoyed that Joerg had shouted so loudly 
when a new shark came into view, approaching calmly and 
steadily across the bottom. It was a 13-foot shovelhead, an 
altogether phlegmatic and tiresome beast. But when I 
looked more closely, my interest was stirred after all. 
Close behind this shark’s dorsal fin swam a 20-pound fish 
with a hooked nose—a pompano, which kept persistently and 
spiritedly nudging the giant in the back with its head. It 
was a complete mystery to me what this might mean—for 
that matter, I have never found out—but I determined to 
get it on film. I snatched the camera to my eye and swam 
downward as fast as I could go. 

It was rash of me to dive without looking around (the 
moment you harpoon a fish on the north coast you must keep 
looking around all the time), but at the moment I was 
thinking only of the picture I meant to get, and my haste 
nearly cost me dear. At no more than 10 feet down I took 
a violent blow on my left hip, and was hurled aside by an 
irresistible force. I barely saw two checkered shadows 
whisking dimly past me and vanishing with dizzy speed in 
the distance. Then it was over. 

Back on the surface I found Joerg and Alfred rather white. 
Without a word they swam straight to shore. It was not 
until we had solid ground under our feet that they would tell 
their tale. Two tiger sharks were going straight at me 
from behind when Joerg and Alfred first noticed them. 

They both declared that the foremost shark had opened 
his mouth and rolled sidewise to get a better grip on my 
upraised leg. A yell from both of their throats had luckily 
scared the brute at the last moment. The tiger shot past 
me so close that he knocked me sidewise with his tail. The 
marks were plainly visible on my thigh, which looked as 
if a great rasp had been drawn over the skin. 

“I’ve had enough for today,” said Joerg very decidedly, 
and Alfred quite agreed. “I simply cannot see,” Joerg went 
on, “why we should risk our good necks these last weeks, 
and all for a few damn-fool snapshots.” 

Whereas I'd had no time to be really frightened by the 
attack, which was all over before I could take it in, Joerg 
and Alfred had sustained a real shock, and I realized that 
our future work might suffer badly. Recalling that student 
pilots who have crashed are sent up again immediately— 
if living—to master the shock, I suggested swimming out 
at once. But the two of them flatly refused. So I swam 
out alone. 

I’ knew perfectly well that not much could happen to me 
unless I harpooned a fish, but I still did not feel easy. My 
own nerves showed traces of the attack. Under water I kept 
looking in all directions, but on the surface I purposely 
avoided looking shoreward. And sure enough, my expecta- 
tions were realized. When I went down to deep water, I 
heard a call from behind. It was Alfred, followed at a short 
distance by Joerg. They both damned me for a lunatic, but 
their shock was overcome, and the hunt went on. 6 
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PENNSY TALKS TURKEY 


(continued from page 55) 


the ridge some bluejays bickered. But 
there were no more turkey calls. 

The sun flooded our slope with bright- 
ness. I looked at Rog. He shook his 
head slightly, and I remembered he’s a 
firm believer in the old turkey hunters’ 
rule against calling again once you've 
had an answer. I knew he'd sit there 
motionless for hours, and so would I 
though I had a crick in my neck, my 
legs were all pins and needles, and I 
was dying for a smoke. 

Halfway down the slope from where 
we sat was a fairly large opening, and 
at its far side a flicker of movement 
among the grapevines caught my eye. 
I looked again. There was a turkey at 
the edge of the bare spot. 

He was a big gobbler, and the tuft 
of blue, bristlelike beard which hung 
from his breast almost to the ground 
proved he was an old one. He stood 
still, head high, eyes alert, and his 
iridescent feathers flamed in the early 
sunshine. 

And he was cautious. Would he take 
a chance and come out into the clear- 
ing? No. He faded out of sight. Buta 
few seconds later I caught another 
glimpse of him through the under- 
growth. He was working round the 
opening toward me. 

I glanced at Rog. He’d twisted around 
noiselessly and was peering into the 
brush. A minute passed. Two. Five. 
Then several things happened all at 
once. 

The turkey that had worked round 
back of us gave a low, plaintive purr. 
There was a rustle of leaves, and I saw 
my bird running toward the sound. I'd 
just got my gun to my shoulder when 
it streaked into a small opening 20 
yards to my right. I swung the gun 
with the bird, and when I had a foot of 
lead squeezed off a load of high-speed 
No. 5’s. 

The gobbler leaped into the air, 
thudded down, bounced once, fluttered, 
and was still. 

I opened my mouth to let out a yell, 
but a loud pert behind me made me 
close it and swing around just in time 
to see a beautiful bronze turkey rise 
swiftly from the ground. Rog’s gun 
whammed. The big bird faltered and 
for a moment seemed to hang motion- 
less in the air. Then it plummeted 
down and hit the slope with a roll. Rog 
and I scrambled after it, and found the 
bird kicking its last in a grape tangle. 

Once more I looked at my watch. It 
was 7:28 a.m. 

We laid our prizes side by side in 
the sunshine. Rog’s was a fine young 
tom of about 16 pounds. Mine was 
older and weighed close to 20, a mag- 
nificent trophy. 

That’s the story of one turkey hunt 
in northern Pennsylvania. The impor- 
tant thing about it isn’t that Rog 
Latham and I had a day I'll never for- 
get. It’s significant because it was 
typical of turkey hunts enjoyed by 
12,000 other sportsmen in Pennsylvania 
last fall—four-fifths of them in an 


area which 15 years ago had practical- 
ly no turkeys in it. 





Orrie Smith’s idea solved a big problem 


This richly rewarding sport which 
the Keystone State is offering turkey 
hunters isn’t the result of a hand-out by 
Mother Nature, or the result of happy 
chance. It is the fruit of an outstand- 
ing achievement in practical conserva- 
tion—of years of planning and effort by 
the Pennsylvania Game Commission to 
bring back the great American game- 
bird which 50 years ago, all over the 
Northeast, came very close to extinc- 
tion. And there are strong indications 
that this conservation effort is going to 
brighten the hunting picture far beyond 
the borders of Pennsylvania. 

New York already has felt the ef- 
fects of the sensational increase in 
north-central Pennsylvania’s turkeys. 
Birds from the big populations built up 
in McKean and Potter Counties have 
spilled over into New York’s adjoining 
Cattaraugus and Allegany Counties. 
They’ve become established there, and 
are extending northward. 

The New York Conservation Depart- 
ment has placed turkeys on the pro- 
tected list, and is experimenting in 
turkey propagation with eggs from the 
Pennsylvania commission's wild-turkey 
farm. Ontario, with the same objective, 
is planning to swap wild-trapped Hun- 
garian partridges for turkey poults. 
And several New England states are 
looking into the possibilities of reestab- 
lishing the bird. Originally the wild 
turkey ranged over New York State, 
all of New England and well up into 
Maine and southern Ontario. 





The introduction or reintroduction of 
any species of wild game must be a 
calculated risk. But the reintroduction 
of the Eastern wild turkey over much 
of its original range sems to be one 
worth taking, chiefly for the reason 
that the Northeast still has many ex- 
tensive wooded areas which duplicate 
the conditions that have made possible 
the remarkable increase in Pennsyl- 
vania’s turkeys. 

Almost no legal protection was given 
wild turkeys until after the Civil War. 
And even after closed seasons were 
legislated, enforcement was so lax the 
laws were ineffective. Market hunters 
made big turkey kills shooting from 
blinds and using dogs. They also 
slaughtered birds with traps, snares, 
and set guns, used jacklights, and 
thought nothing of tooting their turkey 
calls during the mating seasons. Many 
sportsmen were almost as ruthless. 

While the results were appalling, they 
weren't quite so devastating as the 
aftereffects of the cutting of the for- 
ests. The turkey is a woodland bird 
that in winter lives on the fruits of the 
mast crop acorns, beechnuts, wild 
cherries, and such. By 1900 nearly all 
the Northeastern timberlands had been 
lumbered. The cleared land offered 
nothing to the turkeys, and neither did 
the cutover areas that later grew up to 
brush. The only wild turkeys left in 
Pennsylvania, even well before 1900, 
were in the oak forests of the rugged, 
south-central mountain area, and those 
birds were fighting a losing battle. 

It wasn’t until 1905 that the Penn- 
sylvania Game Commission, established 
10 years earlier, was given enough au- 
thority and money to become a going 
concern. Safeguarding what was left 
of the state’s wild turkeys was one of 
its earliest actions. It tightened en- 
forcement of closed seasons, and banned 
hunting from blinds and with dogs. The 
turkeys responded by increasing in 
gratifying numbers. 

About that time the governor ap- 
pointed to the game commission three 
men who were to become all-time greats 
of Pennsylvania game conservation 
John M. Phillips, (who died recently), 
Dr. Charles B. Penrose, and Dr. Joseph 
Kalbfus. Dr. Kalbfus served as the 
commission's secretary for 21 years, the 
first several of them without pay. It 
was the farsighted planning and per- 
sistent efforts of these men that laid 
the foundation on which the state’s 

(continued on page 101) 





The commission’s turkey-breeding farms now have an annual capacity of 5,000 birds 
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(rYN\wo very unsound notions about 
rifle accuracy have been floating 
around for the last few years. One 

is that no rifle can be called accurate 

unless it will group its shots into 1 in. 
or slightly over at 100 yd. Constantly 

I get letters from people who have just 

bought a factory big-game rifle and are 

bitter and disillusioned because the rifle 
won't put all the bullets it shoots into 
the same hole. 

Such a man forgets that the rifle will 
seldom be used on anything smaller 
than a deer or a black bear, that it 
probably will never be shot at anything 


over 200 yd. away, and that shots from ‘ 


most rough-and-ready hunting positions 
cannot do justice to gilt-edge accuracy 
anyway. 

He also forgets that a minute-of- 
angle group made with iron hunting 
sights, or even with a hunting scope of 
around 2X or 21%X, proves nothing 
much except that Lady Luck has helped 
out a bit. The woods are not exactly 
full of citizens capable of seeing, hold- 
ing, and squeezing well enough to shoot 
minute-of-angle groups even with su- 
perfine equipment. 





Raymond Speer, of the bulletmaking Speers, tests a 





A second notion-—and one just about 
as phony—is that in order to be accu- 
rate a rifle must be heavy. It’s true that 
most accurate rifles are heavy. The 
bull gun used by the long-range target 
shot is a ponderous thing, but it is not 
carried over hill and valley. Because 
there is more of it, its heavy barrel 
heats up more slowly, thus has less 
tendency to warp and change its point 
of impact as it gets hot from a long 
series of shots. Its very bulk inhibits 

yarping. Also because of its great 
weight, mass, and stiffness, the heavy 
bull barrel is less sensitive to small 
variations in the velocity of bullets, dif- 
ferences in their weights, jacket hard- 
ness, and so on. 

The heavy rifle can also be held more 
steadily from prone and from a bench 
rest. Indeed, the ponderous bench-rest 
rifles with massive barrels, stocks flat- 
tened on the bottom of the fore-end and 
bottom of the buttstock, and used with 
scopes of the highest power, go a long, 
long way to eliminate the human error 
and to make the rifle a tester of bullet 
perfection, proper velocity level, and 
other important factors in shooting. 

But alas, those ponder- 
ousand homelybench-rest 
rifles are as specialized 
as a pickle fork. Except 
for bench-rest shooting 
they have no earthly use. 
A powerful young man 
would fall exhausted if 
he tried to lug one around 
to hunt with, and the 
things are so homely that 
one look at them would 
give a crocodile the sulks. 

I must confess, alas, 
bench-rest rifles don’t in- 
terest me greatly. I am 
interested in accuracy, 
but in accuracy that a 
guy can carry around in 
his hands. When accu- 
racy comes in a package 
that has to have wheels 
under it, I begin to fidget 


.308 from his bench rest. Chronograph in background and look for the exit. 
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If the fore-end screw is too tight it 
sets up erratic vibrations in the barrel 


I am not putting a tack in the seat of 
the bench-rest shooters. Far from it. 
They have taught us a lot about bul- 
lets, loads, case design, and accuracy. 
They have a lot of fun, and I love them 
for it. Some of my best friends are 
bench-rest enthusiasts who own rifles 
weighing 30 lb. and who would quietly 
drown themselves if in competition they 
shot a group as wide as 1 in. at 100 yd. 

I am interested in the accuracy of a 
varmint rifle that is light enough to be 
carried for the necessary few miles by 
an ordinary desk-bound wage earner. 
And in the accuracy of a light sporte: 
from which every ounce of surplus 
weight has been trimmed, and which is 
a joy to carry. I have shot such rifles 
from bench rests over a period of many 
years. I have loaded for them, tried re- 
bedding them, and on the range I have 
shot them in all positions except stand- 
ing on my head. 


MM’ light sporters are very accu- 
rate when used with good ammu- 
nition; much more accurate than most 
people would believe, less accurate than 
some would hope. All are more tem- 
peramental than heavy-barreled targe 
and bench-rest rifles. Under ideal con 
ditions, when the man behind them i 
seeing them sharp and really squeez 
ing, and when the load and bullets are 
(continued on page 98) 
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When it comes to CRAFTS- 
MANSHIP, do you know any 
name in firearms the equal of 
Winchester? Modern precision 
machinery, yes... but the gun- 
smith’s painstaking handwork, 
oo! It’s why you see the difference 
in a Winchester. 


Cucuybody shoots etter with a 
WINCHESTER 
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Every Winchester must earn 
its tiny WP mark, stamped 
on the barrel... testifying 
that it has passed the brutal 
Winchester-Proof firing test 
with loads far exceeding nor- 
mal power. 





‘““Everybody shoots better 
with a Winchester”... more 
than precision shooting quali- 
ties and smooth action... 
it’s that wonderful, special 
Winchester ‘‘feel’’, the design 
and balance that make a 
Winchester firearm blend with 
every move you make. 





WINCHESTER MODEL 42 


Field hunting with a 410 shotgun 
is becoming more popular every 
season ...and you'll know why 
when you get the feel of a 
Winchester Model 42, America’s 
only slide-action 410 repeater, It’s 
light and fast and every inch a 
shotgunner’s shotgun that shoots 
a pattern that makes the most of 
a good shot. Winchester Proof 
(chrome-molybdenum) Steel: 
chambered for 3-inch 410 shells 
but will efficiently handle 2-imeh 


loads. 
— $81.70 





WINCHESTER MODEL 12 


The repeating shotgun every 
man has his heart set on. Slide- 
action so smooth it’s called ‘““The 
Perfect Repeater’. Winchester 
craftsmanship.. .The World’s 
Finest. Metal parts machined from 
Winchester Proof (chrome- 
molybdenum) Steel. Compare its 
beauty-of-line with any other 
shotgun . . . swing it, see why it’s 
called the Natural Pointer. Make 
this your year to buy a Model 12! 


$93.85 


Prices subject to change 
without notice. 


ARMS AND AMMUNITION DIVISION OF 
OLIN INDUSTRIES, INC., NEW HAVEN 4, CONN 


AN 


Olin 


PRODUCT 
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The way a Winchester shoots. . . 
the way it looks ...and the way 
it lasts ...can best be expressed 
by the incomparable pride of 
ownership felt by every sports- 
man who owns one. 


SELECT YOURS FROM THE COMPLETE LINE OF WINCHESTER SHOTGUNS 
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It’s here...from EVINRUDE 


Se re NaN an © 


AQUASONIC 


The rippling rush of water as you leave the miles 
astern...the casual small talk of your boating partner 
...you can actually hear these sounds, above the hush of 
your new Fleetwin “ Aquasonic” ! Beneath them—unnoticed 
except when you listen for it—there’s the soft purr 

of a motor so effectually muted—so perfectly isolated 
from all the normal sources of engine vibration— 

that it whispers your boat along with almost the 
sensation of smoothness you get from sailing. 
Whispering Power, by Evinrude, can’t be compared 


to anything you’ve ever known before! 
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Yours in the fabulous new Fleetwin Aquasonic...a 
motor so wonderfully smooth and quiet that it obso- 
letes every existing concept of how a family-size 
motor should sound...should feel...should perform! 


3 Here, from Evinrude, is the whisper-quiet, completely 
vibrationless motor you knew would be built someday! Here, 
for the first time, is a motor that lets you carry on a 

normal conversation anywhere in the boat! Here is perfected 
carburetor silencing that tunes out all of the annoying 
frequencies, letting only the clean, sweet song of power 
filter through. Here is a motor that literally floats in resilient 
mountings...so completely isolated from the boat there's 
not the faintest trace of wrist-tingle at the steering handle. 
Here is a brand new sensation of sailing smoothness... 

with noise-producing vibration blocked off at every source. 
Here is the lightweight, middle-powered family-fishing motor 
that gives you a// of the good things in outboard boating. 
Real planing power that brings far-off fishing spots in 

easy range. Dead-slow trolling. Auto-Lift Hood for instant 
accessibility. Gearshift with neutral-forward-reverse. 
Twist-of-the-wrist Roto-Matic Control. Cruis-a-Day Tank that 
adds hours of bonus running time. Here is your 

“someday motor”...it’s here right now! 


See Your Evinrude Dealer! See... hear... try the new ’54 

Fleetwin Aquasonic. Your order placed now will make you one 
of the lucky ones, come spring! Look for 
your dealer’s name under “Outboard Motors” 
in the yellow pages of your phone book. 
Write today for FREE catalog of the complete 
Evinrude line for 54. EVINRUDE MOTORS, 


B.C. certified brake )  —— 4240 N. 27th St., Milwaukee 16, Wisconsin. 
P. at 4000 R.P.M. 


‘239 


Price F.O.B. Factory, 
subject to change. 


In Canada: Manufactured by Evinrude Motors, Peterborough 


@ 





FIRST IN OUTBOARDS...45th YEAR 
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Guard-screw tension in a bolt-action ri- 
fle must be right if it is to shoot well 


(continued from page 94) 
just right, some such rifles will give 
accuracy comparing favorably with 
that of much heavier arms. 

I have a .270 which, at the peak of its 
accuracy life, would really lay them in. 
On one occasion and before two wit- 
nesses I shot two five-shot groups with 
it at 200 yd. that measured, center to 
center, 11, and 15% in. I think a con- 
siderable element of luck was involved, 
since I am convinced I cannot see that 
well with a 4X scope. 


( ne time a friend of mine, Kenny 
) Wyatt, who is a fine rifle and 
pistol shot, was shooting this .270 from 
a portable bench with the fore-end rest- 
ing on a pile of little sandbags. I was 
watching the group form through the 
spotting scope. His first three shots all 
cut each other and formed a tight 
cloverleaf. Then I suggested he let the 
barrel cool. As he raised his head from 
the stock one of the sandbags fell down, 
and he had to stop and rearrange them. 
His next two shots were together but 
wide and out of the group. Yet the 
five shots were in less than 1 in. 

Very accurate light rifles are by no 
means uncommon. I have a little .270 
with an Apex barrel, 1-13 twist. Even 
though mounted with a scope of only 
4X (in this case a Bernard Nickel 
4 x 81) it will, with the bullets it favors, 
group into a minute of angle or slightly 
over. Complete with scope it weighs 
only 8 Ib. 

I have a .30/06 Springfield action 
and High Standard war-surplus barrel 

that will do that well. So will the 
featherweight .300 Weatherby Magnum 
that figures in my African hunt. 

My pet .257 is a Winchester Model 70 
with the standard Winchester barrel cut 
to 22 in. and with most of the metal 
around the rear-sight slot milled off. It 
was restocked by Pachmayr. It is a 
reasonably light rifle but by no means 
a featherweight, since complete with 
scope it weighs about 9 lb. It will make 
any bull gun get up and hump. Right 
now it has a Weaver K4 on it. I have 
just tried a few groups with this .257 
from the bench rest. The first one I 
fired, using the 100-gr. Sierra bullet and 
38.5 gr. of No. 4064 powder, measures 
just 5s in. center to center 

These rifles are exceptional, but with 
care in tuning up a rifle and selecting a 
good load, almost anyone could dupli- 
cate my performance. I have seen a 
few factory rifles, right out of the box, 
that shot that well as soon as the grease 
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was wiped out of the bore and a scope 
fitted. I have seen many that would 
shoot that well after a little time had 
been spent tuning them up. Before the 
war, a pal of mine took a Winchester 
Model 70 just as it came from the fac- 
tory, put a scope on it, and in the course 
of sighting in with factory ammunition 
he shot four three-shot groups all under 
1 in. 

I have seen a standard Remington 
Model 30 do the same thing, and also a 
Model 99 Savage in .250/3000 caliber. A 
few years ago I got a run-of-the-mine 
Winchester Model 70 in .220 Swift. I 
put a 10X scope on it and fussed a little 
with the bedding, and it regularly 
grouped under a minute of angle. With 
it I consistently killed more chucks at 
long range than with any other rifle I 
have ever had. I would not, however, 
call the Winchester Model 70 in .220 
Swift a light rifle, although it is a 
portable one. 





uy 


Sometimes a shim—even a thickness of 
paper—in the barrel channel back of the 
fore-end tip improves accuracy greatly 


The most amazing rifle I have ever 
owned was a featherweight .257 which 
weighed only 7 lb. with scope. It 
grouped astonishingly well and a friend 
who saw it perform bought it out from 
under me. I have always regretted 
selling it. 

These ultra-accurate lightweights are 
a joy to own, a source of great pride to 


any rifle nut. I would say, though, that 
any light sporter which will group into 
2 in. at 100 yd., 4 in. at 200 yd., has all 
the accuracy any big-game_ shooter 
needs. I say this because the man who 
can keep all his shots in a 12-in. circle 
at 200 yd. from the sitting position is a 
good enough shot, far better than the 
average, and anyone who can keep all 
his shots in a 12-in. circle at 100 yd. 
offhand is a pretty good shot, too. A 
rifle that groups into 3 in. from a rest 
at 100 yd. is just fair, and if the group 
is bigger something is seriously wrong 
with either the rifle or the ammunition. 
(Provided, of course, the guy handling 
it can shoot.) 


N matter how good the combination 
of rifle and cartridge, sights limit 
accuracy. For instance, with iron sights 
it is very difficult for anyone to shoot 
a group smaller than 2 in. from a bench 
rest at 100 yd., even with the front sight 
blackened. It is also difficult to shoot 
a group smaller than 1! or 1% in. 
with the ordinary 2'.X hunting scope. 
At least it is for me. Anyone who can 
get 1'.-in. groups with a light sporte 
and a low-power hunting scope can 
congratulate himself not only on having 
an accurate hunting rifle but on being a 
good shot. 

It is much easier to shoot a small 
group with a 4X scope than with a 
21.X, and slightly easier to get good 
groups with a 6X than with a 4X. A 
good 4X is the scope for open country 
where shots are not too long, and it’s 
the scope for the man who hunts in the 
brush and wants to do a bit of varmint 
shooting on the side. But for big game 
in long-range open-country the wisest 
choice is, I believe, a 6X. 

The man, then, who wants top ac- 
curacy from a light sporter must put a 
scope on it that gives good definition. 
If he doesn’t, he is simply crying for 
the moon. 

What, besides a good scope of fairl) 
high power, does one need to insure 


cur 





John George has killed all kinds of African game with this light .375 H. & H. Magnum 
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good accuracy in a light’ sporter? 

The first requirement is a straight, 
uniform barrel properly bedded to avert 
pronounced and erratic vibrations when 
a bullet goes through it. Barrel manu- 
facture has progressed a great deal in 
the last 30 years. Back before the first 
World War, an ordinary sporter that 
would group into 3 in. at 100 yd. and 
6 in. at 200 was considered to be quite 
satisfactory. According to those who 
were testing rifles at the time, many 
would not group into 10 in. at 200 yd. 
Accuracy like that would make a con- 
temporary rifleman call the cops. 

With the precision manufacture com- 
mon today, it is likely you’ll get a good 
barrel. So if a rifle will not shoot well, 
chances are that something is wrong 
elsewhere. Its action should be inletted 
firmly and squarely into the stock, espe- 
cially the magazine and recoil shoulder, 
which should be snug and true. 


8) n the heavy-barreled target or 
bench-rest rifle, or on very heavy 
varmint rifles, the free-floating barrel, 
which does not come in contact with the 
barrel channel anywhere, probably 
gives the best accuracy. It undoubted- 
ly gives the most consistent point of 
impact, since the wood of the fore-end 
never warps this way and that with 
changing weather conditions, varying 
its pressure against the barrel. 

The relatively skinny barrel of the 
light sporter almost always delivers its 
best accuracy with some support. Some 
stockmakers bed the whole barrel tight 
and firm in the barrel channel and at- 
tempt to give a bit of upward pressure 
against the barrel back of the fore-end 
tip. That old master, Alvin Linden, 
liked to bed so that the barrel did not 
touch the channel at all except at a 
point just back of the fore-end tip. 
There he’d attempt to put upward pres- 
sure of around 5 lb. against the barrel. 

This bit of support in the right place 
does wonders in damping down the 
rearing and bucking of a light barrel 
suddenly subjected to 50,000 Ib. of pres- 
sure pushing a hard bullet through it at 
a rate of better than half a mile a 
second. Many times this upward pres- 
sure makes the difference between fair 
accuracy and good accuracy or between 
good accuracy and top accuracy. 

Once I got a factory .30/06 bolt- 
action rifle for testing. The barrel was 
free-floating, and the best I could do 
with it was groups of about 3 minutes 
of angle. I put a piece of inner tube in 
the barrel channel about 7 in. ahead of 
the receiver ring, and with the same 
ammunition I cut the size of the groups 
in half. 

A beautiful custom sporter gave at 
best only fair accuracy as it came from 
the stockmaker. One thickness of tar- 
get paper back of the fore-end tip made 
ill the difference in the world. With 
good bullets the rifle then began to 
group into the neighborhood of a minute 
of angle. In making this sort of ad- 
ustment, it is well to try different 
hickness of paper, and place them at 
lifferent points in the barrel channel. 

Too much upward pressure, or pres- 
ure at the wrong place, is worse than 

one at all. I have seen rifles with so 
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give you better shots, greater safety— 
lowest possible ’scope mounting, too! 






FLIP THE LEVER of any Marlin “336” repeating rifle or 
carbine and the spent cartridge is ejected—not up in 
front of your eyes—but out the SIDE of the gun. Out 
of harm’s way! Out of your line of sight! 









At the same instant, the fresh cartridge is moved 
up into position, the hammer is cocked, you re ready 
for your next shot. 








And because Marlin side-ejection design—a major 
Marlin engineering achievement—permits a flat, solid 
top, ‘scope sights can be mounted as low as a ‘scope 
could go, and dead on center. 











See the great new Marlin 336’s (in Cals. .30-30, 
.32 Spl. or .35 Rem.) at your local dealer. If none 
available, write us for the name and address of nearest 
one. Many Marlin dealers have a lay-away plan. Ask 
your dealer about it. 











Marlin 336-30/30-S (left) Marlin 336-30/30-D (right) 
Sporting Carbine—$68.95* Rifle—$99.95* 
*Prices slightly higher west of the Rockies 









BUY NEW MARLIN RAZOR BLADES—backed by 83 
years’ experience in manufacturing precision steel products. 
12 double or single-edge blades only 25¢. Injector type 
blades, 20 for only 59¢. 


ror came Marlin 


VALUABLE COUPON — MAIL TODAY! 


















FINE GUNS 
SINCE 1870 









The Marlin Firearms Co., 
Dept. OL-11, New Haven, Conn. Name 
Send me catalogue with information and 
photo-illustrations of Marlin Guns, plus Street____ “ 
new cartoon booklet, ““More Fun with 
Your .22 Rifle.” | understand you will City Zon 
also send me a pack of (please check). . 
single or double-edge Marlin Razor 
Blades. | enclose 10¢ for handling. 
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much pressure against the barrel that 
they shot too high with the lowest ad- 
justment of standard rear sights. When 
the forward guard screw on such a rifle 
was loosened, the stock would bow out. 
I have yet to see a rifle that shoots well 
with a lot of upward pressure against 
the barrel. 

Neither does it pay to tie a barrel 
down too hard, because that induces er- 
ratic vibration. Most Winchester Model 
70 rifles shoot better when the fore-end 
screw is backed out anywhere from 
half a turn to two turns. I once had a 
light sporter in which the barrel and 
fore-end were tied together with a bar- 
rel band. It wouldn’t shoot worth a 
hoot until I backed the fore-end screw 
out a couple of turns. 


he whole purpose in carefully bed- 
ding a rifle stock is to try to get the 
barrel to vibrate uniformly and moder- 
ately. If that can be achieved, and if 
the chamber is good and the bore uni- 


| form, the rifle will usually shoot well. 


The inherently accurate rifle is one that 
has moderate and uniform barrel vibra- 
tions. If, at 100 yd., a particular arm 
puts bullets of various weights, and 
traveling at different velocities, into 
pretty much the same point of impact, 
you can assume its barrel is behaving. 
If, on the other hand, it throws bullets 
of various weights all over the paper, 
its barrel is vibrating excessively and 
erratically, and then it is usually not 
particularly accurate with any one 
weight of bullet. 

The finest ammunition in the world 
will not shoot worth a hoot in a bum 
rifle with an erratically vibrating bar- 
rel, and the world’s best rifle will not 
perform well with lousy ammunition. 
And of the various components in a car- 
tridge, the most important is the bullet. 
Anyone who doesn’t believe that should 
try some experimenting at a bench rest, 
using bullets of various makes in a rifle 
of proved accuracy. He may find that 
bullets of one make may consistently 


| group into 1 in., while those of another 


make won't group into 3. Within limits 
I do not think that the powder charge 
has too much to do with accuracy— 


| surely not as much as the bullet has. 





It seems logical to believe that uni- 
form velocity would be very important 
in accuracy. This isn’t necessarily so— 


| at least not at 100 yd. I have seen groups 


of less than 1 in. shot with loads that 
varied as much as 60 foot seconds from 
the high shot to the low shot. Barrel 


| vibration and bullet perfection are much 





| | more important factors apparently than 


uniform velocity. 

Almost always a light sporter will 
show up better with a three-shot group 
than with a five-shot group, and better 
with a five-shot group than with a 10- 
shot group. On dozens of occasions I 
have put the first three shots from a 
light sporter almost into the same hole. 


| The fourth and fifth shots of the string, 


though equally well held and well 
squeezed, were usually out a bit. Also, 
the slower a light sporter is fired, the 
better it will group. 

How come? The reason, I think, lies 
in the expansion of the hot barrel, 
which changes the pressure against the 


barrel channel. The heavier the barrel 
the more slowly it heats up and tne less 
it changes its point of impact. A light 
barrel sometimes gets hot enough in 
rapid fire to burn a hand or arm badly. 

But this string business has little to 
do with the effectiveness of a light big- 
game rifle—or even with the effective- 
ness of a varmint rifle. Our deer hunter 
seldom lays down a 10-shot barrage on 
a buck, and no matter how good the 
chuck shooting is, the varmint hunter 
doesn’t shoot fast enough and often 
enough to make his barrel sizzle. 

That’s why I have always considered 
the 10-shot group no indication of the 
practical accuracy of a light sporter or 
varmint rifle. In any sort of hunting, 
the first two or three shots are the ones 
that pay off. Target shooting is some- 
thing else again. The boys who go in 
for that shoot rapid fire. They cut loose 
with long strings—and that is one rea- 
son why they have their best luck with 
heavy, free-floating barrels. 

Since the war most steel used in rifle 
barrels has been of the stress-relieved 
type, so the barrels are pretty straight. 
Earlier, though, when little stress-re- 
lieved steel was used, light barrels were 
often quite crooked. As they heated up 
they would walk their shots across the 
target. I once had a light foreign 7 mm. 
Mauser that would put its first three 
bullets close together at 200 yd., but 
then start walking them up and to the 
right, out of a 10-in. bull into the 4-ring. 
By the 10th shot it was sometimes on 
the edge of the 3-ring. This little mus- 
ket was an extreme example of the 
walking barrel, but I have seen many 
of them. 

All in all, don’t conclude that be- 
cause you have a light sporting rifle it 
won't shoot well. With a little doctor- 
ing it may achieve accuracy that will 
knock your eye out. Maybe such a 
simple thing as tightening the guard 
screws will cut group size in half. Pos- 
sibly there is not enough pressure 
against the barrel at the fore-end, and 
it needs a paper shim. Or perhaps there 
is too much and the barrel channel 
should be relieved. Maybe the fore-end 
screw needs to be backed out, or the 
barrel is pulled down too much by the 
screw that goes through the stock into 
the barrel band. Possibly it will shoot 
better with another brand of ammuni- 
tion or, if you are a handloader, with 
another make of bullet or a different 
kind of powder. 

For long strings of rapid fire, the 
light sporter isn’t in the same league 
with the target rifle. But for the first 
three to five shots the little deer rifle 
may make the heavy jobs sit up and 
look to their laurels—Jack O’Connor. 


Combination Cleaning Rod 


a ae cleaning rod now be- 
ing distributed to retail stores is 
equipped with fittings that allow sports- 
men to clean pistols, revolvers, shot- 
guns, and rifles of different calibers 
with the one rod. The pistol-grip han- 
dle attaches to the aluminum case that 
holds the fittings. The 8-oz. kit contains 
brass rod extensions that can be coupled 
to a maximum length of 34 in. 
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Marshall Field 
& Company’s Public 
Shooting Ground 


Spend a day on your way 
through C hic ago on 
Fieldale’s 192 acres, unique 
in all the world for gunners. 
You simulate hunting in 
natural cover as clay targets 
take off in flight patterns of 
American game birds. Also 
skeet and trap, 25 shells and 
targets, $3; other games as 
moderately priced. Lunch 
available. Fieldale is 32 
miles NW of Chicago on 
Highway 72. For descriptive 
folder write to Fieldale 

care of 
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With the first modern dean 
of the Alaskan Indian’s Deer Call 


Get closer, cleaner shots by using the amazing 
Sport-LORE Deer Call*—the one original Deer 
Call and the only one backed by 7 successful sea- 
sons. Kit contains modern plastic DEER CALLER 
based on old Alaskan Indian Secret, 
BOOKLET of clear instructions and 
deer-getting secrets, extra “Caller” 
REEDS, Pocket GUIDE to Telling Deer 
Age and How to Skin-Out TROPHIES. 
At dealers or send $2.00 direct. 
Prompt refund if not satisfied. 

*U.S. Pat. No. 2,584,549 
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it | |present wild-turkey population was 


| built. Later Seth Gordon, as executive 


| director of the commission, and Ross L. | 


| was a lot of good range in the moun- 


| leased. 


| days, but at the time it didn’t seem so 














Any Gunsmith 
Will Tell You That! = fj" Nera 


Now airplane makers 
and fine tool manu- 
facturers say it is the 
Only sure answer to 
rust problems. 






RUST 


— PREVENTIVE 


| up with an idea. 


| tains without any 
| 1915 they got a law passed imposing a 


Leffler, both as executive director and 
as a commissioner, carried on their 
work. 


While the turkey’s response to lim- | 
ited protection was encouraging, the 
commissioners realized that even the 
legal kill was too heavy, and that there 


turkeys on it. In 


bag limit of one turkey a week and 
two a season. Two years later the limit 
was reduced to the present one turkey 
of either sex a season. 

Lack of money stymied the commis- 
sion’s hope of repopulating the unoccu- 
pied turkey range until hunting license 
fees were turned over to it, assuring an 
income which has risen from $250,000 a 
year to over $4,000,000. Then a start 
in turkey restocking was made, and in 
the next 15 years 2,500 birds were re- 


One result of this early effort always 
gets a laugh when it’s mentioned nowa- 
funny. Nearly all the birds the com- 
mission got for restocking had to be 
bought from privately owned game 


PENNSY TALKS TURKEY) 





farms, and there’s more than a suspi- 
cion that at least some had more do- | 
mesticated turkey than wild-turkey 
blood in their veins. The difficulty 
wasn’t that the crossbreeds didn’t do 
well in the wild. It was just that they 
wouldn't stay there. When they were 
released in the mountains they’d walk 
sedately out of their crates, listen to 
the call of the wild, not like the sound 


; |of it, and keep on walking until they 


came to a farm. Then they'd join a| 
flock of domestic turkeys or even barn- 
yard chickens. 

Though this initial restocking venture | 
wasn’t altogether successful, it gave | 
the depleted wild-turkey population a | 
much-needed shot in the arm. In 1930 | 
its over-all results encouraged the com- | 
mission to establish its own 1,000-acre | 
wild-turkey farm near East Waterford | 
in Juniata County. 

But the commission still couldn’t get | 
pure wild-turkey breeding stock in 





| quantity, and undoubtedly some of the 


birds used at the farm were crossbreds. | 
For several years their progeny plagued | 
the commission by refusing to go wild. | 
Then Orrie Smith, a refuge keeper | 


the turkey country and now a veteran 


game protector in Fulton County, came | 


Smith often had watched the big | 
birds in the spring mating season. He 
knew that a gobbler will strut and call 
until he’s attracted a harem of four or 
five hens. And Smith knew something 
else—that if a hen won’t come to a 
gobbler he'll pocket his pride and go to | | 
her. Smith’s idea was to set up propa- 
place | 


gating areas on game refuges, 
wing-clipped hens from the turkey | 


|farm in roofless wire pens which wild | 


gobblers could fly into and leave at| 
will, and let nature take its course. Then | 


| he proposed sending the fertilized eggs 
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*“*TRAIL-RITE’’ 
WOOLEN 
HUNTING 
COAT AND 
PANTS 


. ready for the 
cold . . . famous Drybak woo! hunt- 
ing clothes in scarlet, distinctive ‘‘red- 
and-black’’ patterns, and “‘green-and- 
black” plaid, are designed by men 
who live the outdoor way of life and 
who build into each garment all the 
comfort, durability, workmanship and 
special features that they know out- 
doorsmen appreciate. There is a 
Drybak wool hunting jacket and 
matching pants for every need or 
preference, and all are priced for 
real value. See them at your dealer 
or write Drybak for our special 1953 
Wool Hunting Clothing Folder. 


Ready for the trail .. 
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Now America’s Leading 
Premium Straight Whisky’. 


Tops the field for flavor 

..a hit with fans every- 
where...Early Times, 
truly the “All American 
Choice”’ because it’s every dest 
ounce a man's whisky— 
every man’s best whisky ff 
buy. Try it today. 


EARLY TIMES OUTSELLS ALL 
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AT OR ABOVE ITS PRICE. Lug 
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to the farm for hatching and brooding. 

The idea was tried, and it worked. 
By selective breeding, domestic-turkey 
blood was gradually diluted and then 
practically eliminated, and a strain of 
farm-bred wild turkeys was established. 
These birds won't have anything to do 
with chickens or barnyards. Though 
they’re hatched in incubators, it’s a real 
job to keep them on the farm until it’s 


time to stock them. When they’re re- | 


leased they zoom from the crates like 
jet planes, and usually fly at least half 
a mile before alighting. And they show 
remarkable ability to take care of them- 





Editor’s note: The 
twenty-fourth 
OUTDOOR LIFE 
Conservation 
Award goes to 
the Pennsylvania 


Game Commis- 
sion for the out- 
standing work 


described in this 
article. In rec- 





ognition of its 
achievements, the commission will re- 
ceive this handsome bronze-and-ma- 
hogany plaque. Ordinarily it would also 
receive $100 in cash, but, at the 
mission’s express request, this part of 
the award will be presented to Orrie 
Smith, veteran game protector in Ful- 
| ton County, Pa., whose pioneering ef- 
forts contributed importantly to the 
success of the commission's program. 
Any person or organization engaged 
in activities that give dynamic meaning 
to America’s Conservation i 


come- 


Pledge is 
eligible for OUTDOOR LIFE’s Award. Au- 
thors submitting acceptable articles de- 
scribing such projects, written in lively, 
readable fashion, will be paid at our 
regular rates. 





selves in the wild, though 
course, are lost to predators. 

A recent investigation by Rog La- 
tham’s Division of Wildlife Research 
suggests that artificial insemination, 
now being used successfully with do- 
mestic turkeys, may possibly work out 
as a method of further improving the 
strain of farm-produced wild turkeys. 

Until 1944 the Juniata County farm 
produced an average of 1,500 wild 
turkeys a year. Then it was discon- 
| tinued, and a new plant with an annual 
capacity of 5,000 birds was established 


| near Montoursville in Lycoming Coun- 
now comprises three separate | 


ty. it 
farms. One is for breeders and breed- 
ing. The second is for raising “birds of 
the year” which are shifted to mountain 


hardening pens when they’re 12 weeks | 





some, of.| 


old and released in late September. And | 
the third is for turkeys held over for | 
spring release when they’re a year old. | 
The operation is managed by Leon P. | 
Keiser, who is in his 22nd year of turkey 


| breeding. 
| In 19388 Roger Latham, then a wild- 
| life research technician with the com- 
| mission, made a statewide wild-turkey 
| survey which determined the status of 
the birds at that time and became a 
blueprint for their future management. 
More than 50,000 wild turkeys have 
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$ Prepaid 
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DECOY PAINT 


Paint your own decoys and 
be sure they're right, using 
our guaranteed authentic 
colors and detailed instruc- q 
tions with illustrations for > 
both hens and drakes. See 
your dealer or order direct 
as follows: 










——r 
MALLARD .. 10 colors (24 decoys) $5.00 
PINTAIL ................ 10 colors (24 decoys) 5.00 
BLACK DUCK ...... 6 colors (12 decoys) 3.50 
CANVASBACK . 6 colors (24 decoys) 4.75 
SCAUP (Bi. Bill) 6 colors (24 decoys) 4.75 
CANADA GOOSE 6 colors (12 decoys) 4.75 


Prices include prepaid postage 


DUCK BOAT PAINT 


This special dull-finish 
duck boat paint is hard- 
wearing and weather-re- 
sisting. Dead marsh grass 
color. $1.80 per quart 
prepaid. Fully guaranteed 
or your money back. 


PARKER PAINT CC., Est. 1875 
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L252 Main Street Oshkosh, Wis. 








LO-SWING hounr 
Rigid . . . Precision Scope Mount 
PLUS Instant Use of Iron Sights 


ok or see your gun dealer 


PACHMAYR GUN WORKS 
1220 S. Grand Ave., Los Angeles 15, Cal 
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been stocked in Pennsylvania since 
1915. Most have been released on state 
game lands which the commission be- 
gan to buy in 1920. Now there are near- 
ly 1,000,000 acres of these lands in 
about 200 units scattered over the 
state. Practically all the acreage con- 
sists of refuges surrounded by public 
hunting grounds. Feed plots have been 
planted on most of them for deer, 
turkeys, grouse, and other upland game. 

Almost all the early turkey releases 
were made in the south-central part of 
the state. Food was plentiful and cover 
good, and the birds did well. Hunting 
improved. But the turkeys showed no 
inclination to spread northward. An 
imaginary line running across the state 
about halfway between its south and 
north borders was sort of a Great Wall 
which sportsmen thought the turkeys 
would never fly over. 

The commission thought differently. 
It knew that once there’d been turkeys 
all over the state, and that wherever 
there were extensive tracts of wood- 
land there could be turkeys again. When 
production at its turkey farm was big 
enough to warrant taking a few 
chances, the commission began to stock 
hirds in counties outside the _ tradi- 
tional turkey country. 

Some hunters laughed when they 
heard about it, and said the commission 
was nuttier than Aunt Minnie’s fruit 
cakes. Others accused it of being more 
interested in keeping local interests 
happy than in improving turkey hunt- 
ing. Still others scoffed that putting 
wild turkeys in northern Pennsylvania, 
where there are few oaks to produce 
acorns and where snow sometimes stays 
waist deep all winter, was a waste of 
money and of good game stock. 


hat the critics didn’t realize, but 

the commission did, was that the 
wooded areas of northern Pennsylvania 
had changed. They’d been cut much 
later—mostly in the ’90’s—than the 
forests to the south. Now second- 
growth birches, beeches, wild cherries, 
and maples had grown up from brush, 
which had set the stage for the spec- 
tacular comeback of the white-tail deer, 
and were mature. There weren’t many 
acorns, but the woods were producing 
plentiful crops of other mast fruit that 
makes good turkey food. 

Then, early in the '40’s, something 
began to happen. It happened so grad- 
ually that for a while few sportsmen 
realized what was going on. The wild 
turkey went back to northern Penn- 
sylvania. At first only a few scattered 
flocks were seen beyond the Great Wall. 
3ut then the birds zoomed all the way 
up to the New York line—and crossed 
t. 

The growth of the northern cutover 
country was a break, but it was the 
commission’s hard and often discourag- 
ng efforts at wild-turkey propagation 
hat made possible the cashing in on 
hat break. And anyone who knows 
inything about the touchy relationships 
eetween game authorities and sports- 
nen will agree that the commission 
howed unusual fortitude in closing 
nuch of the new turkey country (Mc- 
<ean, Potter, Elk, Cameron, Clearfield, 
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MOUNT YOUR GAME 


Hunters! Anglers! DOUBLE your pleas- 
wre from Hunting and Fishing! Get more 
FUN from one or two fine specimens than 
ou formerly did from killing the limit! 
earn, at home, BY MAIL, to mount all 
kinds of BIRDS, ANIMALS, FISH, GAME- 
HEADS. Have a home museum. TAN 
FURS, MAKE LEATHER. Mail coupon TO- 
DAY for FREE book. 


EASY LESSONS 


Our easy lessons are marvels of simplicity. 
Start actual taxidermy with your very first 
lesson. This famous school has taught TAX- 
IDERMY for over 40 years--to over 400,000 
MEN and BOYS. It’s GREAT. It’s wonder- 
ful. Rush Coupon for free book--tells how 
you, too, can learn easily, quickly. UN- 
BELIEVABLY LOW FEE. Get the FREE 
BOOK.--then decide. No obligation. 


Use Common Specimens 
No wild-game is necessary. Have fun and art 
and beauty and fame with Mounted squir- 
rels, pigeons, chicks, owls, crows, even frogs. 

A world of pleasure for you in Taxidermy! 


TAN LEATHER, FURS 


We teach the Finest Krome-Tan Methods. 
Save money, make money. Yes, learn the 
great art of Taxidermy. Send today, THIS 
Minute for FREE BOOK. State your AGE. 


NORTHWESTERN SCHOOL OF TAXIDERMY 
1111 Elwood Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebr. 


Here is something NEW— something a rll Act NOW. 
Learn TAXIDERMY at home. WORLD’S FINEST HOBBY! 


PROFITS! 





All sportsmen needand want Ss e | re | 


their trophies Mounted, 
You’ll soon be requested, on 
every hand, to Mount for 
Others, at fine profits 


BOYS! 


You will LOVE Taxidermy. 
Special BOY'S CLASS now 
forming--even boys 12 and 18 
succeed. Get FREE BOOK, 
then enroll for FUN and 


also for spare-time earnings. 


Birds, Animals, Fish 


Save and Meunt for your Home-Museum, 
ALL kinds of wild-life. Decorate your Home 
and Den. You will quickly WIN fame, and 
profits too. This is truly a great OPPOR- 
TUNITY. Send COUPON TODAY— NOW! 


Get FREE BOOK 


Send coupon or a postal will do. You will be 
delighted with this STRANGE FREE BOOK, 
with 100 photos of wild game, and All Facts 
about learning Taxidermy at home. Rush 
coupon, STATE YOUR AGE. OR SEND 
PENNY POST CARD IF YOU PREFER, 
PRINT NAME, ADDRESS, AGE. 


for 













Mail Coupon Now 


Northwestern School of Taxidermy, 
1111 Elwood Bidg., Omaha 2, Nebr. 
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Free 
Book 


Send me your FREE illustrated Book ‘‘How 
To Mount Game.”’ Also tell me how I may 
learn this fascinating art easily and quickly 
by MAIL. No obligation. State your AGE. 
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WARM FEET 


in Coldest Weather! 





Tops with sportsmen! A warm, comfortable he- 
man hunting boot of heavyweight, waterproof 
all-weather protection. Double- 
decked storm welting, heel-to-toe lamb's wool 
lining and new patented TRI-VAC Sole of oil- 


leather 


any man! 


Sizes 5-12. Order regular shoe size. Send check 
for $15.95 — no C.O.D.'s please. Ex- 
change or refund cheerfully made. 


Write for free catalog 


NORTH KING SHOE MFG. CO. 
P.O. Box 226, Lynn, Mass. 


or M.O. 


Dept. 





NORTH KING 


8” Hunting Boot 

with genuine 
shearling lining 
and exclusive 
non-slip 
Tri-Vac 

Sole! 























ROCKET 


SHOTGUN SLUGS 


Unexcelled 
Accuracy, 


Sustained 
Velocity 


Adaptable to all Chokes 


Boxes 12, 16, 20—$3.25 
resisting DuPont Neoprene. The perfect gift for of 25 10, 28, -410—$5.00 
Postpaid 10 & 12 MAG—$6.25 


Orders in Multiples of 25 only 


T. F. LOBDELL CO. 


Department B 
MUKWONAGO, WISCONSIN 
Discount to Dealers 


Penetration, 
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‘Jiffy Heat” 


ALCOHOL STOVE 

A real portable stove . . . weighing 
only 7 ounces ... burns alcohol .. . you 
can carry a pair of them in your coat 
pocket. Have coffee—or a hot meal, in a 
few minutes, in wet weather or wind. 

Don't interrupt a good trip to look for 
a restaurant. This amazing “Jiffy Heat” 
but complete—with 


stove is compact, 


stainless steel ‘ate; windshields and 
burner, in a pce kage so small you'll 


carry it in a jacket. e Burns wood alcohol 


or undiluted radiator alcohol e safe @ no | 


valves or pumps @ simplicity itself ¢ 
rugged, does not tarnish or rust @ alumi- 
num e odorless and smokeless. 


and Centre Counties) to turkey hunt- 
|ing until the stocked birds took hold 
| and increased sufficiently to withstand 
|hunting pressure. Cameron, Potter, 
| Clearfield, and McKean Counties were 
‘closed for from five to nine years dur- 
ing this build-up period. 

| In recent years turkeys have spread 
| both east and west from the northern 
| counties. Tioga, Bradford, and Lycom- 
| ing Counties have sizable and growing 
| populations of the big birds. So have 
| Warren, Forest, and Jefferson Coun- 
Prag and especially the Allegheny Na- 
| tional Forest. 





North-central Pennsylvania is a pla- | 
| teau some 1,500 feet high, from which | 


| detached spurs of the Allegheny range 


| rise to about 2,200 feet. Its winters 

| average about the same as most of | 
| New England. 
| Once the turkey-farm birds were | 


| solidly established there, their adapta- | 


bility to severe weather conditions sur- 
| prised even the experts. The turkeys 
proved they can take it. When snow 
covers their natural food too deeply for 
them to scratch down to it, they eat 


buds, as do ruffed grouse in hard win- 
ters. They find open springs and spring 
runs, and supplement their diet with 
| snails, aquatic insects, and crawfish. 
Turkeys soon learn to fish small 


streams almost as expertly as raccoons. 


\\ 7 ild turkeys respond well to emer- | 


gency feed set out for 
man. Throughout the turkey country the 


feeders which it fills with yellow-ear 
corn. The turkeys know where these 
food stations are, but practically ig- 
nore them until the snow gets deep. 
Then they make good use of them. An 
ingenious dodge is used to make cer- 
tain there’ll always be corn on top of 
the snow, no matter how deep it gets. 
The corn is placed in poultry-wire bas- | 
and deer. Squirrels visit the feeders 
daily, 
corn, and drop what’s left on the snow. 
So shelled corn is always available. 





dividual sportsmen, maintain turkey 


feeders of their own. 


the way turkeys learn to follow deer 
around and feed where the white-tails 
paw through the snow. Although deer 


and turkeys sometimes compete for 
Examine this remarkable “Jiffy Heat” food, they get along fine. 


stove—it has won enthusiastic friends 


wherever seen and used. 


Only $995 complete 


At your Sporting Goods Store 


Pat. Pend. 





1929 Opdyke Rd. 
CLAY MFG. CO. Pontiac, Michigan 
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under heavy, though regulated, hunting 
| pressure. Rog Latham, who’s studied 
turkeys for years, says they’re smarter 
than nine out of 10 hunters—an obser- 
vation which the kill ratio bears out. 
Old-time turkey hunters used to say 
that a gobbler can see a man wink 
100 yards, and no game species has 
more acute hearing. Turkeys are wary 
and wily, especially the old ones. It’s 
| the young birds that bear the brunt of 
each year’s hunting, leaving the wise, 
old breeders to carry on. 

In the past 10 years Pennsylvania 
has become famous for its turkey hunt- 
ing, which certainly is the best in the 
East and probably the best in the coun- 

| try. Last season’s kill, 


Pennsylvania commission has installed | 


them by | 





kets hung out of reach of both turkeys | 


bite the eyes out of kernels of | 


Some sportsmen’s clubs, and a few in- | 


Further proof of their adaptablity is | 


The wild turkey also stands up well 


estimated by | 
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The first pipefuls determine the 


pleasure your pipe gives. Yes, the 
secret to a sweet smoking briar is to 
break it in properly and Dr. Grabow 
does this for you. 

Mechanical pre-smoking with fine 
Prince Albert tobacco breaks in each 
Dr. Grabow as it should be 


never too hot, never too fast, never 
too slow but just right for a 
cool, sweet smoke. 


3uy a pre-smoked Dr. Grabow and 
taste the difference yourself. 


$1.50 and up ® 





HENRY LEONARD & THOMAS-GREENSBORO, N. C. 

Designed to Please the 

Most Critical Shooter! 
Beautiful Duraluminum_ Clean 

STEEL 
$2.75 or P istol Kits $2.25. Buy 
BD) | from your Hardware or Sporting 
Goods Dealer. 


Make ‘'HIM"' happy 
with a GUNSLICK_ KIT! 










ing Rod, Tips, Bronze Brushes 
Solvent. Gunslick, Patches and 
Oil. TRAY Is REMOVABLE 
Shotgun Kits $2.95. Rifle Kits 








pill 
Gift 


FOR $ oO 
ONLY — 


Here’s the present with a bright future . . . the 
And it costs 





ideal gift for anyone interested in guns 


only $4.00. 


So, if you have such a sportsman on your gift list . . . 
if he likes to hunt or tinker with guns ... gets a kick 
out of reading ALL ABOUT GUNS, this unusual GIFT 
OFFER is the answer you've been seeking 


Have us send the next 12 issues of the AMERICAN 
RIFLEMAN magazine—All About Guns—to that par- 
ticular person. He'll be delighted all through the 
year ot the more than 1200 pages of gun lore the 
RIFLEMAN brings—300,000 sportsmen call it “tops’’ 


And, of course, an attractive gift card, announcing 
your gift, will be mailed directly to him. 
Mail the coupon NOW. Avoid the Holiday rush 


oS a ee en an eee a 


NATIONAL RIFLE ASSOCIATION | 


| 1602-K Rhode Island Ave., N.W., Wash. 6, D.C. | 
| I enclose $4.00. Please send the AMERICAN | 
1 RIFLEMAN and a confirming NRA member- | 
| ship application to: | 
NN a iscciercesess | 
| MINN otk 6 ae coe ee, eee Oe er 
| REANA RR MONI ois oot snias so o5S020, ath vee eecunsbausencekeantenecs | 
| Sign gift card as below l 
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district protectors at 9,200 but prob- 
ably up around 12,000, was an all-time 
record. The 1950-52 average kill was 
twice the 1915-19 average, and 35 per- 
cent above the best previous three-year 
average. 

The largest increase has been in the 
north-central area, which accounted for 
51 percent of the state’s total kill in 
1950, 57 percent in 1951, and 60 percent 
last year. But even in south-central 
Pennsylvania the actual turkey kill in- 
creased from 1,600 in 1950 to 2,250 in 
1952. Yet, generally speaking, the 
state’s wild-turkey crop is underhar- 
vested. 

Latham told me that in some back- 
country sections of the north-central 
region the yearly take averages only 
one bird per flock, and that even in 
heavily hunted areas the turkeys could 
stand annual kills two or three times 
greater than the present. 

In my book there is no better hunt- 
ing than turkey hunting, and no more 
pleasing trophy than an old 25-pound 
gobbler—if you’re good enough to kill 
one. Bringing back this grand bird isa 
job that the Pennsylvania Game Com- 
mission can be proud of. THE END 





O’CONNOR IN AFRICA 


(continued from page 38) 


hole were the big round pug marks of 
two lions. “‘A lion and a lioness,’”’ Myles 
told us. “Things look good!” 

Actually they were even better than 
we had hoped. 

After lunch we went out in the hunt- 
ing cars, Myles with Herb and Red, and 
Don Ker taking me. We were not a 
mile from camp when Don suddenly 
put on the brakes. “See the lions?” he 
asked, lifting his binoculars to his eyes. 

I jumped as if I had been shot, but I 
managed to follow the direction of his 
gaze. Across the donga, perhaps 150 
yards away, and beneath a big thorn 
tree, were the silhouettes of a couple of 
lions. They looked just like the circus 
kind. Then my binoculars showed me 
lions all over the place—females, half- 
grown cubs, and a couple of young 
males with sprouting manes. 

For whatever the reason, lions are 
not afraid of automobiles. Putting his 
four-wheel-drive hunting car into low, 
Don crossed the donga and in a mo- 
ment we were up to our necks in lions. 
Those around the thorn tree posed like 
mamma, papa, and the children in an 
old-fashioned family portrait. More 
lions popped up out of the grass until 
there were 18 in all. 

Breaking out my _ black-and-white 
still camera, I shot several pictures of 
them. Then I turned to color movies. 
One lithe and beautiful young lioness 
detached herself from the group, walked 
up to within a few feet of the car, and 
looked it over. 

Reluctantly we drove away. This, I 
told myself, was going to be a cinch. 
I was even more convinced we were on 
the gravy train when we saw two more 
lionesses, shortly after. They were 
lying in the thin shade of a thorn tree 
right out on the hot, bright plain. One 
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WEAVER-SCOPE 
PRICES 


... $34.50 
37.50 
--. 45.00 
K6............ 48.50 
K8 or K10.... 59.50 


, ©. re coos Sau 

6c Sieben 27.50 

Pes eae so dace 9.75 

BG... ; 12.50 
B4 and B6 


include N Mount 
Weaver Detachable Mounts, 
Top or Side 
$9.75 


SCOPES 


K MODELS FOR EVERY 
KIND OF SHOOTING 






MODEL K4 
shown with Weaver 
Detachable Top Mount. Scope 
$45.00; Mount $9.75 






for 
accuracy, 
better vision, 
dependability 


A clear, sharp, magnified target 





is what you see through the large 
precision-ground optics of the 
Model K Weaver-Scope; you see 
your game up close, with more clean 
kills, less wounded game. Sturdy, 
weather-proof construction and pro- 
tected internal windage and elevation 
adjustments are your assurance of 
dependable performance on the 
roughest hunting trip. There’s only 
one sight toalign on the target,which 
means faster, more accurate shoot- 
ing. See Model K Weaver-Scopes 

at your sporting goods dealer’s. 





Please send folders on Weaver-Scopes, Chokes, and Mounts 


NAME 





ADDRESS 





ZONE STATE 





CITY 


W. R. WEAVER CO., DEPT. 6 


EL PASO, TEXAS 








Inner vamp seals the 
seams so that water 
passage is blocked. 
Also made with 
single vamp. 





This famous boot meets upland hunting specifi- 
cations perfectly. Being made of choice grade 
leather, it’s LIGHT — being a true moccasin, it’s 
COMFORTABLE — and being of double-vamp 
construction, it’s WATER-PROOF. And, being a 
Russell, it’s TOP QUALITY. No other footgeor can 
give your feet a more satisfying hunt. See your 
dealer, or write us for catalog. 
W. C. RUSSELL MOCCASIN COMPANY 
8 Park Avenue, Berlin, Wisconsin 


GENUINE HAND SEWED MOCCASINS 
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G. ‘A. Bass & Co., 1511 Canal St. 


Miracleof Modern Science 


FREE 


Big, new illustrated catalog of 10-X 
Sportswear. Write for copy 
today. 








DETACHABLE 
GAME BAG-DRY SEAT 
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e True moccasin 
struction — for 
comfort 


proofed leather 
e Non - slip ru 
soles 


For Camping... 


For Loafing... 
Bass Weejuns* 


Oe te epee 


*T. M. Reg. 





Wilton, Maine 





for hunting! 


all Hurilets” 


con- 
real 


eExtrasturdy9” boots 
e Soft, flexible, water- 


bber 


Bass Camp Moccasins 


Sensational Design 


Gives You This Amazing Jacket Value 


10-X COLD WEATHER 








Hunting & Sport Coat — 


@ Warm at 15° Below Zero @ Comfortable at 60° Above 


a @ Water Repellent 


Now, ONE all-weather, all purpose 


jacket you'll wear for everything sche 


from early Fall to early Spring 
bulky for hunting . . . free and easy for out- 
door sports . . . trim, jaunty, smartly styled 
for casual wear. Fully lined with Jen-Cel-Lite, 


Lighter, less tik 


by the armed forces in anti-exposure cloth- LNA 
ing and arctic wear, Controls body tempera- dik 
ture to keep you warm in severe sub-zero 
weather . . . yet you can wear it in perfect 
comfort on mild, warm days. Famous Skin- 
ner’s Tackle Twill outer covering resists wind, 
sheds rain and snow. Fitted, belted bi-swing 


the revolutionary new air cell insulation used Mx itt 
yf 
oy Xu 


back . . . pivot sleeves ...+. two-way Talon 
Zipper ... Six pockets .. . knitted wristlets 
in sleeves . . . hidden buttons for attaching 


game bag . concealed snap studs for 
storm hood. There’$ never been anything like 
this great new jacket before. — 





SEE IT, TRY IT ON Bes 
AT YOUR DEALERS nes 
Available in Dead Grass Shade or Brilliant { { — 
Red. Matching insulated Storm Hood and vad NOS 4 
Game Bag-Dry Seat also available. L iY PS 


407 E. SECOND ST. + DES MOINES, IOWA 
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10-X MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


\l 
\\| 


ay —\\\\ 
y \\ 









| 





was devouring the carcass of a Thom- 
son’s gazelle she had killed, and when 
we drew up and stopped she nervously 
picked up the dead Tommy and trotted 
away until she found herself another 
tree. She didn’t know what the strange 
mechanical monster was, but she wasn’t 
going to share her Tommy with it, that 
was sure. 

That same afternoon I shot my first 
African game—a Tommy for us dudes 
and the white hunters to gnaw on, and 
a topi for the help. Each was a one- 
shot kill with an 87-grain bullet from 
the .257 Weatherby Magnum, and each 
was made at around 200 yards. 

I figured I’d really have something 
to tell Herb and Red when I got back. 
I had actually seen some real live lions 
with hair, long teeth, and big red 
mouths. I had also actually shot a 
couple of funny-looking un-American 
antelope. Would the boys be burning 
with envy! 

But when Don and I drove up to 
camp my small accomplishments faded 
into nothing, for there was Red gloat- 
ing over the carcass of a big blond 
lion, while the native boys whooped 
and hollered around him in triumph. 
Just as the debunkers had said; there's 
nothing to shooting a lion in Africa. 
You simply drive around until you see 
the one you want. 


Ff ig-ang Red had done just about 
that. From a distance Myles had 
spotted a lion and lioness lying in the 
grass. Leaving the car half a mile 
away, the two men had made a long 
stalk, creeping along on their hands 
and knees through the tall grass until 
they were about 75 yards from the lions. 
Then Red eased himself up onto a con- 
venient anthill, and when the _ lion 
raised its head above the grass he 
plugged it through the neck. 

Easy? For him, yes. But Herb and 
I didn’t shoot our lions the next day, 
nor the day after that. We didn’t shcot 
any old he-lions on account of we didn't 
see any. We saw lady lions. We saw 
baby lions. We even saw young legal 
males which we passed up because they 
had small manes. 

In East Africa, male antelope (which 
by all laws of logic should be called 
‘“‘bucks’’) are called ‘‘rams’”’ if they are 
small and “bulls” if they are large, and 
the very feline male leopards and 
cheetahs are called ‘‘dogs.” So Herb 
and I gagged up our reports to each 
other when we met at night. ‘Oh, the 
usual! Lots of ewe and lamb lions, but 
nc old boar lions.” 

We went out at dawn, came in after 
dark. We covered country in the hunt- 
ing cars. We glassed from the little 
rocky hills called kopjes and _ pro- 
nounced “‘copies.”” We explored dongas 
We shot a few antelope to keep ow 
help sleek and fat and our own bodies 
and souls together. But what we wanted 
was a lion apiece. 

I got the first break. We moved 
part of the outfit a few miles from the 
place where Red had shot his lion and 
camped on a donga spotted with wate! 
holes every half mile or so. The area 
was very dry and the high grass had 
been cured by the sun. All around us 
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was the fresh, clean, delicious smell of 
natural hay. 

A little scouting soon showed that 
the lions in the area were concentrated 
along this donga. They had cover in 
the brush along the watercourse, pools 
in which to drink, and plentiful game 
close at hand. Every night we could 
hear their grunting, coughing roars as 
they hunted. Water bucks, Thomson's 
gazelles, topi, impalas—all came down 
to water and paid their toll to the great 
lurking cats. 





here are various ways of getting 

lions. One is to cruise around in a 
hunting car until a shootable specimen 
is spotted and then to stalk him afoot. 
In both Kenya and Tanganyika the law 
says that no game may be shot from 
a car or within 200 yards of a car. So 
even if you spot a fine trophy lion you 
have to drive on at least 200 yards be- 
fore you can get out and begin your 
stalk. 

Another way is to hit fresh spoor, or 
tracks, follow the lion to his lair, boot 
him out, and take your shot at him. 
Still another is baiting. You shoot one 
of the commoner antelope and drag it 
behind an automobile to leave a blood- 
scent trail. Then you tie the bait ani- 
mal securely in a tree so that a feeding 
lion cannot drag it off into the brush. 
Perhaps a shootable lion will be at- 


tracted to the bait, and still be there 
when you come around at daylight. 


But more often the bait has been de- 
voured by other visitors buzzards, 
Marabou storks, and hyenas. And when 
lions do come they are likely to be 
females and immature males that are 
not so wary of ambushes as the great 
maned lords of the jungle. 

Don Ker elected to cruise in his hunt- 
ing car, and we covered a beat along 
the donga, stopping now and then to 
glass our surroundings or to get out to 
look for sign. We saw lions every day 

sometimes a lone and beautiful fe- 
male shining hke gold in the early- 
morning sun as she lay full of antelope, 
replete, and happy, enjoying the warmth 
after the chill of the night at almost 
6,000 feet. Sometimes we'd see two or 
three females or young lions together. 
l Now and then they’d be sunning them- 
selves, but in the afternoon they’d either 
lying in the tall grass or bedded 
l down in the thin shade of a thorn tree. 
There were big he-lions about, no 





l be 


doubt of it. We'd see their tracks by 
the water holes. At night we'd hear 
t their rattling low-pitched grunts, their 

full-throated, deep-chested roars. But 
. when we went out at dawn they had 
. gone back to their brush retreats. But 
. sometime, somewhere, we'd be bound to 


see a trophy lion. 

Then it happened. 
One morning, just as the first clean, 
bright rays of the sun shone on bush 





' ind grassland, the lookout boy—his 
ead through a hole in the car top 
q vhispered that magic word, ‘‘Simba!”’ 
" \eross the donga, about 200 yards 
d ‘way, seated majestically on a big flat 
, ock, were two big males, with a black 
a nd a blond mane respectively. My 





eart almost jumped out of my throat. 
Calmly Don Ker, that old pro, stopped 
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squirrel to deer. Reduces recoil up to 60%. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


| 300 yards away. Then Mr. O’Connor’s 
| personal whammy took a hand. 


| down to shoot, they were on their feet. 


The rifle was wobbling all over the | 
place. My first shot at the black-maned 
lion got away from me. I missed, and | 

I | 
| worked the bolt rapidly, then swung 
over to the blond. This time the cross- 


|my jacket. 


| car Don said not a word. 





| stopped the car. 


the hunting car, lifted his 7 x 35 Bausch 
& Lomb binoculars to his eyes, and 
took a look at the lions. ‘They’re both | 
worth shooting,” he said calmly. 

He drove on and parked the car some 


“Give me my .300,”-I told the gun- 
bearer in the back seat. 





in these pages. It’s a short-barreled, 
scope-sighted featherweight, so accu- 
rate it will keep five shots on a ee 


| dollar at 200 yards. 

| So off we went. We dropped into the 
|donga and presently came to a spot 
| where I could shoot. The lions had be- 
| come nervous. 
| seen or heard us because when I sat 


Apparently they had | 


off went the old boy into the bush. 


hairs settled down right behind his 
shoulder, and when I squeezed off the 


shot I expected old Leo africanus ell BECAUSE THEY ALWAYS 


drop. Instead he gave no sign of being 
hit, turned his big broad fanny to me, 
slowly walked off the rock, and disap- 
peared. 


pen only thing that could have hap- 
pened, I told myself, was that I'd 
given the trigger a terrific yank and 
jerked my shot high. 

As we sneaked back to the car I was 
about as low as I have been in all my | 
life. I had dreamed for 40 years of | 
killing a great-maned lion. Two of | 
them had been tossed into my lap-—and 
I had flubbed the opportunity like an 
excited schoolboy missing his first buck. 
I crept along trying to hide my head in 
The gunbearers wouldn't 
look at me, and until we got into the | 


| 


turned to me. ‘Don’t feel 
badly,” he said. ‘Lots of people have 
missed their first lion—and they have 
missed at a lot less than 100 yards.” 

I said nothing. There was nothing to 
say. So off we drove. Presently Don 


Then he 


“We'll have to try baiting now,” he} 
told me. ‘‘See that kongoni over there, | 
about 300 yards away? I'd like to have 
you shoot it.” 

The kongoni is a big, horse-faced | 
antelope with short, twisted, cowlike | 


| horns and a gallop like that of a spa- 
| vined plowhorse. Nobody loves the poor 


| That Weatherby Magnum is one of | ] 
my favorites, a rifle I have described | 
| 


kongoni. He exists in multitudes but he | 


isn’t much of a trophy, and his destiny 
seems to be lion food and lion bait. This 
one stood under a tree asleep on his 
feet and with his head down. 
about 300 yards away 
should not be difficult with my souped- 
up .300 Magnum. 

I held onto the tree with my left 
hand, rested the fore-end of the .300 
over my wrist, put the crosshairs on 
the center of the kongoni’s shoulder, 
and touched one off. Not a darned 
thing happened except that-—-far away, 
through an avenue in the trees—I saw 


| dust kick up. I felt even lower. I 


1 


He was | 
and the shot | 


| 
| 
| 
| 
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axes or ruin knives by pounding 
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Has 11 in. Swedish steel blade, hardwood 
handle, 3 position safety locks blade straight 
for poultry, kitchen, freezer; locks at angle 


$35 for heavy bone cuts on deer, elk, 
beef; locks closed for belt carry, 
safe storage. 
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11048 S. Van Ness Ave. 
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worked the bolt, squeezed off another 
careful shot with exactly the same 
result. 

“Way high!’’ Don said gloomily. 

“Tll try a 220-grain bullet,” I said. 
“It shoots a lot lower.” 

I fed one in, held as before, shot, and 
down went the kongoni. 

A great light dawned on me. Care- 
fully I examined my .300. The con- 
tinual pounding of the hunting car over 
rough country had loosened the guard 
screws of the rifle so that it took three 
complete turns to tighten them. The 
scope mount was so loose that I could 
rattle it with my hand. I tried a shot 
at 100 yards, and the bullet landed to 
the right and a foot high. Even the 
three screws in the scope base were 
loose. I had to remove the scope to 
tighten them, and the .300, of course, 
was out of action until I could sight it 
in again. I didn’t have a lion, but I did 
have an alibi. 

In the rack in the hunting car was 
my .375 Magnum, a Model 70 Win- 
chester restocked by Griffin & Howe 
and fitted with a Stith 2%X% scope on a 
Griffin & Howe mount. I took it out, 
tightened the guard screws, then shot 
twice with the 270-gr. bullet at a knot 
on a tree 100 paces away. One shot was 
in the middle of the knot, the other 
about one inch away. Here was my lion 
rifle. 

I got another chance a couple of days 
later. We were cruising along early 
one morning when what should we be- 
hold about 200 yards away but two big 
blond lions strolling along as amiable- 
looking as two well-fed house cats, 
their big bellies—full of meat and water 
—swinging from side to side as they 
walked. 

It would have been very easy to leap 
from the hunting car with cries of joy 
and to salivate those two big cats, but 
the Tanganyika game laws and the 
long arm of Don Ker’s conscience 
would not permit it. We cruised slow- 
ly between them, as if shooting lions 
was the last thing in the world we'd 
think of. I even thrust my camera out 
of the car and shot a picture of one. 


B* when we got about a quarter 
mile away we_ grabbed rifles, 
dived into the donga, and ran like the 
devil after the lions. When we got to 
the spot where they should be, we stuck 
our heads over the bank expecting to 
see them. No lions. Their tracks showed 
they had done exactly what we had 
done. As soon as they were out of 
sight they had run. 

So we took up the spoor. 

For five miles we followed it, with 
Don, the gunbearer Thomas, and a 
Wandorobo tracker doing most of the 
work. I must say with pride, though, 
that two or three times I found the 
spoor when it was lost. 

It was noon. We were hot, weary, 
and thirsty when we saw a little Thom- 
son’s gazelle standing just out of a 
brush patch into which the tracks led, 
and gazing at something the way a 
bird looks at a snake. 

“He sees the lions,” Don hissed at me. 
“Get ready!” 

So into the brush we crept. But the 
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ECONOMY SET 


All equipment needed to reload pop- 
ular cartridges is contained in the 
Ideal Economy Set, the lowest priced 
equipment on the market. See this set 
at your dealers. You'll find how 
simple it is to reload top-accuracy 
cartridges at a tremendous saving 
over commercial ammunition. 
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A wonderful gift for any shooter! 


Free reloading 
literature available 
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| lions saw us first and we became aware 


of them as bouncing silhouettes fleeing 
through heavy brush about 75 yards 
away. I brought up the .375 and had 
| the crosshairs swinging along the chest | 
| of a lion when Don shouted for me not 
|to shoot. Like all white hunters he 
| wants no part of a wounded lion in 
heavy’ brush. 


We chased the cats about 300 apts 


and saw them again across an open flat | 


| 


| just before they disappeared into an- | 


| other brush patch 


| “Shoot if you think you can land one | 


| right!’ Don yelled. 
| “Hell, I couldn’t hit an elephant right 
| now,” I said, as I gasped for breath. 

So back we turned, again defeated. 

| We had now spooked four big-maned 
| lions and we were really loused up. 

The next day, not far from where we 
lost those two, Herb Klein polished off 
a big blond male, propably one of the 
two we had muffed. Don and I con- 
tinued to see lady lions but no males. 

So back we went to our first camp, 
where Red had shot his lion. We held 
a conference and decided to try 
more days for my lion. Since Herb and 
Red had killed not only lions. but 
| leopards—-something for which I had 
| no license—it was time to move on to 
| other territory for other game. 


| 


| 


7 he next morning we saw a big pride 
of 18 lions, including two young 
maned males. The temptation to bop 
| one was pretty strong. That afternoon 
| we put out a kongoni bait and chopped 
in two a big eland which Herb had shot 
the day before. 

It was gray dawn the second day 
when Don and I drove out in the hunt- 
ing car to inspect our three baits. When 
we could see the first one Don said 
calmly, ‘‘There’s something on the kon- 

.” He lifted his 


| 





| goni—a lioness, I believe 
| glasses. ‘‘No, it’s a lion.” 


My own binocuars went to my eyes. 
I saw a very respectable maned male, 
young but shootable and a better lion 
than most Americans come back from 
Africa with. “I'll settle for that baby,” 
I said. 

Don kept the glass to his eyes. 

“We've got two more baits to 
at,” he told me, ‘‘and I'd hate to have 


you go back with a second-rate lion | 


like that one. 

“You wouldn't hate it 
as I'd hate to go back 
| lion,” I told him. “My 
| wouldn’t speak to me.’ 

“Well, maybe he’ll be here when we 
get back,” he said. 

“You're the doctor!” 

Off we went. The 
not been touched, but when we got to 


without 


| the third we could see that a lion had | 


| been eating on it and below it in the 


dust were the big round tracks of a| 


male. 

We parked the car 
kill and got out. 
from the bait for more 
minutes,’ Don whispered. 
to be close by.” 


away from the 


“He's bound 


We had hardly gone 300 yards through | 


the tall grass and thin brush when the 
| Wandorobo boy whispered, “Simba!” 
Now.luck was with us. A bit less 


two | 





half as much } 
any | 
best friends | 


| 
second bait had | 


“He hasn't been gone | 
than a few 
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come these superb rifles. Factory was founded 
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working bolt action. Amazing accu- 10-Day NO-RISK Trial 
racy at 100 yard range. Ammunition | Uce for 10 days. If not fully 
is available anywhere and replace- | satisfied return for full re 
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portation collect.C.O.D. 
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PACHMAYR 


RECOIL PADS 





Unconditionally guaranteed for the life of the 
gun... will not harden or soften... scientifi- 
cally designed for greatest shooting comfort. 


At your sporting goods dealer or gunsmith. $3.25 


Distributed through sporting goods and hardware jobbers. 


PACHMAYR GUN WORKS 


1220 So. Grand Ave., 


Los Angeles 15, Calif 
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than a hundred yards from the lion was 
a big anthill that would give us cover 
for the stalk and a rest to shoot from. 
Slowly, quietly, hardly daring to 
breathe, we crept up on his nibs. I 
poked my head over the hill. There 
was the great lion. He was sitting in 
grass so tall that only his head and 
neck showed, nervously looking in the 
direction of his free meal, half of Herb’s 
bull eland. His shaggy, majestic head 
and thick mane shone golden in the 
early-morning sun. 

Cautiously I poked the big .375 over 
the top of the anthill. I rested the fore- 
end on my left hand and the crosshair 
in the scope came to rest rock-steady 
against his burly neck. I squeezed the 
trigger so gradually that the rifle 
seemed to go off by itself. 

As the 71.5 grains of No. 4064 pow- 
der exploded and drove the 270-grain 
soft-point bullet into the great cat’s 
neck, all hell broke loose. Roaring like 
a fiend possessed, the lion tossed his 
great tawny body clear of the grass in 
his dying convulsions. I have heard 
many a wounded grizzly roar in his 
death agonies, and it’s a blood-curdling 
sound, but I have never heard more 
racket than that big lion made. 

We rushed forward for the finishing 
shots, and I was so excited that if Don 
hadn’t restrained me, I think I would 
have tried to stab him to death with my 
pocketknife. 

We stood over him. We gloated. 
measured. We admired. 

He was a beautiful lion. His great 
sandy body was as smooth and round as 
a sausage. His blond mane was heavy, 
shaggy, long. Don Ker told me he 
probably weighed 500 pounds, and was 
one of the largest lions he had seen in 
27 years as a white hunter. From the 
tip of his nose to the last joint of his 
tail he was nine feet seven inches long 
as he lay there. 

All in all, he was some lion, and of 
all the trophies I have taken, the only 
one that has given me a greater thrill 
was the first desert ram I stood over, 
almost a quarter of a century earlier 
and a half a world away. THE END 





We 





EDITOR’S NOTE: This is the first of 
a series of articles on big-game hunting 
in Africa, based on Jack O’Connor’s re- 
cent two-month safari in Tanganyika 
and Kenya. The second, “Africa’s Top 
Trophy,” is scheduled to appear next 
month. 





Higgins .22 Auto 


he J. C. Higgins Model 31 rifle, re- 

placing the Model 30 in the Sears, 
Roebuck line, is a handsome little semi- 
automatic with “money” touches like 
cast parts instead of stampings. It dif- 
fers from the old model in having bolt 
for operation on the right rather than 
m the left, and in handling .22 shorts, 
longs, and Long Rifles instead of L. R.’s 
mly. Breech mechanism can be quick- 
lv and easily removed for cleaning. The 
'ifle measures 42 in. overall, weighs 
JS! lb., and has a man-size stock with 
good pistol grip and hand-filling fore- 
end.—J.0O’C. 
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att 100% Down-Insulated Garments 
\G 


FINEST 


Woods 100% down-insulated sportswear is 
sweeping the country...thrilling outdoor 
Americans with its amazing warmth—zephyr 
lightness —flawless tailoring—rugged prac- 
ticability. Designed for both active sports 


and spectator wear. See fog yourself—at 

| yoursdealer’s. 
nf ® sible jacket 
a he? poftSman's jacket. Zephyr light 
tout bulk—100% down-insulated. Field 


ptestcl design allows perfect freedom for active sports 

Fully reversible choice of scarlet or forest 
green nylon on one side—finest sanforized, water re- 
pellent gabardine on the other. Ideal for deer hunting, 
water-fowling, fishing, hiking. Tailored from finest 
imported fabrics. Sizes 36-48*. Complete with revers- 
ible, detachable hood $55.00. Chill-Dodger down- 
insulated cap Cillus.) $5.50. 

Other popularity leaders in the complete line of 
Woods Falcon 100°% down-insulated sports-wear 
CHILL-DODGER — Sleeveless Vest —$19.95 reg- 

ular; $21.95 extra long 


HUDSON BAY — Parka (with hood) 
$55.00 


JACKPARK — Parka $39.50 (re- 
versible hood $3.50 extra) 


WESTCHESTER — Sports Coat $55. 


VOYAGEUR — lightweight, full zippered Sleeping 
Bags with carrying case, 29”x 80”— $59.50; 35” 
x 80”— $65.00 


* All sizes correspond to regular suit measure- 
ments. For sizes 5}0—52 add 25%. 


How to Get More Fun 
Out of Camping! 


Hundreds of helpful hints 
that will make vour next 
trip more enjoyable! Shows 
how to select and care for 
equipment. how and where 
to pitch camp. how to solve 















SEE YOUR DEALER... 


But if he can’t supply you, order direct. 
Garment(s) will be delivered to you— 
all shipping and custom duty prepaid 
on a money back guarantee. Send 
check or U.S. money order (add .50 
for handling). Please specify color, 
suit size and your dealer’s name. 
SEND FOR FREE CATALOG— 


illustrates and describes complete fine. 


S. E. WOODS, LTD. ; 
Hull, Quebec, Canada Jj, a 
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how to prepare cereals, breadstuffs. vegetables job, even on guns blued with 
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and beverages. 68 pages. Fully illustrated. or parkerized. Guns look new 


. gr INSTANT 
Send only 35e for your copy today! Address 


Dept. 1155. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
353 Fourth Ave. New York 10, N. Y. 


again. Removes grease, penetrates 
rust, leaves a satin blue-black finish. 
Takes minutes, not hours. $1.00 

SPECT SM Kit includes 4-02. bottle Gun Blue 
cotton, crocus cloth, steel wool, Ask 
dealer or write for folder. 
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THE FAMOUS JOHNSON! 
* RECONM-OPERATED. No 
bolt to operate. Fires each 
os trigger is pulled 

















Formerly $250 


now *6§85°* 


*MILITARY MODEL. (|!!! 


ble! I 


* Battle-proved by U.S 
Marines, World War Il 


trated) Bshot fost 
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we penda xcellent mech. He LIGHT RECOIL. 25% less 
* Experts say —finest Hi- cond Barrel fair. Used. A sensational valuc! Bison osvol 30 06 Recoves 
Power self-loader made IMPROVED MILITARY MODEL. Near-orivinal con-.f instantly for fast second shot! 





© Sportsmen say —ideal dition! NEW barrel. Original military stock refinished. 9, gasy LOADING. Conv 
fae big: gues Excellent mechanical condition. A bargain at $109.50 Bh 4. coding 10.shot maa 
STANDARD SPORTER. Handsome, hard-hitting! Has NEW barrel, Ftoad, unload with bolt closed 
© Sold for $250 NEW standard sp t (no cheekpiece), full pistol-crip, recoil BProtect breech in bad weather 
in 194) pad NEWLY blued. $ n improvement ) more! $429.50 Is INSTANT TAKE-DOWN. 
CUSTOM SPORTER. Superb craftsmanship! Beautifully polished, blued. Cast Barrel quickly removed for 
/ in handsome walnut. Monte Carlo Cheekpiece (right or left hand). full pistol cleaning Rifle can be diso 
i, NEW barrel, Dahl t { ramp front sight Only $159.50 I[sembled with only a cartridge 


SPECIFICATIONS 
10 DAY MONEY BACK GUARANTEE! §:... Overall 45% 
C.0.D. $10 dep. reg. Ship'd. Exp. Chgs. Coll. B/e??""* . 

Use our Layaway Plan. $25 dn., $15 month. 
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In South Carolina, famous for stately 
homes and lovely gardens, and... 


fa evely State 





Sor quality 


ORE and better protection for 
M your engine than ever before— 
with Quaker State! For when you 
buy Quaker State Motor Oil, you 
buy the finest oil that 100% Pure 
Pennsylvania Grade Crude Oil, skill- 
ful refining, and continuous research 
can produce. It’s more economical, 
too, because it lasts longer. Try it! 

Quaker State Motor Oil is made to 
suit the requirements of all makes of 
cars and for every type of service. 
Ask your dealer. 

















QUAKER STATE OIL REFINING CORP., OIL CITY, PA. 


Member Pennsylvania Grade Crude Oil Association 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


WHITE ROCKING-CHAIR | 


(continued from page 53) 


seated ourselves so we could see differ- 
ent parts of the area below, and we set 
to work with our binoculars. 

After a while Art came over to where 
I was sitting. “See anything?” he 
asked. 

“No,” I answered with some disap- 
pointment. “I did locate an old pair of | 
shed moose antlers down there in those 
bushes. But there’s no moose to go 
with them,” I added with an attempt at 
humor. 

Art quickly seated himself and fo- 
cused his glasses on those _ bushes. 


|‘‘Where are those antlers?’ he asked 


sharply. 

“But Art,” I protested, “those horns 
are pure white. They’re old, like that 
set we found down along the river yes- 
terday ss 

“All moose horns are white this time 
of year, just after the velvet is off,” he 
answered as he combed the area with 
his glasses. ‘‘Later on, they get yellow- 
ish. Ah! I thought so. Look!” 

I focused my own glasses again. Yes, 
there they were. Two white spots. What 
was Art getting so excited about? I 
looked at the things again. They cer- 
tainly hadn’t moved. Or had they? 
Just then—was that a flick of motion 


on the edge of the white? Yes, it was! 
|It was an ear. A large, furry ear that 
| moved forward and back. 


iE Quaker Slate 


“It’s a moose!” I said aloud. 


Only his horns show.” The chocolate- 
brown body of the beast blended per- 
fectly with the brush. Art gave me a 
patronizing smile. 

| ‘About 65 inches,” he said, staring 
hard through his glasses. “Might be 
70.”’ I’d had experience with Art Mac- 
| Lean before. He was one of the most 
| conservative guides in British Columbia, 
|where all guides are conservative. I 
knew that if Art said a moose had a 
| spread of 70 inches, they might well be 
|75. Again I seized the binoculars and 
| fell forward on my belly to steady the 
| glasses. The horns looked enormous, 
| but the moose was so far away it was 
|impossible to tell with any certainty 
just what the spread might be. As I 
looked, the animal moved his head to 
| one side. 
| horns emphasized their magnitude. 

| “Art, they’re as far across as a tall 
/man. Look at those palms,” I said ex- 
citedly. ‘‘They look a yard broad.” Art 
smiled indulgently and nodded his head 
| in assent. 

“Better get 
shooting,” he said. 
change.” 

Shooting had never occurred to me. 
“Shoot from here?” I asked incredu- 
lously. ‘‘Why it’s—it’s 600 yards, maybe 
700. I couldn’t hit a moose at that dis- 
tance—not for sure.” 

Art had learned long ago it makes 
|no sense to argue with excited hunters. 
| I quickly outlined a plan to him. 

| “I’ll circle down this ridge so as to 
have the wind in my face,” I said. 
“Then I'll drop down to that lower 
point there, and come out on that ter- 
race of dead trees. That’ll be a couple 


your rifle and_ start 
“That wind might 





“There 
| he is, lying down behind those bushes. 


The sweep of the tremendous | 
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full Money Back Guarantee 
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$1.65 Postpaid. $16.25 doz. Not Postpa 
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catalog listing over 35 differ- 
ent duck and goose decoys. 
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60 POWER TELESCOPE $3.98 


VARIABLE EYEPIECE 20X-40X-60X-BRASS BOUND 
NEW! Three telescopes in one, 3. different 
* magnifications. 20 power for ul- 
tra-bright images with 40 and 60 power 
for extra long range. Guaranteed 
to bring distant objects, peo- 
ple. sports events, ships 
moon, stars. etc, 60 
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of hundred yards from where that A DISTINGUISHED CHRISTMAS 
moose is lying.” a new y 
Art shook his head ever so slightly. 









Norm Thompson exclusive... 


Then he said, ‘‘I’ll stay up here and sig- . 
nal you which way he goes.” 

I was halfway along my circuitous VAN DMADE 
route down the valley before I paused 
for breath. What did MacLean mean BOARHIDE LEATHER 
by that crack, “I'll signal you which 
way he goes”? That moose wasn’t go- 
ing anywhere. Not if I could help it. - 
But ! shrugged off Art’s pessimism, and for sports and leisure wear DIRECT 
continued my stalk. Already I had Here’s a unique new town and country 
closed the range to about 300 yards. I vest as comfortably masculine as a mel- FRO 
calculated my position by a dead spruce low briar pipe. Handmade of genuine WESTER 
that stood out over the brush like a washable wild boarhide leather imported GRAFTSMER 


brown sentinel. TO YOU 


; from Brazil. Individually styled for com- 
As I dropped lower onto the terrace ; 

at the edge of the valley, I entered the fort and smart appearance. Zippe r front. 
first of the clumps of buckbrush. This Two pockets. Cork brown leather is soft 
stuff, a variety of willow, grows thick and pliable...will last a lifetime. Uncon- 
with gnarled branches and unyielding ditional money-back guarantee. Sizes: FIRST TIME OFFERED 

stems and has brittle leaves. I avoided Small, Med., Lge., X Lge. (give suit size). S 
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contact with the bushes so that no 
sound might reach the fanning ears of | 4 a. Ns SOLD ONLY MAIL 


that moose. Here on the edges of the | GOATSKIN SHOOTER’S MITTS 


valley were clumps of arctic birch so 
thick with buggy-whip stems that it | ©? Exclusive field-proven design gives trigger finger free- 
was almost impossible to walk through | , dom...keeps hands warm in any weather. The durable 
them. Between the buckbrush and the | goatskin leather absolutely will not stiffen, even after 
arctic birch, I had to move in zigzag worn in rain or snow. Hand-cut and hand-formed for 
ee een ae ai cats ye = proper fit. Warm Canton flannel lining. ae back 
and semicircles to work my way down guarantee. Specify right- or left-hand ¢ 
to the terrace. The farther I pro- shooter and size: Small, Med. or Lge. 
gressed, the worse it became. Not only ’ 
did the bushes grow closer together, but | , : 
they were by now higher than my head. | Pe che ce 
I could see practically nothing. I N orm t h O mM p son < FREE 48-PAGE CATALOG 
thought momentarily of turning back, 5095 S.W. BARNES ROAD Y os _— of finest outdoor clothing and 


but that would never do. I’d show Art My equipment mailed on 
MacLean that I could stalk a moose in PORTLAND 1, OREGON request. 
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of dry twigs through which I had to 
and dropped it behind so that the stiff 


n spite of the coolness of the morning 7 eS 
wiggle carefully so as not to make any | 
creases would not catch on the twigs as 












x= | and the steady breeze sweeping 
down from the glaciers, I broke out in a —<— 

sweat. It was hard going. Everywhere 
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crash and a whip of branches and 
|leaves. My heart stood still, my mouth | 
|open. The bull had gone. After all my | 
painstaking effort, he had heard me | 
and galloped away. I straightened up, | 
| easing some of the cramped muscles in | 
| my shoulders. As I did so I heard a 
|slight sound just ahead —a_snuffle. | 
| Something moved in a wide sweeping | 
are just above the bushes. 


hey were horns! Great big horns, | 
| and coming straight at me! Sweep- 
| ing tines pointed out from the edge of 
| the broad palms, and I could see that 
| the underside of the points was light 
| yellow and the top was gleaming white. 
| The breadth of those horns must have 
| been at least six feet. 
| As I stood there practically para- 
lyzed, one massive ear swung back and | 
forth searching for sound. I’sensed that | 
the animal's muzzle was thrust for- | 
ward, also. Perhaps it had been a whiff | 
of human scent that had caused the 
great bull to jump to his feet and whirl 
around. 
| My mind was in a turmoil. I must 
| pull myself together. I must make this 
| good. Desperately I glanced to one side 
|and then the other. Stiff-branched 
| bushes hedged me in closely so that I 
| couldn’t move in either direction. But 

I had to do something. 
| I reached up furtively to wipe the 
| sweat from my forehead. I could see 
| a bare outline of the bull’s back, and one 
| hoof, too, below the bushes, and the out- 

line of a shoulder. The moose stood 
| quartering toward me, the hump of his 
| back just the height of my head. The | 
| distance couldn't be more than 50 feet. | 
|perhaps 40. I slid my rifle forward 
slowly between the branches, and 
glanced through the telescopic sight. I 
slipped off the safety of my .30/06. The | 
|muscles beneath the brown hide 
| twitched a little at the faint click. I 
shifted the muzzle slightly downward 
and squeezed hard on the trigger. 

The blast set off pandemonium. The 
great horns above the willows swept in 
a wide arc, leaped upward, and disap- 
peared. The crash of branches was 
| deafening as the great bull galloped 
|}away. Frantically I clawed forward 
| through the willows. There was no log | 

or stumps on which I might climb to 
get a view. I could hear the animal 
now, splashing through the swamp be- 
yond the brush. I looked quickly at the 
| spot where the bull had been lying. 
There was no blood, no indications at 
all that the bullet had taken any effect. 
I had botched the chance of a lifetime. | 

Looking up at the hill where Art stood, | 
| I focused the binoculars. He was wav- 
ing his arms to show me that the moose 
| had crossed the river and was gone. 

“High-velocity bullets won't go| 
straight through brush,” Art said as I 
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Your money back if not satisfied. Send $' 


NEW METHOD MFG. CO. 
OM-83 Bradford, Pa. 


one 
APPLICATION 


ont 
APPLICH 











mo! 
50 
cam 
nate 
ter. 
but 
all. 
A 
min 
pene 
tows 
my 
W 
eral 
Art 
bars 
coun 
stres 
were 
all s 
moo: 
was 
arcti 
thro 
sa 
short 
anim 
willo 
plain 
the v 
he 
reack 
mour 
ing tk 
“N 
But \ 


A. 


river 
along 
get a 
would 
glasse 
the b 
leaves 
somet 
front 
rel, he 
sie) 9 ag 
“Burk 
see th 
Bill 
under 
beneat 
to be | 
better 
none c 
could 
each o 
utes pi 
Sudde! 
moose 
pearan 
hauncl 
horns 
vhite 
as he 
lisapp 
“SE -d 
shoot 1 
comfide 
As tl 
] yl a 
conside 
we had 
First, 1 
to get, 


Can be> 


just an 


“But 
























camp conversation that night. Fortu- 
nately, Bill Burk hadn’t fared any bet- 
ter. He and his guide had seen moose, 
but all with small racks or no horns at 
all. 

A hundred times I went over in my 
mind how the thing could have hap- 
pened. I saw the horns of that moose 
towering above me every time I closed 
my eyes and tried to sleep. 

We hunted along the Prophet for sev- 
eral days. On the evening of the third, 
Art MacLean and I rode down the sand- 
bars near the river. We had glassed the 
country above camp where a side 
stream cut a U-shaped valley. There 
were moose in this place, too, but they 
all seemed to be women and children 
moose, with not a horn among them. It 
was 10 o’clock in the evening, but the 
arctic twilight lingered on as we jogged 
through the many fords of the river. 

“There’s a bull over there,’ said Art 
shortly, pulling on his reins. I saw the 
animal at once.. He was feeding on the 
willows across the river and was in 
plain sight. Again I was impressed by 
the whiteness of the massive horns. 

“It’s a monster!” I said hoarsely, and 
reached for my rifle. Art had dis- 
mounted and was looking at the feed- 
ing bull through his binoculars 

‘‘Not bad,” he said. ‘About 50 inches. 
But we don’t want him.” 


A sudden thought struck me. Bill 
and Deb were on that side of the 
river today. They ought to be coming 
along pretty soon. At least Burk would 
get a shot at the moose, even if Art 
wouldn’t let me take one. I focused my 
glasses on the bull as he circled among 
the bushes, gathering in mouthfuls of 
leaves. As I did so I caught a glint of 
something beneath the willows close in 
front of the moose. It was a gun bar- 
rel, held by a white hand. 

“It’s Burk,” I said excitedly to Art. 
“Burk’s going to get the moose. We'll 
see the whole show from here.” 

Bill Burk and Deb Fleet were almost 
under the moose’s nose. They crouched 
beneath the willows, and they seemed 
to be moving to one side so as to get a 
better view. I waited for the shot, but 
none came. As I looked more closely, I 
could see that they were motioning to 
each other as though in argument. Min- 
utes passed, and still there was no shot. 
Suddenly, the two men stood up. The 
moose was so startled by their ap- 
pearance that he reared back on his 
haunches before he whirled to go. The 
horns of the great animal looked like 
vhite boards on each side of his head 
as he plowed through the willows and 

isappeared. 

“I didn’t think Deb would let Bill 
hoot that moose.’”’ Art MacLean said 
comfidently. “It’s too small.” 

As the days passed, our requirements 

x” a set of moose horns diminished 

msiderably. During these trying times, 

e had been impressed by two things. 
first, really gigantic moose were hard 
lo get, and, second, Canadian guides 
can be very firm about letting you shoot 

ist any moose. 

“But fellows,”’ 


Bill Burk said for the 





monster bull moose at the distance of 
50 feet provided ample material for 





















































...FOR COMFORT 
IN RUGGED WEATHER 


Wes sir, you just can’t beat WOOLRICH Mountain- 
Made Hunting Clothes for solid comfort and long 
wear when you work or live outdoors. They're sold 
throughout North America, including Alaska. 
Mackinaws, coats, vests, pants and caps . . . 100% 
all wool, pre-shrunk and color fast. 
They're the best you can buy. 


100% ALL WOOL 
MOUNTAIN-MADE SHIRTS 


Scotch tartans, checks 
and plaids, solid and 
pastel colors with 
shaped collars and 
big pockets. Made in 
light, medium, and 
heavy weights. 


) > S> 













¥ tee. 
| WOOLRICH WOOLEN MILLS, ~ WOOLRICH, PENNA 





SHERIDAN STEEL “TARGETRAP” 
FOR .22 AND PNEUMATIC PRACTICE 


MODERNIZE YOUR GUN WITH GS 


| Improve Your Score GRIPS 
| Franzite Grips are positive 
inbreakable most das ible 
nace Offered for Colt smitt 






= 
A rugged, heavy-gauge steel target hold- . 
er and trap for casual 22 caliber or 


pneumatic practice. Ideal for ONLY & Wesson. Hi-Stanc dare 1, Ort 
indoor or outdoor shooting gi Luger. Mat ther 
Has flat base, carrying Bae s]. 75 nest nd importe 7 gun Wide 
dle See your Dealer f smart d 1 n Ivory. pearl 
write 100 targets yx wat black ido a few 

75¢ ~ aghorn ( Be “ved = I 

ea nt 
SHERIDAN PRODUCTS, INC. PW CATALOG. I eee Baraleie Geet. G42 

Dept. 73-L RACINE, WISCONSIN SPORTS, Inc. (Mirs.) > CHICAGO 40, ILL. 





NOW THREE SUPER TEXAN 


LEAD THE 
FIELD IN 
RIFLE SCOPES! 


Finest in the field — target range 





precision — rugged, tough, true — 
the Norman-Ford TEXAN 4X, 2'%X, 
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the ideal riflescope, we 
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dozenth time, “any of those horns would 
look big in my den.” 

To add to our troubles, as our hunt 
drew to a close, the weather turned 
foul. Clouds fanned out across jagged 
peaks at the headwaters of the Prophet, 
obscuring the green ice of the glaciers. 
The likelihood was that we would be 
able to make only one more foray up the 
valley, and then we would have to pull 
out or be caught in the snow that was 
sure to come. 

On that last day, there was a sense of 
urgency in the air. The wind was in- 
creasing in volume every hour and it 
was getting much colder as we mounted 
the sidehills and swept the muskegss and 
open swamps with our binoculars. Our 
eyes smarted from the cold and the 
sting of the wind. The animals felt the 
changing weather, too, and had gone to 
surer shelter than their usual bedding 
places. In a whole morning of hard 
riding and careful glassing we didn’t 
see a single moose. Art and I ate a 
glum lunch in the lee of a glacial 
boulder. 

“Looks like we’re skunked, Art,” I 
said gloomily. ‘We'll have to leave 
without getting moose at all.”’ 

“We'll see,” Art answered. He pulled 
out his glasses and climbed to the top 
of a boulder. 

“T’ve been watching a white thing for 
some time,” he commented, “‘and I think 
it moved just now.” 

With new hope rising, I quickly 
shinnied up the stone. ‘Where?’ I 
asked excitedly. Art pointed out a sin- 
gle white spot that showed above a 
clump of bushes near a bend in the river 
about half a mile away. 

“It’s a piece of driftwood,’’ I said as 
I looked at the thing through the binoc- 
ulars. I turned to slide off the boulder 
and resume my lunch. Art continued to 
look at the white spot in the bushes. 
“Now look,” he said. 

I looked again. The white thing was 
gone. Only the willows tossed in the 
waves of cold air that moved down the 
valley. 

“It’s horn. It’s moose horn,” I yelled. 
“That palm must be big, or we couldn’t 
see it at all at that distance.” 


A and I slid off the boulder, tram- 
pling the remains of our unfinished 
lunch as we untied our horses. We had 
difficulty turning the heads of our 
mounts into the wind and urging the 
reluctant animals farther up the slope 
to get more altitude. As we climbed 
above the river, we passed through scat- 
tered patches of spruce. Once Art slid 
off his horse and focused his glasses on 
the white splotch in the distance. 

“Looks like a big one,” he said. 

Near that particular bend of* the 
river, there was a small glacial ter- 
race which reached out above the val- 
ley. The spruce grew thinly on it, but 
it was an elevated place from which we 
might be able to look down on the 
moose. In half an hour of difficult and 
slow riding, we came to the wooded 
point and tied up our horses well back 
in the trees. Quickly I checked my rifle 
and cleaned the scope, then motioned to 
Art that I was ready, and we walked 
out to the lip of the point. 


“There he is,” said Art with some ex- 
citement. From this slight elevation, we 
looked down into a pocket where the 
river had once cut a channel that later 
dried up when the stream changed its 
course. It was now a grassy depression 
lined with low bushes and coarse sedge. 
Behind this bank, out of the wind, lay a 
bull moose. He seemed to be asleep. 
His horns were massive and tilted up- 
ward from his head at a decided angle. 
The spread of the antlers was not great, 
but the horns were big and symmetrical. 
I knew that this was our animal, but 
my heart sank when I mentally cal- 
culated the range. 

“Art, it’s 500 yards if it’s an inch,” 
I said dejectedly. There was a vicious 
crosswind, too. Art looked at me quiz- 
zically. 

“You don’t want to try sneaking up 
on another one, do you?” he asked. He 
raised one eyebrow. 


_. a word I began to make 
preparations. Just in front of us, a 
dead spruce had fallen and lay cross- 
ways on the stubs of its branches, three 
or four feet above the ground. I 
cleared away several dead twigs, and 
laid my coat on top of this natural rest. 
I carefully polished the telescopic sight 
and glanced through it. Even in the 
magnification of the scope, the bull 
looked small at that distance. He lay 
quartering toward us. If I shot too 
high I would hit his horn. If I shot too 
low I would miss him. eAnd I had to 
figure how high I’d have to hold, for 
the bullet would drop considerably over 
that range. 

Suddenly, during these preparations, 
the bull threw up his head. Surely no 
crackle of brush could have reached 
him above the noise of the wind. Per- 
haps it was some swirling current of 
air that had swept a whiff of human 
scent past those sensitive nostrils. 
Whatever it was that put him on his 
guard didn’t come again, and his head 
slowly sank back to the ground. 

Quickly I knelt behind the spruce log 
and brought the scope to bear. Twice 1 
held my breath for the shot, and each 
time sensed that the crosshairs were 
not quite right, for the wind was com- 
plicating things. Then, with a final 
feeling that I was holding just right, I 
squeezed off the shot. 

The blast was whipped away by the 
wind. For a moment it seemed as 
though the dozing moose had not even 
heard. Then he slowly raised his mas- 
sive head and got to his feet. I flipped 
the bolt and pushed another cartridge 
into the chamber. The big bull, ap- 
parently dazed, took a step or two 
toward us. One of his shoulders hung 
limply, but he managed very well on 
three legs. 

He broke into a hacking run, coming 
diagonally toward us. I.sighted the 
crosshairs high for a chest hit, and 
pulled the trigger. The bull went down 
I half rose from my place with a shout 
of elation: “We've got him, Art! We've 
got our bull moose!” : 

But had we? The great animal got 
up on his feet’ again. Another few 
strides of those wobbly legs and he 
‘would be in the timber to’ one side and 
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TRAP CAN’T HARM CHILDREN OR PETS 


Amazing HAVAHART trap captures raiding rats, rabbits, 
squirrels, skynks, etc. Takes minks, coons without damaging 
pelts. Straying pets and poultry are released unhurt. Easy to 
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jaws or springs to break. Kustproof. Sizes for all needs 
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| below us. 


| long 


~| Was on one knee, in an easy 





| bulk of the bear, 
| the stump where the bait was tied. 


Frantically I pumped in an- 
other cartridge. 
heaving back in 
the trigger. At that instant the great 


bull disappeared among the trees. 
Both Art and I started on a run. | 


Down we went through the scattered 
spruce. I just might get one more shot. 
I had to get one more shot. In a few 
minutes we broke out on the 
slopes where the trees were mixed with 
scattered buckbrush and willow. 
top of one of these jerked violently. I 
saw a gleam of white among the green 
leaves. We parted the branches, and 
there he was on his side, with one white 
horn almost as high as my shoulder. 
“If it weren’t for those white palms, 
we'd never spot a bull moose in this 
country,’’ Art commented. 
“You can say that again,”’ 
smiling. “White palms is right-—-and 
range, too, I might add. But it’s 
worth it. Let’s get this old boy out of 
here. 1 can’t wait to see what'll hap- 
pen when the fellows back home fix 
their eyes on this!” THE END 


I answered 





NIGHT VISITOR 


(continued from page 51) 


to the tent and the tempo of his hooting 
quickened sharply. Next the tin cans 
made a little tapping noise and were 
still again. 

I hauled my six-foot frame up out of 
my bag with about as much commotion 
as an otter makes going down a greased 
slide. Over by the camera I heard a 
faint rustle as Jim stirred into action. 

The night was overcast but after the 
inky blackness inside the tent 1 could 
see fairly well when I peered out 
through the slit between the flaps. I 
had no difficulty making out the black 
circling warily around 


He halted and I could see him swing 
his head from side to side, sniffing, try- 


lower | 


As soon as I found his |} 
the telescope, I pulled | 





The | 


ing to search out some vague scent 
from the tent or weighing the man | 


smell that hung over the bait. 
I had an arrow on the string now. I 


position, and I lifted the bow and waited 
for him to move clear of the stump. He 
took a couple of cautious steps, stopped 
to sniff again, and then, as if satisfied, 
turned broadside and put his head down 
to smell the bait. 

I'd never get a better chance. He 
stood silhouetted against the pewter- 
colored water of the river, big and 
chunky and black, a dozen steps from 
where I knelt, as good a target as a 


man could hope for in the night. I 


brotght the bowstring back until it 
touched the side of my jaw, aiming by 


instinct—-and in that instant a spruce 
knot fell apart in the stove and blew a 
little puff of flame back through the 


| draft hole. 


| 
| 


For a fraction of a second it lighted 
the interior of the tent with a faint red 


| glow. The bear must have been as nerv- 


| ous as we were, for he jumped as if it 





|}had been 


a cannon shot, and went} 
scrambling over the rock toward the | 






shooting | 
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The best way to bring ducks in close enough 
for a killing shot is to set out realistic 
Victor decoys. Why take a chance on 
crippling? You’ll get your limit a_ lot 
sooner if you use Victors. See them at 
your dealer’s. 






VICTOR VERI-LITE 


Removable 
heads can be fixed 
permanently in any position. Light, tough 
molded fiber; painted in natural, life-like col- 
ors. Self-righting, pre-balanced; waterproof. 
Equipped with anchor-line staples. 9 species. 


VICTOR 
a MAJESTIC STANDARD 


Removable 
head can be 
adjusted ac- 
cording to . nT" 
your preference. Tough Tenite plastic; real- 
istic, non-glare colors. Balanced internally; 
self-righting. Shot damage easily repaired. 
Four places for anchor-line. 6 species. 










Field type VICTOR GOOSE 
decoy. Full- 
size; molded 
fiber; realistically 
finished. Adjustable 
upright and feeder 
heads. Hollow bodies 
nest for easy carry- 
ing. 3 species. 


Buy Victor decoys from your dealer. 
Animal Trap Company of America, Dept. 302, Lititz, Pa. 
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This handy kit contains every Hoppe Product 
he needs for the cleaning, 
,care and protection of his 
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~ 2315 North8thSt., Phila. 33, Pa. 
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MORE KILLS...LESS RECOIL...NO BLAST 
Perfect patterns... more killing power... cuts 
recoil to minimum and eliminates discomforting 
muzzle blast...complete with short, medium, 
long range tubes, case and wrench ., . $18.50 
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PACHMAYR GUN WORKS 
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| the flashbulb flooded the little clearing 


| cracking of brush for a few seconds as | 
| he smashed through it. The owl had 


|I wasn't happy about it but I consoled 


| 
| 
| 





| 


| 


| blood. 
| thing I saw was my 


brush. I let fly, and the arrow hit with 
a dull, sodden thud. 
Jim did his part at the camera and 


with its brief white glare. I caught a 
glimpse of the back end of the bear 
going into the alders, then the light died 
and the darkness was absolute. We 
heard nothing from the bear except the 


stopped hooting. 

“What did that sound like to you?” 
I asked Jim. 

“Gut shot,” he said slowly and re- 
luctantly. 

It had sounded that same way to me. 













| my self that an arrow in the engine room | 
is likely to do its work much faster than | 
a bullet, because it’s almost sure to 
cause severe hemorrhage. That wasn't 
where I had intended to _ shoot, of 
course, but the chances were still good 
that we'd find a dead bear not far away 
in the morning. 


iW: e slid back into our bags. When | 
nothing happened after an hour | 
| I drifted off to sleep. Awake at the first | 
| crack of gray light, I picked up my bow 


and stepped out of the tent to look for | 
There wasn’t any, and the next | 


arrow sticking in 


|}a rotten stump. I don’t believe I’ve 


| 
| 


ever felt more crestfallen in my life. 
The bear came back the next two 


|nights but wouldn’t go near the bait. 


| 


| took on the shape of a bear, 
| no dice. 


We heard him prowling around camp, 
and once he made quite a racket at a 
| heap of empty cans and rubbish behind 
the tent. The second day we strung 
wires across two of his trails and he 
walked into one of them and rattled 
the alarm in the tent. After that he 
| gave the wires a wide berth. 

We watched for him until every 
stump and bush around the clearing 
but it was 
Firing the flashgun had been a 
big mistake, and we finally decided that 


if we were going to kill him we'd have | 


to keep watch somewhere outside the 
tent. So I decided to move the bait 
down by the river, anchor the canoe out 


in the rushes a few yards away, and lie | 


in the bottom of it. 


We made everything ready and at 


dusk I spread my bag in the bottom of 
the canoe and crawled into it. It was 
a clear 
frost on the grass. 
quiet up at the tent, a thin ribbon of 
smoke from the stovepipe the only hint 
of life, but I knew 
pinaee would be watching while any 
light remained. All the same, mine was 
a mighty lonesome way to hunt bear, 
harder on the nerves than 
watch inside the tent. 

The clearing still held a trace of light 
when something moved at the end of 
the rock and a bear, stark and black 
against the sky, 
down toward the bait. It wasn’t the 
same bear I had shot at before. Not so 
big. But still plenty big enough! 


keeping 


This fellow didn’t fool around. He |} 


| went brazenly to the bait and gave the 


bundle a good yank. The lashings held 


| and he jerked again, swinging his back- 


s— 
| 





fall night, starlit and cold, with | 
Everything was | 


Jim and Negoney- | 


walked unconcernedly | 
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optics with an ingenious new 
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use of two or more reticles 
for one Pecar Scope. Re- 
designed for American use, 
available at leading sport- 
ing goods dealers in 234X 
4X and 6X. Free Literature. 





THE WORLD'S 
MOST ADVANCED 





RIFLE SCOPE! CHARLES W. LEAVELL SUMTER, S. C. 





CONTINENTAL 
BREDA AUTOMATIC 


First Choice with those who know guns... 
First Choice with those who know the finest. 
$189.50 with raised rib. 

Write for literature. 


CONTINENTAL ARMS CORPORATION 
Dept. 3, 697 Fifth Ave., N. Y. 22, N. Y. 


SLEEPING = _crORY TO you! 
i) RATED AMERICAS FINEST 


BY GUIDES, TRAPPERS, FORESTERS, 
OSPECTORS ... PROVEN THE 


i S AND THE ARMED FORCES. 
FREE! 24 pace ca Moows, 
Clhez ahea GQithitt 


SEATTLE 4, WASH 





GET THIS FAMOUS 
FILSON CRUISING COAT 


Long-wearing, comfortable! 
Thru Your Local Dealer 





For a complete description 
write to C. C. FILSON CO. 
Maritime Bldg., Seattle 4, Wash. 

Since 1897 


DEERSKIN GLOVES 


Your deerskins tanned and made 
into beautiful Deerskin Gloves, 
Jackets, Vests, Moccasins & Wal- 
lets. Write for prices. 

JOSEPH BRUCHAC, Taxidermist 


Greenfield Center 7 N.Y 


(Loe ge 2 miles north of Saratoga. rig 
9 A.M. to 9 P.M. during Nov. & 
959-W-1. 
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side toward me to get a better pur- 
chase. I eeled out of the bag, got to my 
knees in the bottom of the canoe, and 
brought the bow up, but I was too 
cramped to get a full draw. 

He heard me, or some stray current 
of scent reached him in the windless 
night, either from me or from the direc- 
tion of the tent, for he stepped back 
from the bait and faced my way, nose 
high, testing the air. Then he turned 
broadside, disturbed and alert, and I 
didn’t wait any longer. 

The noise of the river spilling around 
the rock drowned out the sound of the 
striking arrow save for a faint, indis- 


tinct click unlike the sound of any ar- 
row impact I'd ever heard. But the 
bear squealed like a hog caught for 
butchering, swiveled around, and came 
down along the riverbank. He went 
past within five feet of the canoe and 
I let out a deep breath of relief when 


he kept going. 

I waited a few minutes as a matter of 
common sense, then shoved the canoe 
ashore and made the tent in about three 
jumps. When we looked around with 
the camp lantern, we found blood on 
the rock and for a few yards along the 
trail, and agreed the bear would be 
waiting for us in the morning. But be- 
fore daybreak I awoke to the sound of 
rain drumming on the tent, and our 
hopes of finding him went out like a 


doused candle. 

daylight the rain had washed 
B° the blood sign away. We could 
still track him on the bear path by the 
deep claw marks he had left, however. 
and a hundred yards from camp we 
found my arrow unbroken, with blood 
stains on the head and two three 
inches of the shaft. I had not hit 
hard as I hoped. 

A few steps beyond the place where 
he got rid of the arrow he slowed to a 
walk and we could no longer follow him. 
We spent most of the day hunting a 





ol 


as 





tangled spruce-and-alder swamp. We 
found bear. trails and bear beds galore, 
and routed out two bears, jumping 
them at such close range that we heard 
them take off through the brush. But 
neither showed any sign of an arrow 
wound. 

I felt pretty bad. In my book nothing 
can happen on a hunting trip much 
worse than losing crippled game. And 


in this case I couldn’t shake off the feel- 


ing that somehow I was at fault. I'd 
had a good shot at easy range, and 
should have driven my arrow clear 


through the bear. Likely the short draw 
was to blame, but I’d never know just 
what had happened. 

The rain brought warmer weather, 
and Jim was worried about losing his 
moose meat. We had rubbed it with 
black pepper and wrapped it in clean 
burlap, but we knew it ought to be on 
ICe. 

It wouldn’t hold much longer un- 
ess the weather changed. We finally 
ecided that Jim and Johnny should 
tart for Cedar Lake with it the next 
iorning. Ice was available at Archie 
MacDonald’s camp there. It meant a 
ound trip of 80 miles in the canoe, with 
‘ couple of portages tossed in, but we 












PREVENT 
SUDDEN BATTERY 


FAILURE 


WITH OLIN LEAKPROOF 


BATTERIES 


ooze 


LEAKPROOF 


BATTERY 





OLIN INDUSTRIES, INC. » 
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iSt#Game is just the 
have been looking 

contains 64 or more 

of thrilling, true sto 

HUNTING, FISHING, 


el, Guns and Amm 
Camping. Woodcraft 


Markets and Prices 
copy (20c) 

take dv 
SPECIAL OF 
9 months only 
(saves you80c he 





FUR-FISH-GAME, 


170 E. Long S&St., 





Made with SOLINITE 
magic hew ingredient 


No other battery has it! Exclu- 


sive Olin discovery stops sticky 


ruins flashlights. Longer life. 
More dependable. Ask your 
dealer for new Olin Leakproof 


Batteries today. 
*Trade Mark for corrosion inhibitor 


ELECTRICAL DIVISION ° 


FUR-FISH-GAME Po 


magazine 


PING, FUR FARMING, Tray 
unition 


Coon and Fox Hunting, Fur 


at newsstand 
antage of th 


} $1. 00 


Columbus 15, 





SEATTLE QUILT MANUFACTURING COMPANY 


310 First Avenue 











that shorts batteries and 


New flashlight plus batteries free if 
this battery damages your flashlight. 


Product 


NEW HAVEN 4, CONN. 


for 46 years the 


HUNTER’S FAVORITE 


vou 
for ‘ 
pages 
i€ 


TRAP. 


Dogs 
5-15 JUNIOR 


DUCK CALL 


At Your Dealer 


PHILIP S$. OLT CO. 


Pekin, 


Get a 


$1.50 | 


OLT 


FER 


Ilinois 
Ohio 


DOWN 


Wear down-insulated clothing, 
. proved scientifically best. Down 
breathes with the body—keeps you 
comfortable in sub-zero, or 60° tem- 
peratures. Down protects your health. 








FOR COMFORT 
FOR HEALTH 






4 ~~ 
v bere oy 
Sebs9; iteter 


\e Dow, 


COMFY water-repellent down garments are 
handsomely styled and expertly tailored for men 
and women. The KLONDIKE and MT. BAKER 
illustrated are two of the many models available. 


Ask your favorite outfitters, department or 
sporting goods store to show you the com- 
plete line of down- 
insulated outdoor 
garments bearing 
this famous label. 








South © Seattle 4, Wash 


NOVEMBER, 1953 




















Springy ...snug-fitting... warm! Wigwams 
cushion your feet against the rough treat- 
ment of hard hunting, Their wonderful fit 
lasts through miles of wear and dozens of 
washings because they're shrink-treated! All 
lengths... for men and women... at leading 
sporting goods and department stores. 


Hand Knit Hosiery Co., Sheboygan, Wis. 





RUGGED—WARM 


all wool 


PROTECTION 


Hearthglow woolens are moth 
proofed & water repellent. The 
jacket is double at chest and 
shoulders. Full length zipper. 
Strong woven fibres twisted 
and woven the Vermont way. 
Red (SM 10) or green (SM 11) with 
black check. Sizes 15 to 18 $9.95. 


Pants—sizes 30 to 42 (SK 25) $9.50. 
Red & black only 


Caps in red or green 
check $1.95. Size 6% 
to 75. 


Leather top rubbers— 
lite weight—grip all 
soles (LT4) sizes 7 to 
13 $15.95. 


Ask for FREE Catalog of 
Men’s, Women’s & Boy's 
Wear 


HEARTHGLOW 


Morrisville, Vt. 


Stearth glow 


HUNTING“ TOGS 









Add 25c 
per item 
west of Miss. 





120 OUTDOOR LIFE 


agreed it was worth it. They’d be back 
late the following day. 

They shoved off right after breakfast. 
“Don’t play with the bears while you're 
alone,” Jim kidded me as he yanked the 
outboard into life. 

“I can’t,” I retorted. “I’ve got no 
canoe to watch from.” 

After all that had happened I didn’t 
expect company that night. I figured 
that by now every bear in the neigh- 
borhood was wise to the pitfalls around 
our camp. But I fixed up a couple of 
new baits anyway, mostly to kill time. 

We had skinned Jim’s moose head, 
sawed the antlers from the skull, and 
stretched the skin out to dry. I re- 
trieved what was left of the head and 
wired it to a tree 35 feet from the tent. 
In another tree I spiked a small section 
of ribs. If no bears came I'd at least 
have whiskyjacks to amuse me. 


ometime that night I was jerked 
S wide awake by what sounded like 
claws raking through tree bark. There 
was no bear in sight when I peered out, 
and no further disturbance. But in the 
morning I discovered that the noise 
had been that of the spikes pulling free 
as a bear tore the ribs loose. He had 
carted the bait off, of course. 

It seemed likely he’d come back for 
the head the next night, so I rigged up 
our burglar alarm once more, running 
the wire across a bear path in front of 
the bait. The day dragged along, windy 
and wet, and the early twilight deep- 
'ened into full dark. About 9 o’clock, 
just as I had resigned myself to the 
likelihood that Jim and the guide 
wouldn’t be in before morning, I heard 
a faint shout from the river. 

I picked up a flashlight and stepped 
out of the tent—and 10 feet away a bear 
was blocking the path like a two-ton 
truck! As near as we could figure 
afterward, he had come in for the bait, 
circled around my wire, and was inch- 
ing up for a close look at the tent when 
I surprised him. 

Maybe he didn’t surprise me, too! I 
darn near did a reverse somersault get- 
ting back into the tent for my bow, 
but I was too late. At my first move he 
took off with a woof that made the 
| canvas shake. He blundered headlong 
| into the wire, tin cans went clattering 
| all over the place, and when I got out- 
side again the noise of his flight was 
fading on the hill. 

It turned out Jim and Johnny had 
had motor trouble and paddled the last 
| 10 miles. No wonder they were late! 

No bear came back for the moose 
head the next night, nor the next. Our 

time was running out, and I was about 
| ready to give up. 

It was Negoneypinaee who saved the 
day. “Build mackin,” he suggested. 

“Mackin?” I asked. 

The guide nodded, pointed to a tree 
and gestured to indicate a platform. So 
we built a machan, much the way they 
do for tigers in India. First we went 
back on the hill behind camp and 
spiked and wired a bait of moose ribs 
to a log. On either side of the bait we 
nailed a slab of freshly split firewood. 
The white slabs would show up in the 
dark and locate the target area for me. 








If they disappeared I’d know a bear was 
standing in front of them. 

About 20 yards away we perched our 
platform, six or eight feet off the 
ground, in a natural fork where an 
aspen, blown over by the wind, had 
lodged in a big birch. We camouflaged 
the machan with branches and at dusk 
I settled down for a chilly vigil. 

A new quarter moon brightened 
things up the first two or three hours 
but there was nothing to see except 
trees and brush and stumps. It was 
maybe an hour after the moon went 
down when I made out a dark shape on 
my right that I didn’t remember seeing 
earlier. While I watched, it moved, and 
that was all I needed. 

I was bundled in heavy, cumbersome 
clothing. I’d have to shed my coat in 
order to get a full draw with the bow. 
I started to worm out of it in slow mo- 
tion, and while I was doing that Blackie 
sidled up to the bait. He was being 
almost as careful as I was. 

One of the white slabs blacked out, 
and spikes and wire creaked as he 
tugged at the ribs. They held fast and 
he didn’t like the set-up. He backed off 
and started downhill toward me. I 
wasn’t quite ready for him when he 
stopped at the foot of the leaning aspen 
and reared up on his hind feet, his head 
almost level with mine, not more than 
15 feet away. I didn’t dare move to lay 
an arrow on the string. I just held my 
breath and waited. 


he seconds ticked off, each one a 

minute long, till he dropped to all 
fours again. He hadn’t located me, for 
he walked under the tree, and when he 
came out on the downhill side I was 
ready. I drove my arrow at him point- 
blank and heard the sharp, satisfying 
thud of a good hit. He let out one hair- 
raising bawl and crashed off through 
the brush. When I was sure he had left 
the neighborhood I slid down and hot- 
footed for camp. 

“We'll find this one,” I boasted to 
Jim and the Indian. ‘He’s lung-shot.” 

I routed them out at daylight and led 
the way back to the machan. There 
was plenty of blood on the trail thi: 
time, and we had followed it only 
short distance when we picked up tiie 
feathered end of my arrow, broken off 
half a foot from the nock and covered 
with blood. 

“Sick bear,” John grunted. 

The blood sign led down into the 
swamp. In a thicket we found a blood- 
soaked bed where he had lain down. We 
moved warily after that, but we didn’t 
have to trail him far. He lay dead in 
a second thicket, 200 yards from where 
he was hit. 

Lung-shot? That was a laugh. My 
broadhead had sheared through th 
fleshy part of a hind leg just below th: 
body, severing an artery, and he had 
bled to death. That’s what comes o! 
shooting in the dark. But I felt good 
about one thing, anyway. He was th: 
same bear I had nicked from the canoe 
That arrow had cut a deep flesh wound 
starting to heal now, on top of hi 
shoulder, and heavy bone had stopped 
it. So I hadn’t left a crippled bear i! 
the swamp, after all. THE ENO 
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el eas a: S 
Have your deer and elk hides tanned 
and made into handsome and durable 
gloves, jackets, etc., by America’s lead- 
ing deerskin tanners. 

SEND FOR FREE CATALOG 

W. B. PLACE & CO. 


Dept. O.L. Hartford, Wis. 
Custom Tanners Since 1866 




















It’s easier for Yow 
to call Game with 


Anyone can blow a Lohman call. . and 
bring ‘em in. It’s been proven by 
hunters everywhere. Lohman's preci- @& 
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sicn construction assures true tone and 
harmonics in EVERY call. 

If Dealer Cannot Supply You, Order Direct 
Duck, Crow, Turkey, Squirrel Calls......$2 
i eee 5 
and Other Fine Calis, to $18.50. 


LOHMAN MFG. CO. 








_ 3801 East 18th St. OL3 “The Call of 
bibs Kansas City . Ma, mpions’’, 


WORLD-FAMOUS 


S) POCKET 





A masterpiece both in handiness 
of use and in construction detail. 
4 Full 6 power, yet weighs but 
(y) 6% oz. Ideal for hunting, theatre, 
if all sports, etc. 
Only the MIKRON (in a glass that retails 
for less than $150) has these features: 
@ Full prism construction. e Focuses to short as well as long 
distances. e Moisture and dust proof. e Accurate interpupillary 
adjustment. e Lustrous satin chrome finish. e Beautiful 
precision workmanship throughout. e Silk neck cord and soft 
leather zipper case included at this low price. 


UNLIMITED GUARANTEE! $3550 
WRITE FOR FREE BROCHURE and Prices | 7ay incLUDED 
of the Mikron line of Quality Binoculars. 
Sent Postpaid or C.0.D. plus postage. Money Back Guarantee! 
NATIONAL OPTICAL COMPANY 

924 HAMILTON STREET, ALLENTOWN 24, PENNA, 




















FORMULA 44-40 


instant Gun Blue 

New beauty for old & worn guns—just 
wipe on, wipe off. Instant deep blue fin- 
ish that actually penetrates the steel. 
Blends with old blue—takes seconds 
Used by all leading gun factories. 

2 on. (SF Gis GENO) wc cw as $1.00 ppd. 
Gunsmith Size (1 Pint) . .$3.75 ppd. 


DELUXE RECOIL PAD 














Pid 


for rifles & shotguns. Makes shooting more 


—< 


fun. Mfg. by Firestone of finest rubber— | "e 
made to sell for $2.95—our special, while ry 
they last, complete with easy mounting in- f 
WINMGEMION 3c a cee Cemewe $1.50 ca. | 9 
2 for $2.75 ppd \ 
GUN PARTS— 13,000,000 in stock. U.S, & Foreign, 
modern & obsolete—write wants for free quotation. 


Satisfaction always guaranteed, dealers invited, 
NUMRICH ARMS COMPANY, West Hurley 5, N Y. 


MONEY i. SAWS 


Go hunting and fishing—you don’t have to work long 
hours to earn good cash with a Foley Saw Filer. Use 
basement or garage. No selling. Hardware stores get 
saws for you on commission basis. Steady year-round 
repeat cash business. No experience necessary. Com- 
plete instructions furnished. Easy payments. FREE 
booklet-— MONEY MAKING FACTS—tells how. No 
obligation. No salesman will call. Send postcard today. 


FOLEY MFG. CO. « 1154-3 Foley Bldg. © Minneapolis 18, Minn. 











PICKABACK HUNT 


(continued from page 59) 


At first light we were up around 
9,000 feet. The mountains were choppy; 
you might be working a ridge and find 
it break away just around the bend. 
Typical “bandit land.’’ In a region like 
that the wind goes crazy, and you have 
to creep along with a handful of soft 
dirt, tossing a little every few yards to 
find where you are in relation to it. 
Because of this, the bucks bed different- 
ly. You never know which of the low- 
hanging junipers under a ridge might 
hold a buck. The wind might be sweep- 
ing down on you from where you're 
glassing, and an old boy might be most 
anywhere, dozing and easy, with a little 
fishtail breeze puffing up to him and 
telling him you’re around. And the big 
fellows were in the country, all right. 
Their trails webbed the ridges and bot- 
toms, deep-worn and dusty. Droppings 
and browse cuttings were fresh. Beds 

| were smooth and spiderless. 

About midmorning I was lying flat 
behind a stunted pine that kept me 
from showing on the skyline, and was 
glassing every yard of a high shale-and- 
juniper basin. My mind was half on 
getting a nice rack and half on the 
distance back to camp when a flick 
caught my eye far to the left. I swung 
the glasses and saw a large buck 
streaming across and down the opposite 
slope. He looked so big he appeared to 
be much closer than I knew he was, and 
the way he was running would have 
made my Uncle Ralph, who likes the 
ponies, go for green. Since he kept 
moving through and around clumps of 
brush, I couldn’t get a good look at 
his head. 

I jumped up and over the ridge and 
slammed into a sitting position. As I 
put the scope up I figured him at some- 
where between 300 to 350 yards. He 
was headed for a short clearing. When 
he reached it I slid the hairs across his 
body on the back line and squeezed off 
when I guessed I was a length in front. 
He rolled over in a screen of dust and 
disappeared behind a scrub juniper. 

Just as I was beginning to think I 
was Harvey Hotshot, the buck came 
out in the opening again. This time he 
was a lot slower and ran humped in 
the middle. I’d gut-shot him. Sweep- 
ing across the same way, and using the 
same lead, I saw the dust blast off his 
shoulder as I shot again, and he 
stumbled against and under a bushy 
pine at the bottom of a sandy barranca. 
I covered him through the scope until 
I saw a hind leg gradually fall to the 
ground, then I built a smoke and waited 
for Will and Shorty. 

Five minutes later I heard voices 
from the other side of the ridge. 
“Shorty, is there no end to luck?” 
“None whatsoever, Will.” 

“Would you say it was stage fright or 
case of retarded ability?” 

“I would say it was a case of a heavy 
animal shot in a deep draw, a good 
seven miles from camp, with some 
passes and ridges between which were 
not made with a man of my stature in 
mind.” 

The low comedy continued all the 


ie) 











AMAZING NEW INVENTION 


| M-VOLTAGE 


(FROM HARMLESS ORDINARY BATTERIES) 


1-ERED 


(A “CROSS” BETWEEN 2 GREAT FLASHLITES) 


34,000 CANDLEPOWER 


3 times more powerful than any five cell 
flashlight on the market. Unique new method 
causes only 6 ordinary flashlight batteries to 
produce 15 cell power, brilliance and distance! 





SEALED GEAM 


FACTORY PRECISION FOCUSED 
SPECIAL BULB 


BRAND 
NEW 
1954 
















A daring new idea 
in Flashlights! 
CUSTOM MADE 


Not ordinary factory pro- 
duction job but specially 
designed to be the greatest 
flashlight a man ever car- 
ried!! Solid brass tifetime 
case. 3-way switch and 
beautiful modernistic chrome 
finish. 


SEE A MILE 
New ‘‘hot spot’’ idea elimi- 
nates shadows from center 
bullseye of spot beam. Throws 
a ‘**Fireball’’ hot spot farther 
than your eye can see. Noth- 
ing like it. 


NEW REFLECTOR 
Custom designed, and much 
larger. So perfect in design 
that it actuaily reflects twice 
as many light rays. Heavy die 
Cast with triple chrome plat- 
ing to last a lifetime, 


HI VOLTAGE IDEA 
An extra battery forces 20% 
more voltage thru special bulb 

to produce the most brilliant 
light ever to come from a hand 
lite. Since this amazing bril- 
liance is produced by higher 
voitage the batteries actually 
last TWICE as long as in other 
big lights. 


COON HUNTERS 

This is the granddaddy of ali 
coon hunting flashlights ever 
made. Holds the concentrated 
spot beam on @ ‘‘small spot’’ to 
reach up the tallest tree in the 
country and show up a coon like 
he was on a sapling. 


FARMERS-TRUCK DRIVERS 
See around byildings at night 
without going outside. Truckers 
can signal extreme distances, or 
see road signs like daytime. Many 
doctors use it to spot house num- 
bers from their car. Night watch- 
men use it as a ‘‘billy club’’ as 
well as a spotlight. 


ORDER BY MAIL 
WORTH $7.50 
STILL ONLY 


$499 


two for $9.50 


(Add 25c ea. for postage and special packing 


| 
. 
; 
, 


Soin Wi'e.6. 0 sa Six for $1.00 
Extra Giant Reflector... ...... $1.19 
Shoulders Sing... 2 2 wc coe $1.39 
Batteries Extra, Super Life... .. 6 for $1.00 


MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
No matter how enthusiastic we try to 
tell you about this new 1954 Model 
**Fireball Hot Spot’’ you actually have 
to see it and then you will know that 
our words are puny compared with the 
performance it will give you. Positive 
money back guarantee without question 
should you not agree 100% in every 
way. Used in major cities Police Depts., 
by Sheriffs, border patrol, and by thou- 
sands of soldiers in Korea. 

DOG SUPPLY HOUSE 
16210 Grand River Dept. C-11 
Detroit 27, Michigan 
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“ste DEERSKIN JACKETS 
~~ . THE PRIDE OF 
\ @ THE SPORTSMEN 







. 
Won't Rip. Snag or Tea 
GUARANTEED FOR LIFETIME USE 
Genuine deerskin--the warmest and toughest of ail wild 
animal leathers Soft, pliable, impervious to water yet 
hable. Beautiful styling! Distinctive tailoring. Gener 
Back yoke lined. Rawhide thong adjustments 
it waist Saddle tan color. With or without fringe. For 
ear ‘round satisfaction Sizes: men, 36 to 46 women 
12 to 20, Uneonditionally guaranteed. $34.50 postpaid 
or C.O.D, plus charges. 


SPORTSMEN’ 


Made from your deerskin or ours 
Now! from just one hide 
—your choice of hunt- 
er’s, fisherman's, casual 
¥. or fringe vests for men 
and women. Full cut, 
—=— 7''=) generous pockets, light- 
weight, knit back. Available in nat- 
ural cream, pheasant brown or fawn. 
From your hide that 


DEERSKIN 
VESTS 


a1 





Z ~ we tan—$14.50. From 
« srs our leather—S$19.50 post- 

~~ paid or COD plus 

\A\ charges. State size. Mon- 
<= ey back guarantee. 


causcnees Mou ARAM SAT 









Keep Warm, 
" Comfortable 
% In The 


=a 
23 
Sun Coldest Weather 


The ‘*Alcan’’ made famous along the Alaskan Highway, 
has GENUINE MOUTON FUR, POPLIN TOP, QUILTED 
SATIN LINING, AND IS WATER.REPELLENT. it's the 
warmest, most comfortabie hat you'll ever wear. Choice of 
dark brown mouton with tan top. Also in solid gray or 
hunter's green. Special All Red ‘‘Big Game Model’’. 
Sizes 612 to 8. Order Yours Today. Only $4.95 postpaid 
or C.0.D. plus charges. Complete satisfaction guaranteed 
or money back. The ‘*‘Alcan’’ makes an ideal gift too. 





WILLIAM GALLAGHER CO. 


Write for Catalog 


612 N. LEROY ot. FENTON 2, MICHIGAN 


ox WL World's Finest. . 
S\. @ RIFLES @ PISTOLS @ SHOTGUNS 


Ks 


THE FAMOUS 
F.N. DELUXE MAUSER 
e STAR PISTOLS 


PR CAL: 30-06, 2 .270, .300S 
SS 257R, .250 7MM, ff 
> 
* ASTRA PISTOLS 


e JANSSEN SHOTGUNS 
¢ VALMET SHOTGUNS 
22 L.R. FREE RIFLE 


See your easter 
aad or write fo 


° F.N. Deluxe oe 
MAUSER RIFLE 

¢ SAKO HI-POWER 
MAUSER RIFLES 

¢ SAKO VARMINT 
RIFLES 


WASHINGTON 272, D. C. 


PRES-TO 





Praised by thousands of sports- 
men as the perfect oiler for every 
need. Automatically applies a 
fraction of a drop exactly where 
you want it. Handy as your foun- 
tain pen. 


$725 
POSTPAID 





liere’s a gift you id 
your friends will truly 
appreciate. Satisfaction 
guaranteed. Ask your 
dealer, today. If he 
cannot supply you, write us 
for quick delivery to you. 
Sent postage paid. 


THE DILL MFG. CO. 
Dent. 2-700 E 82nd St., Cleveland 8, Ohio 
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way down to the buck and most of the 
way through the skinning and quarter- 
ing. 

The buck had only fair antlers for 
such a large body (the skinned quarters 
alone weighed 198 pounds), and the 
teeth were cupped low and flat, indi- 
cating old age. It looked like I had a 
lot of tough protein and not much of a 
head--all gleefully pointed out by my 
companions. 

After we'd lashed the forward quar- 
ters and head to the pack frame, and 
made a bush pack of the back quarters 
with the hide, we pushed off for camp. 
Around the fire that night we were 
smoking and figuring the next day’s 
hunt when the idea struck. Why was 
my buck in such a huff? I put the 
question. 

“I was wondering about that,” Will 
said. “I’d like to cross that basin again 
tomorrow and cut for sign. Could have 
been a lion, or a coyote, but I think it 
was wind. Shorty and I were crossing 
a pass that was blowing hard. I think 
our scent reached him.” 

“And he reacted that way instead of 


| sneaking off?” 





venison. 


|I’d shot my buck in. 


| came up empty. 


| it out. 


“It’s just a hunch,” Will _ said. 
“Doesn’t seem right, but that’s a bandit 
land for the big ones and they don’t get 
touched. I think it was the wind, but 
I could be wrong. Anyway, I'll tell you 
this: we’ll see a big one tomorrow.” 

“Fine,” Shorty said. ‘Like to see you 
get a nice, heavy, tough one. Back up 
there where we all will have fun getting 
3ack up there beyond gs 

“My short friend,’’ Will interrupted, 
“you've been carrying out too much 
Your loads have been gigantic. 
Today you must have had fully ss 

“T’'ve been sick,’’ Shorty piped up. 
‘Look at my tongue.”’ 

I awoke next morning as the first 
vellow rays of the rising sun touched 
the eastern ridges. This, I reminded 
myself, would be the last day we could 
hunt on this trip. I edged over to Will 
and whispered. “Today it ought to be 
the crest. Let’s work those pockets 
under the crests.’’ Will nodded. 

We sat up and waited for full light 
and talked about what we'd do. Only 
the morning would be a hunt, and even 
that would be stretching it. Will would 
have to shoot his buck early so that we 
could quarter it, pack it, break camp, 
mush for the pick-up, load, and take 
off. 


t sunup we diced the basin with our 

glasses. It was the shallowpan 
We spotted two 
forks and a short three-point grazing 
together near a ridge crest. Soon they 
stopped, and we started down. We 
tracked my mule to where he’d been 
bedded under a juniper on a bald spur 
well below the top, fanned and cut the 
sandy ridges for half an hour, and 
Shorty sized it up. 

“Well,” he mumbled, “if it was wind 
and they move out the way your mule 
did, it’s going to be interesting. And 
Will here’s going to have to do some 
pretty husky shooting to get anything 
better than what he could win in a 
claw machine with stone money.” 

We worked the place as hard and as 


carefully as any we'd ever hunted. We 
passed up some small bucks and a few 
fair ones, but when you're really back 
in you want a head better than fair to 
make the sweating worth it. 

Near noon we threw away the dice. 
It was past our time, and we had to 
head back. We were on a table-crest 
looking at a granite, timberline land, 
the kind you poke for sheep, not deer. 
Will stood looking far off as if it were 
his last day on earth. Finally he turned, 
shrugged his shoulders, and started to 
move away. 

“Wait, Will,” I said. ‘‘There’s a buck 
over here. No giant, but a fair enough 
head for this late, and plenty good eat- 
ing.” I pointed him out and Will looked 
him over. 

“How far do you think it is?” he 
asked. 

“About 475 or more,” Shorty said. 

Will slid off the rock and into the 
sling prone. He has a second horizontal 
hair in his scope which he uses as a 
range-finder. It covers six inches at 
100 yards, which means 12 at 200, and 
so on. After he’d been looking at the 
buck for some time, he grunted. 

“Well, Shorty’s just about right,” he 
said. “But I’m not sure about wind. It 
looks a little puffy over there. Clark, 
you get into position and cover for me. 
I might drop one too far back on him. 
If I do and he looks like he'll go out 
on us, give it to him. Don’t want to 
trail blood now. Short, you spot.” 


t was a hard shot. The buck was 
I grazing slowly, and the wind was 
gusty. I fussed around clearing away 
some rocks and finally got in position. 

“You ready?” Will said. 

“Let her go se 

His shot came so quickly I almost 
jerked one into the ground. When I 
got back on the buck it was standing. 
I figured Will had missed it. 

“Don’t shoot again,” Shorty said be- 
hind us. “You got him.” 

The buck looked around slowly, took 
three steps forward, lowered his head 
to graze and collapsed. 

I was about to tell Will he’d made a 
good shot, when a low moan came from 
behind us. 

It was Shorty, knees up to support 
his glasses, looking back at the crests. 
One look and we put our glasses up too. 

There on the skyline of the basin Will 
had looked at so longingly was the kind 
of buck that made the Kaibab famous. 
Over half a mile away, but plainly vis- 
ible, was a true giant. He looked down 
to where the strange noise had come, 
turned and climbed to the highest crest, 
and poised with sun on him like a paint- 
ing you see on calendars. Then, with 
enormous dignity, he moved away. 

“What a _ head,” Shorty groaned, 
“what a head. That one would pile up 
8,000 points I don’t care how they score 
it. I’ve never 

Will bent over and tapped Shorty 
softly on the chest. 

“My friend,” he said, quietly. “Were 
going to see how fast you can gut thal 
other 8,000 point job across the canyon 
there. Yes, sir.” 

We reached camp before sundown 
After a quick meal we relashed our 
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SPORTSMEN AGREE 
3-IN-ONE 
Is Best For 


ROO ANo REEL 


* Lubricates 
x Cleans x Polishes 
* Prevents Rust 







In cans 
or handy 
spout tubes 





with an “ALASKAN"” 


DEER CALL: ~ 


Alaskan Deer Call lures bucks to you for ) SS i 

a close shot. Assures results with all species. 7 SH 

Like calls used by Alaskan Indians for hundreds of years. 

Sturdily built, easy-to-use. Complete instructions. Tried 

and prove ed ‘aa country over. Ask your dealer or ORDER BY MAIL! 
ti 
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BAG more DUCKS 
and GEESE with 


the Original Folding De- 
coy. Folds flat; full bod- 
ied when set. Water- 
proof. 

















75¢ for 
Floating Duck. 


60c for 
Stakeout Duck. 


$1.75 for 

Regular or 
Feeder Stake- 

out Goose. 


At Your Dealer 
or Direct, Postpaid 


t 
s ye St Check Actual Photo 


WM-R- NSON-CO-liInc- 


SEATTLE 1, WASH. 


3131-C WESTERN 


HOW TO MAKE 
SHOES and 


ye sm, LP rou ROU 


at oofs, 
Use Odorless, 


Leather Goods Keaeaananuees 
tee. At vour | 
LAST LONGER or send 3% 


Oz. can 


soften 1s, ee eserves 





The Snow-Proof Co., Livonia, N.Y., Dept. 2 


¥ SCRATCHED: 
GU N ATCHED? 
Rust spots, scratches, finger marks, worn 
areas disappear in 1 minute! Cold chemic al 
gives beautiful blued finish. Simple to use! 
Do it yourself and get professional results. 
Blends perfectly . . . outwears original finish. 
Cannot ring spot or injure old finish. 
SURE SHOT instant GUN BLUE 
At Your Dealers Or Direct From— 
BAYPORT CHEMICAL COMPANY, DEPT. E 
Linden Hills Station, Minneapolis 10, Minn. 








GET MORE GAME! 


Become 








an expert wing shot. 
Amazing pocket size Hunt-o- 
meter gives correct lead for 
all species at various ranges 
speeds and wind velocities 
Tells at a glance, Will double 
vour kills 


Post paid anywhere 


in the U. S. 
Send $2.00 to 


HUNT-O-METER, sT. "hone  aeneaes 










|frames with the homing packs we'd 
made ready the night before. Bringing 
the meat, hides, and heads, and gather- 
ing the jerky we'd made out of what 
|} was left of Shorty’s buck, we over- 
lashed each load. 

Half an hour after sundown we were 
shouldered and shoved off. Our packs, 
we found later, ran 140, 132, 122 pounds. 
Shorty, his Scotch scorn at high tide, 
Was in the lead. and he saw us out in 
decent time. In fact, I once heard Will 
remark behind me, “If I could catch 
| him, I’d cut his legs off at the armpits.” 

We touched down at the pick-up a 
little before 10:30 p.m.—nine miles of | 
mountain country in 4's hours. As we 
loaded the truck and pushed off. I got | 
to thinking. It hadn't been a red-letter 
hunt. But good. Real good. Like Will 
said, ‘‘We cracked it wide open, and the 
best is tocome. There are deer up there 
that voted for Lincoln, and we'll get 
them. But this year, we sure worked 
for what we know.” 

So, like I said, you might call it a 
failure. It’s according to how you look 
at it. THE END | 


Improved Woodsman 





Colt Woodsman. Inset shows Acero sight 


Nhe Colt Woodsman line of handguns 

has been redesigned, and the famed 
.22 Long Rifle automatics are now of- 
|fered with full-ribbed sides and Colt 
| Accro sights. The sights, built into 
the pistol, have accurate click adjust- | 
ments for both windage and elevation. | 
A low sighting plane makes the Woods- 
man adaptable to holster wear. 


Live Weight of Mule Deer | 


7 can figure the live weight of your | 
mule quickly and accurately | 
from its weight after it’s hog-dressed 
(entrails removed, head and feet left 
on). Just multiply the weight of the 
hog-dressed deer by 1.45. 

For example: your gutted 
|nice four-pointer by Western 
weighs 180 lb. on the at the | 
checking station. That means he'd 
have weighed 180 x 1.45 (261 lb.) alive. 

This formula was established by an 
experiment with mule deer in Utah. 
| Eighteen deer were weighed immediate- 
ly after being killed and again after be- 
ing hog-dressed. The weight loss av- 
eraged 51 percent. The writer, a Utah 
forest ranger, personally weighed more 
than 2,000 Utah mule deer during re- 


cent Nt 


deer 


deer, a 
count, | 


scales 


Intinge seasons, ue neaviest ol 
which weighed 265 lb. hog-dressed. Ii 


would have weighed 384 lb. alive. Au- 


thentic live weights up to about 400 lb 
have been recorded elsewhere.--Jerry 
W. Hill. 












keep WARM outdoors with, 


Standard size Jon-e’ 


@ Carried in pocket or mittens by 
hunters, fishermen, football fans, 
policemen, mailmen, newsboys etc. 
Gives heat in coldest weather for _- 
24 hours on 1 filling (1 oz. fluid). § 

At sporting, hdwe. & dept. stores 


everywhere. Chrome- 
plated, (no tax)....... $295 


Gold-plated, $5.75 plus tax 


Giant Jon-e’ G. I. 


@ Designed for servicemen and 
others exposed to extreme cold for 
long periods. Heats for 2 days on 
1 filling. All models made of special 
steel alloy for long heat retaining 
quality and lifetime use. Flannel 


carrying bags included 
Chrome-plated, (no tax) $495 


Gold-plated, $8.50 plus tax. 


Flannel carrying bag gives Jon-e' 
many uses. May be pinned to back of 
shirt under coat or over heart, keeping 
you warm all over in coldest weather. 


Only the Jon-e has the exclusive, 
patented, platinum treated heating ele- 
ments. Fully guaranteed. Made only by 
American labor and industry. 


Deluxe Gold Plated 
models are packaged in 
beautiful gift boxes. 












TO OPERATE: 1. Saturate base of warmer 
with fluid. 2. Replace burner, ignite. Gives 
heat without flame. Cannot set fire to clothing 
or bedding. 


Always use JON-E FLUID or substitute 


fuels listed with directions. 


oem ORDER FORM 


Aladdin Labs, inc., Dept.OL11 
419 S. Sth St., Minneapolis 15, Minn. 


@ For the ench. $__ @ Fortheencl. $ ss 
rush____ STANDARD size rush____ Standard size 
chrome-f -plated warmers, GOLD-PLATED warmers. 
ppd. (no tax) $2.95 ea, ppd. $5.75 plus 20% tax 
@Fortheencl.$ > @ For the encl. $ = 
rush GIANT G.I. size rush Giant size 
chrome-plated warmers. GOLD-PLATED warmers. 
ppd. (no tax) $4.95 ea. ppd. $8.50 plus 20% tax 
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“Pm giving him 
a BOYT gun case / 





Underneath the Christmas tree this 
year, put a Boyt Gun Case. He’ll like 
the attractive cover—the soft, thick 
lining — the extra long zipper. And for 
ease in carrying he’ll appreciate the 
combination handle and shoulder strap. 
See your dealer, For FREE catalog of 
sporting goods, send coupon below. 

COSCOOOOHOOLOCOOCOOODOOOOCOEE 


The Boyt Co., Dept. 7C 

Des Moines, Iowa 

Please send a free copy of the new Boyt 
catalog featuring gun cases, shooters’ 
supplies, hunting and fishing clothing. 


I a as i ee sin sine pealans kel abeakhewunaianbeie 


GUNS ¢ AMMUNITION 


-41 Rim Fire Derringer Cartridges. Per 100—$9.50 


FRE Guns & 


domestic 
German, Jap, Italian, etc. Parts for En- 
Ma) field, Spr, M1 Carbine, Colt Frontier, etc. 
HUDSON SPORTING GOODS CO. 


Complete List of 


Ammo, foreign or 













L-52 Warren St., New York 7, N.Y. 





UNI-STYLED 
UNI-MADE 


SPECIA 


6x30 
$24.95 


Exclusive 
with 
UNITED 





A revolutionary value! Famous 
UNITED quality features in a 

new modern, sturdy design that’s easier to hold 
and use. 31/4” x 412” Weighs only 13142 ozs! 
Brings objects six times closer! Provides field of 
394 <t. at 1000 yds! Water-dust . resistant. 
Achromatic! UNI-COATED! Inside surfaces of 
vital front and rear Achromatic lenses COATED 
for sharper, clearer viewing! Made in Japan by 
skilled optical craftsmen of precision materials. 
It explains why prices are so low and glasses 
UNCONDITIONALLY GUARANTEEDeby UNITED, 
‘America’s Outstanding Binocular Retailer’. 
All have same revolutionary styling . . 


8x30 1.F 131% ounces $26.95 
7x35 1.F 20 ounces 27.95 
7x50 1.F. 26 ounces 29.95 
42xS0C.F.* 27 ounces 49.95 
1.F.* are Individual and C.F.* are Cen 


ar ( ter Focus 
Leather case, straps included with all UNITED 
BINOCULARS. For same day Air Mail Service 
idd 6x, 8x—$2.00; 7x, 12x—$3.00. 
USE FOR 30 DAYS AT OUR RISK 
If not fully satisfied return for full refund, Cash or- 
ders shipped postpaid. C.O.D.’s require $2.00 de- 


posit Add Federal tax. UNITED BINOCULAR CO., 








9043 S. Western Ave., Dept. ARF-2801, Chicago 20. 
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Shooters Dioblems 


Range of .222 


Question: A friend asserts that the .222 Rem- 


| ington is definitely a 300 to 500-yd. cartridge, 


that it will put the .22 Hornet out of 
I know the .222 is good but I think 
What’s your opin- 


and 
business. 
the Hornet has its place too. 
ion?—John Nelson, N.Y. 


Answer: I’m afraid your friend is a little off 
base. The .222 Remington is excellent but I’d 
call it about a 225-yd. cartridge. I rate the .22 
Hornet as a 150 to 175-yd. cartridge. The Swift, 
on the other hand, is definitely a 300-yd. car- 
tridge.—J.O’C. 


Heavy Bullet, Light Game 


Question: In a recent article on rifles for 
woods deer, you suggested that the .270 user 
should do his woods hunting with the 150-gr. 
soft-point bullet and the .30/06 man should use 
the 180-gr. soft-point. I wonder why you did 
not recommend the 220-gr. bullet in .30/06 for 
such hunting.—Hollis Meebaer, Wash. 


Answer: I did not recommend the 220-gr. 
30/06 bullet for the reason that it tends to go 
through an animal without much expansion, and 
is much inferior in killing power on smaller 
animals to the 180-gr. bullet at somewhat high- 
er velocity. Most 220-gr. factory bullets are 
designed for deep penetration on heavy game 
and do not kill well on light animals like deer 
and antelope.—J.O’C. 


Air-Gun Pellets 


Question: Do you know where I can obtain 
some caliber .250 round pellets for my obsolete 
air rifle?—R. W. Jones, Oreg. 


Answer: I suggest you get hold of some No. 
3 buckshot. It measures .25 in. in diameter.— 
Toc. 


38 and .380 


Is there any difference between a 
pistol cartridge marked “REM-UMC 380 AP” 
and a regular .38? Can it be used in a German 
P-38 Luger?—Richard Wehr, Ind. 


Question: 


Answer: The cartridge marked “REM-UMC 
380 AP” is the .380 Automatic. In Europe it’s 
known as the 9 mm. Browning short. It’s en- 
tirely different from the regular .38 Automatic 
for Colt automatic pistols. It’s also different 
from the 9 mm. Luger that’s used in the Walther 
P-38 and the Luger.—J.O’C. 


Short Shotgun Chamber 


Question: I have always used 2'%-in. shells 
with 7@ oz. of shot in my Winchester Model 12 
shotgun, 20 gauge. But these shells seem to be 
scarce now. The gun will not eject the 234-in. 
shell with the old crimp, but it handles Ranger 
234-in. shells loaded with 1 oz. of shot. Is it 
safe to use this load? —August C. Rohwer, Nev. 


Answer: I'd send that gun to the service de- 


| partment, Winchester Repeating Arms Co., New 


and ask to have it rechambered 
The job includes open- 


Haven, Conn., 
to take the 234-in. shell. 


ing the ejection port, so you went have any 
more trouble. 
It is not a good idea to use long shells in 


short chambers, even in a very strong shotgun 


| like the Model 12, because the long shells raise 








pressures. Yours is a pretty old gun; Win- 
chester has chambered no Model 12’s for 2'4-in. 
shells since 1925.—J.O’C. 


Explosive Russian 


I've bought a “New England 
Westinghouse” .30/06 rifle. Can you tell me 
something about it? Is it safe to use with 180- 
gr. ammunition?—G. C. Pletcher, Ind. 


Question: 


Answer: You have an exceedingly dangerous 
rile—an old Russian 7.62 mm. Mossin con- 
verted to .30/06. Those Westinghouse rifles 
were made in this country for the Imperial Rus- 
sian Government during World War I, but 
when the Bolsheviks took over, a lot of rifles 
were kept in this country. 

Those that are still chambered for the origi- 
nal 7.62 mm. cartridge are perfectly safe if in 
good condition. Not so those rechambered for 
the .30/06. They are very dangerous because 
the rear end of the .30/06 case is not properly 
supported. Many of these rifles have blown up, 
injuring some people and killing a few. Throw 
yours away.—J.O’C. 


Rifle on Birds 


Question: Why can’t the .22 caliber rifle be 
used to shoot pheasants?—James Cruyle, N.Y 


Answer: Many states prohibit the use of 
rifles on upland gamebirds or waterfowl because 
the bullet is dangerous in settled country. When 
No. 6 shotgun pellets have traveled 150 yd. or 
so, they’ll rattle harmlessly off your clothing 
or skin, doing no more damage than if they'd 
been hand-thrown a few feet. The .22 bullet, 
on the other hand, retains its velocity over 
much greater distances, and has power enough 
to kill a man at a mile or more if it strikes 
him just right. 

The rifle is also banned in waterfowl shooting 
because the bullet can ricochet and go sailing 
off across the country. Potentially it’s very 
dangerous. 

But in the wilderness the .22 is a great bird 
gun. I’ve shot many big, juicy blue grouse, 
some Franklin grouse, and a few ruffed grouse 
out of trees with a .22 in Canada. They tasted 
just as good as if they'd been killed with a 
shotgun. Since the country up there is sparsely 
settled, the use of a rifle on birds is not dan- 


gerous.—J.O’C. 


Crow Load 


Question: I use 1l-oz. loads in my 20 gauge 
shotgun. What size shot is best for crows? 
How many pellets of it in 1 oz.?—George 
Kutulis, I[11. 


Answer: Use No. 6 shot. With larger pellets 
your pattern would be too thin. Ordinarily 
there are about 223 pellets of No. 6 to 1 oz.— 


Custom .256 Newton? 


Question: I’m trying to decide what caliber 
to get in my next rifle, which I’ll use on deer 
and jackrabbits. It seems to me the .256 Newt 
would fill my needs. Can the action of a .30 
be used in a custom Newton rifle? 

Why isn’t the .256 more popular?—Jim 
Nordstrom, Mont. 


f 


Answer: The .256 Newton was a good < 


tridge in its day but I think you'd be knocking 
yourself out to get a rifle made up for it at the 
It would have to be custom-ma 


present time. 
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at least you’d have to have a custom-made bar- 
rel. The action could come from a Model 98 
Mauser, 1903 Springfield, Model 721 Remington, 
or Model 70 Winchester. The .256 Newton car- 
tridge has a head size like that of the .30/06, 
270, 8 mm., etc. 

The trouble with owning a Newton would be 
the odd-size caliber. Bullets for it are the same 
s the European 6.5 mm. and measure .263 in. 
1 diameter. That’s in between bullet diameters 
or the .25 caliber, which measures .257, and for 
the .270, which measures .277. 

I'm a firm believer in never having a wildcat 
whose performance can be equaled by a stand- 
rd factory cartridge; it’s a great satisfaction to 
be able to walk into a sporting-goods store and 
ome out with a supply of ammunition. I can't 
1ink of anything the .256 will do that the .270 
won't do just as well or better. 

If you must have a nonstandard cartridge, 
why not try the .25/06, which is the .30 06 
necked down to .25? Then you'd have a wide 
choice of bullets.—J.O°C 


Double Reverse 


I've found that 
shotgun I bought 


Question: To my surprise, 
the double-barreled English 
recently has its modified barrel on the right 
side and improved-cylinder barrel on the left. 
The front trigger fires the modified barrel; the 
rear trigger, the improved-cylinder barrel. This 
seems contrary to custom and I wonder how 
come this arrangement.—Robert B. Riddle Jr., 
N.C. 


Answer: I think you're in luck. That’ 
cal arrangement, 


s a logi- 
since the more open barrel is 
used the most. When it is fired the gun kicks 
away from your face, if you're right-handed, 
and seems to have less recoil. 

I consider double triggers an invention of the 
devil, but if one has to put up with them it is 
far better to pull the rear trigger first 
recuil kicks the finger up to the 

Makers of double-guns for 

» make the left 


Then the 
front trigger 
years have wanted 
t barrel more than the 
rghit but the consumers want it the other way 
round. When you get used to your gun I think 
yuu will like the system very much.—J.O'C. 


open 


Gift Horse 


Question: A good friend of mine has given 
me a .30/06 rifle, a nice-handling gun. Among 
iis markings are “U.S. 1906"’ and *“Waffentabrik 
Mauser Oberndorf.’’ Can you tell me anything 
about this rifle?—Maurice R. Goucher, Oreg. 


Answer: You have a fine rifle, a genuine 
Mauser made at the great Mauser factory in 
Oberndorf, Germany. It is, of course, chambered 
for the regular .30/06 cartridge. I imagine it 
was imported around 25 years ago. If its action 
lus a SQuare receiver bridge, hinged floorplate, 
button in the trigger guard, the 
alone is probably worth $75 or there- 
abouts to some gun nut.—J.O'C. 


and re:sease 


aclion 


& x 60 Magnum 


Question: How does the 8 x 60 Magnum car- 
litdge compare with other Magnums? Where 
‘an L get brass for it?—Glen A. Duncan, Wyo. 


Answer: The German 8 x 60 mm. 
tame into being after World War 1, when the 
lanutacture in Germany of 7 x 9 or 8 x 57 
tliles was banned by the Versailles Treaty. It 
is 3 mm. longer than the 8 x 57—and 3 mm. 
shorter than the .30/06 case, which is a 7.62 x 63. 
The 8 x 60 is loaded with several difierent 
types and weights ot builets, 154 to 19> gr. 
The 8 x 60 Magnum, so calied, is simply tne 
8 x 60 loaded to higher pressures and higher 
velocities. According to German data the 185-gr. 
hultes has a muzzie velocity of 2,922 toot sec- 
onds and muzzle energy of 3,499 
Since the factory-loaded .300 H. & H. Magnum 
Cartridge has a 180-gr. bullet at 2,900 velocity 
and 3,365 energy, you can see that the 8 x 60 
Magnum is no popgun. 
It's no trick at all to make 8 x 60 brass by 
ing .30/06 cases through a full-length 8 x 60 
die and then trimming the necks to proper 
‘ength. An interesting American wildcat is the 
30 JO case with neck expanded to take 8 mm. 
bullets. It’s called the 8 mm./06 or the 7.62 x 
It’s not far from being identical with the 
64 German cartridge.—/J.O'C. 


cartridge 


trom 


foot pounds. 


ru 


5 


























PRICES 
2%X . $ 78.00 
4X Master. . . 55.00 
6X Master. . . 70.00 
6X Double. 100.00 
3 ah 





Safer Happier 





thanks to 
Christmas Seals! 


Like a protective radar network, 
barrier formed by Christmas Seals 
helps to guard us against tuber- 
culosis. 


The money which you donate for 
Seals fights TB the year round — 
with continuing medical research, 
education, rehabilitation, and case 
finding. 


To keep the barrier high, send your 
contribution today, please, to your 
tuberculosis association. 


Buy Christmas Seals 


Because of the impor- 
tance of the above 
message, this space 
is contributed by 


OUTDOOR LIFE 


Write today for free folders: 








aed 









7 ine Got” 


If you want it said of 






you, try a Stith Bear Cub Scope on your rifle: 

it will repay you over and over again with 

brilliant, accurate sighting. A Stith Scope will 

do something big for your self-confidence 

every time you shoot. Try it and see — it's the 

shortest, brightest distance between you and 
—~\) & sure shot. Illustrated Stith 4X double $85.00; 
Stith Savage 99 Mount $20.00. 


“Tt Pays to Own a Stith Scope.” 


“How To Choose a Mount.” 


I T SCOPES & 


MOUNTS 


500 FF TRANSIT TOWER 
SAN ANTONIO 5, TEXAS 





DISPLAY YOUR GUNS 


WITH PRIDE... 










Made in 
Grand Rapids Area 
Here's the ideal gift for the 
shooter-sportsman and his 
family, this superbly crafted 
gun cabine nade of gen 
iine cherry, pine or natural 
birch, Choice of 6 Nnistes 
Mahogany alnut, fruit- 
wood natural rireh or 
knotty pine. Double 
window glass in door; 
ant a eys turn ed 
aieraad led barrel rest : 
spacious drawer for acces 
sories Completely assem 
bled and = finished and 
rubbed to nsure = lusirous 
finis Carefully packed 


ey 5] 39.9 


width 28”; 











P a 
yocke 
=“ awer 


depth 12%,” 


weight 









\ beautiful addition to any room! 


Send 25c for catalog 


PERRIN’S 
New Deluxe 
WALL MODEL 
CABINET +52 

fob $7 95 
factory 75. 
Completely finished 
and assembled 


Height 3519”; 
depth 614”; 


width 52”; 
weight 60 Ibs 


Holds 4 


shotguns or rifles. Same choice of selected 
woods and 5 finishes. Same Grand Rapids Area 
raftsmar p constructior Dowel d ied 
drawer pulls Leather-padded 
Compe Ass bled, finished and 
Carefully packed 


Address Dept, OL 


Klass 10ors 
hand rubbed 
Order cirect 








PERRIN GUN CABINET CO. 


3602 Fifth Avenue, Pittsburgh 13, Pa. 
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Fisher 
ortsman 





NEW from 
Cover to 





All latest domestic rifles, shotguns, handguns. 
Gun parts section over 100 pages. The most 
complete selection of imported firearms since 
before the war. Thousands of illustrations, 
with descriptions and latest _— New arti- 
cles by leading gun and outdoor authorities. 
Fishing section shows finest line of Fresh and 
Saltwater Tackle and Equipment of leading 
manufacturers. Gun editors reference guide. 


NOW at Your Dealer 
or $2.00 Postpaid Dept. 0.1.11 
STOEGER ARMS CORP. 
45-18 Court Square, Long Island City 1, N. Y 
Soles and Showrooms 507 Fifth Ave. (at 42nd St.) N.Y. 














"THE ‘““FOOLPROOF”’ 


Unquestionably the finest re- 
ceiver sight in the world— 
and the best looking. It’s 
stronger, lighter, more posi- 
tive. Internal micrometer ad- 
justments, extreme rigidity. 
Positive locking. Available in 
19 models. 


“a STREAMLINED RAMP 


| The finest, nicest jiooking ramp made. 
S Blends into barrel perfectly. *.” dovetail. 
4.” Available in four heights 
in both screw-on and 
sweat-on models. 


“QUICK CONVERTIBLE’ TOP MOUNT 










Now with pesitive locks. Quick-release 
thumb nuts, lock mount rings rigidly to 
base, Their optional use permits mount 
to remain ‘‘Quick Convertible’’ to iron 





Williams shooting equipment—used and _ preferred by 
sportsmen all over the world who demand the ultimate in 
accuracy,- dependable equipment. 

Get all the facts—-folder upon re- 
quest Or send 25c for complete new 
Shooter's Catalog 34. 







Mf, WILLIAMS OY ess 


1 Lapeer Rd., Davison 3, Michigan 

















HUNTING SEASONS 


(continued from page 35) 


UTAH 
Res. hunting & fishing $6, deer $3.50, birds 
only $3.50. Non-res. birds only $15, deer 


> 
Bear, Mountain Lion, Bobcat, 
Coyote, Rabbit, Mare 
RSE 
In designated areas 
seasons between.. 
Pheasant... 
Quail 
Seasons in designated 
counties between........Nov. 7-Nov. 15 
VERMONT 
Res. hunting & fishing $3.50, hunting 
$2.25. Non-res. hunting & fishing $138, 
hunting $15, 
Fox 
Shooting only........ 
With gun and dog 


All year 

Oct. 17-Oct. 27 
special 

Sept. 26-Nov. 29 
a. 2, 8, 9 













All year 
Oct. 1-Feb. 28 
une 1-Dec, 31* 
Oct. 1-Feb. 28* 
1-Dec. 30 
















Hare, Cottontail Rabbit. 
Raccoon........ 
Ruffed Grouse 

Squirrel. 
ae 

VIRGINIA 

Res. state hunting $3.50, county hunting & 

fishing $1; big-game stamp $1. Non-res. 

$15.75; big-game stamp $2.50. 
Fox (with gun).. Oct. 1-Jan. 20* 
Raccoon, Opossum. ..Uct. 15-Jan. 31* 

East of Blue idyge Mounta«ns: 

Wild Turkey, Quail, Ruffed 
Grouse, Rabbit.. Nov, 20-Jan. 20 
Pheasant, Squirrel . 20-Jan. 20* 
Deer 20-Jan. 5 


20-Jan. 5 


ay 
. 1-Oct. 31 
14-Nov. 27 











Bear... 
West of Blue Ridge 
Bear, itutfed Grouse, Pheasant, 
eee Nov. 16-Jan. 1 
Quail, Squirrel. Nov. 16-Jan. 1* 
Wild Turkey.. Nov. 16-Dec. 5 
‘ov. 16-Nov. 21 








WASHINGTON 
Res, hunting & fishing, state $5, county 
$2.50; elk $5, deer tay $1. Non-res. hunt- 
ing & fishing $25, birds $15, elk $25, deer 
tag $1. 
Raccoon... All year 
Deer 
Seasons in designated counties 
and areas, between....Uct. L1-Nov. 8 
Extended season in lend 
Oreille and Stevens councies, 








and part of Spokane 

EE cs ccs sccaasecrenswncns Nov. w22-Nov. 29 
By permit in designated areas, 

ON i xcccccsoevaricccessens Oct. 11-Dee. 31 


Bear 
astern Washington...... Concurrent with 
deer seasons 
Additional seasons in desig 
nated counties............sept. 1-Oct. 4 
Western Washington All year* 














Elk sesatepipirtesevcnbenevensecsaesannts, Ros EE 
Special hunts in designated 
NB aco cnccsccencsincntssee ee bonne, “an 


Pheasant 





et. 11-Nov. 15 
Quail... Oct. 11-Nov. 1 
Extended seasons in designated 
counties between........Nov. 16-Dee. 13 
Chukar Partridge 
East of Cascade 


a50 





Mountains. Oct, 11-Nov. 15 
Extended seasons signated 
COED OD... ccciecasscreneessoe Nov. 16-Dece. 13 


Hungarian l’artridge 
In designated couaties....0ct, 11-Nov. 15 
Extended season in designated 
CRUG TOR vcrernsnnssrrscaseses Nov. 16-Dee. 13 
Rabbit 
Western Wachington....Oct. 11-Mar. 31* 
Eastern Washington......0et. 11-Feb. 28 
WEST VIRGINIA 
Res, hunting & fishing $3, hunting $2 
Non-res. $20. 





Red Fox....... ALL year* 
Woodchuck 

Designated counties July 1- Dee ‘1 

oy || eee All year 
Ruffed Grouse (native 

OO) eee Oct. 1-Oct. 14 & 


Nov. 11-Dee. 26 
Gray, Black, Albino, and Fox 
EG acaiccsestecossstiovers Oct. 1-Oct. 14 & 
Nov. 11-Nov, 28 
bai Turkey 


Jesignated counties and areas 


QILY secccoccenescosceovonszecees Oct. 1-Oct. 14 & 
Nov. 11-Nov, 28 

Raccoon, Opossum................No0V. 2-Jan. 9 
Black Beak......0000..00000....N0V. 2-Nov. 26 & 


Dec. 7-Dee. 26 
Quail, Cottontail Rabbit, Vary 
Descasptansdecpunngucisased Nov. J1-Jan. 2 
Ringneck Pheasant 
Designated counties and areas 
|, NOV. L1-Nov. 14 


eer 
McDowell, Mercer, and Wyom- 
ing ‘ounties and part of 
Raleigh County only........Nov. 30 only 
In other designated counties 
and areas............Nov. 30, Dec. 1 & 2 
WISCONSIN 
Res. small game $2, deer $2.50. Non-res. 
all hunting $50, all game except deer $25, 
shooting-preserve pheasant hunting $5 
Fox, Wolf, Coyote, Wildcat, 
Lynx, Opossum... Pre 
Rutfed Grouse........... 
Cottontail Rabbit 





mnnaton peer 
covessvost.. S- NOV. 15 








Northern Zone......... Oct. 3-Jan. 15 

Southern Zone Nov. 1-Jan. 15 
Gray and Fox Squirrel 

Northern Zone..................0et. 3-Dee. 20 

Southern Zone coeeees Ct. 17-Dec. 17 
Quail, Hungarian 

Partridge. sabiionevinees Oct. 17-Nov. 11 
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WISCONSIN (cont'd) 
Pheasant 
Northern Zone.... ..Oct. 3-Nov, 15 
Southern Zone. Oct. 17-Nov. 11 
Deer, Beav........cc.ccsccoervOV. 21-Nov. 27 


WYOMING 

Res. deer, bear, birds & fish $5; elk, bear, 
birds & fish $5; mountain sheep $15; moose 
$15; antelope $5; special bear permit $5; 
birds $2. Non-res. 1 elk, 1 deer, 1 bear, 














birds fish $100; birds $10; mountain 
sheep $75; moose $75; bear (2) $25; ante- 
lope ; special deer (1) $20. 





Bobcat, Lynx, Wolf, Mountain 
Lion. Coyote, Jackrabbit, 
Raccoon All year 
OBE sncscsivons During elk and deer seasons* 
Speciae permits required: 
kik, Deer 
Seasons in designated areas 





DELWEIA)..........cccccreeee..- SePL. 1U-Dec. 31 
Moose 
Seusons in designated areas 
MRC iniciainnittveredohaa Sept. 10-Nov. 30 


Mounmain Sheep 
In designated areas only Sept. 10-Oct. 31 
Hiungarian a’arcridge, in 
Jounson and Sneridan 
COUNLIES ODLY......0000000. NOV. 6-Nov. 26 
Pheasant 
Seasons in designated 
counties and = areas 
DOLWECI)......ssccccseeerrerereeesNOV. 6-Nov. 26 


ALBERIA 
Res. big game $5; spring bear $5; speci 
big game $5; game-bird license $z 
Non-res. Canadian, vig game $vvu; spring 
bear $25; speciat big game $25, game-vird 
license $0, Uiner nou-ves., big game $100; 
spring bear $25; special big game $25; 
game-bird sicease $20. 
Grizzly, slack, w»rown or Cin- 
namon Beat.........00 Sept. 1-Dec. 31* & 
April 1-May 31* 
Mountain Sheep, Mountain 
Ee sere eee Sept. 1-Oct. 31 
Caribou, . only 
By special license in desig- 














Naled ALAS... Sept. 1-Oct. 31 

In designated area........Nov. 2-Dec, 31 
By special license in desig- 

MACOE BEOBB vccevccceivrvceni Sept. 1-Oct. 31 
Wolf, Coyote, Cougar, Wolver- 

ee a | All year 


Blue Grouse, Ptarmigan Sept. i-Sept. 30 

Pheasant, Ruffed Grouse, Spruce 
ariridge, Sharptail Grouse, 
Jiungarian Partridge....Oct. 12-Nov. 21 

Red Squirre Nov, 15-Feb. 28 





BRITISH CULUMBIA 





Res. all game $7; deer, black bear, birds, 


$4. Non-res. Canadian all game $15, birds 
$3. Other non-res. all game $50; all game 
excepl pheasant 5. Trophy fees charged 
for big game. 
Black or Brown Bear, Wolver- 
FO, TRO ccsenssravsesswmnsncvansescoeniosl All year 
Mountain Goat 
Eastern District, seasons 
bet veen.... Aug, 15-Dee. 15 
Western District.......Sept. 6-Nov. 30* 
Mountain Sheep 
Keastern District, seasons in 
designated areas 
i af, TES Aug. 15-Nov. 15 
Grizzly Bear 
Kasiern District... 
Western District.. 
Moose 
Eastern District, seasons 
in designated areas 
between.... 
Western District: 
Part of Mackenzie Distriet 
i cccirissncseesanscncasd Sept. 19-Nov. 30 
Caribou 
Eastern District, seasons 

















Sept. 1l-June 30 
Sept, 5-June 30 





Sept. 1-Dec. 15 





WREWWRID, caccsececcocsessacons Sept. 1-Dec. 15* 
Deer 
Eastern Distriect........ Sept. 15-Nov, 30* 


Western District, seasons in 
designated areas 
OT casnesconsenesesissonns Sept. 5-Nov. 30 
Elk 
Eastern District, seasons in 
designated areas 
between............ senstiesa Sept. 15-Nov. 30 
Western District: 
Queen Charlotte Islands 
only. Sept. 15-Sept. 30 
Ptarmigan. Sept. 15-Oct. 31* 
Blue, Franklin Ruffed, and 
Sharptail Grouse 
Seascns between. 
Pheasant......... : 


MANITOBA 
Kes. moose $5, deer $2.50, gamebirds $2.25 
Non-res, deer $25; gamebirds—British sub- 
ject $10, other non-res. $25 
UC ccusssccsicesmenteninnkoncnee, ae-aee, 2 
Moose, res. only 
North of 53rd parallel 







Sept. 15-Oct. 3 
-Oct. 2t-Nov. 22* 














23-Dee. 3 
To be set 


ET os seep pace 
Upland Gamebhirds... 








NEW BRUNSWICK 
Res. deer, rabbits & birds $4.50; rabbits 
& birds $2.50. Non-res. deer, bear, rabbits 
& birds $35.50; birds $25.50. Spring bear 
license free. 
Bear, Wildcat, Fox, Raccoon......... All year 
Rabbit Oct. 1-Nov. 30 
Deer a ..Oct, 1-Nov. 30° 
Ruffed Grouse, S 
Partridge.. 
Pheasant anienned 
Hungarian Partridge. 









1-Oct. 31* 
rt. 20-Oct. 31* 
Oct. 20-Oct. 31 
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HUNTING SLINGSHOT 


for GUIDES 
TRAPPERS 
SPORTSMEN 


@® DESIGNED with exclusive 






Silently 


kills finger rests so that you can 
small easily hold and shoot like 
game and the experts. 
pests @ PRECISION cast in Zamak 
alloy. Attractively tin- 
$ shed 
@ Extra rubbers and pouch 
2 inc luded— heavy gum rub- 
tilly guaranteed 
Postpaid Send — — M.O. 


(practice and service TINKER’ MFG. co. 
ammunition incl.) Dept. 8 Lapeer, Mich. 








SUPER HUNTER’S-PAL RADIO 


AMAZING NEW PORTABLE! 
Tiny Package of ‘‘ELECTRONIC 
MAGIC’’ only 2 inches wide and 

5 inches tall and GUARANTEED 
TO OUT-PERFORM any other 
**so called pocket radio’’ avail- 
able, Enjoy while walking about 
amywhere . . . tiny hearing-aid 
earset insures privacy. Built in 
unique antenna system and TWO 
POWERFUL LOW DRAIN ELEC- 
TRON TUBES give ‘‘REAL KICK,."* 
Sensitive circuit receives all stand- 
ard broadcast stations with perfect 
selectivity. Complete PRE-FAB set 
that anyone can assemble in an 
evening includes attractive metal ONLY 49 95 
case, tubes and special miniature e 
parts. . . Only $9.95. Midget 

batteries $1.75 per set. Hearin-aid earset shawn tn 
photo supplie at wholesale cost of $6.75 or use any 
regular size headphone. 


RUSH ORDER TO-DAY—NOW! 


ELECTRONIC MINIATURES, Manteo, N. Car. 






































Send us your skins to be 
tanned and made into 
chokers. neckpieces, coats, 
robes and rugs 

Manufacturing of leather 
jackets and gloves. Fur 
tanners, buckskin tanners, 


TAN THEM taxidermy 
YOU Free Catalog 


ROCHESTER FUR DRESSING CO. 
WEAR THEM 296 Broad St., Rochester 4,N.Y. 


























A Call that Calis 


Among the best for less. Proven by users for over 30 years. 


Ask your dealer or send $1.50 to 


N c. HANSEN co. 


UTS AMMUNITION LIST 


Containing the most complete listing of cartridges 
.Obsolete, modern, foreign, domestic, sporting, 
military, rifle and pistol types. Shotshells, smoke- 


less and black powder and rifle clips... 


LARGEST VARIETY ANYWHERE 


PHILIP J. MEDICUS CO. 
18 Fletcher St., Dapt.09 * N.Y.38,N.Y. 


WRI 
RITE 
Now 


















WRITE FOR CATALOG 


@©rosman 
Pistot for Christmas 





Zimmerman, Minn. 


$995 Rifled borrel, 22 cal., high- 


powered air pistol for in- 
At dealers everywhere door-outdoor target shooting. 
_CROSMAN ARMS CO., Dept. 42, Fairport, N. Y. 





How to Cast Like 
_ An Expert! 


Complete instructions 
on all methods of cast- 
ing. Tricks on use of 
wet flies, spinners, 
nymphs, dry flies and 
other lures. Hints on 
fishing for bass. trout, 


CFLY 
(hie 
We Ope te 


pages. Fully illustrated. 


copy today! Address 
Dept. 1053. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
353 Fourth Ave., New York10, N.Y. 








salmon and panfish. 96 


Send only 35¢ for your 





NEWFOUNDLAND 
Res. small game $2; big game, early season 
$25, regular season $10. Non-res. small 
game $5, 1-day $1. Big game, early season 
$75, regular season $35. 

Murres or Turrs................Sept. 1-Mar. 31 

Moose, Caribou 

Early season: Interior and 


South Coast only Sept. 5-Oct. 10 
Regular season 
Northern Peninsula....Dec. 15-Jan. 15 
Rest of Province........Dec, 1-Dec. 31 
Ptarmigan 
Northern Peninsula Dec. 15-Jan. 15 
Rest of Province................0et. 1-QOct. 31 
Rabbit (varying hare) 
Northern Peninsula Nov. l-Jan. 15 
___ Rest of Province... Oct. 15-Nov. 30 


NOVA SCOTIA 

Kes. big game $3, pheasant $2. Non-res 
big game $35, small game $15, woodcock & 
snipe $25, pheasant $5 








Bear, Raccoon, Fox, Wildeat........All year 
Pheasant 
Cape Breton Island..... Oct. 1-Oct. 31 
Designated mainland coun 
ties. abit wesbesece tT 2- ll 
Ruffed Grouse...... <cocers OO 11 
Hungarian Partridge 
Mainland only................0et. 12-Nov. 11 
| aaa es 15-Nov. 3t 
BOG ORO sis cicinns 16- Feb. 15 
ONTARIO 


Res. $1, deer $5, moose $10, raccoon $2 
Non-res. bear, rabbit, birds $21; deer, 
bear, rabbit, birds $36; moose, deer, bear, 
— birds $101; bear, April 1l-June 15, 







$5.25; wolf, Mar. 1-June 15, $5.2: 
Be: ir : ale SO All year 
Deer 
Seasons in designated areas 
OO evetieecctnncassentons Oct. 1-Nov. 25 
Moose 


All hunters, seasons in desig 
nated areas between....Oct. 1-Oct. 15 
Res. only, seasons in desig- 
nated areas between..Nov. 20-Dec. 24 
inrenesiesiuns eee |) ib 











Fox..... 

Rabbit 

Seasons in designated counties 
and townships 


between . Oct. 30-Feb. 28 
Rest of Province ‘ All year 
Ptarmigan Sept. 5-March 31 
Raccoon......... cnvercesessonerecsneseGee BS" OR SS 
Pheasant 


Seasons in designated 
counties and townships 
between... Oct. 28-Oct. 31 
Rutfed Grouse, Spruce Partridge, 
Sharptail Grouse 
In designated counties and 
townships NOV. 9-Nov, 14 
Rest of Province........0ct 3-Oct. 12, & 


Gray, Black, and 
Fox Squirrel....................Nov. 9-Nov. 14 


PRINCE EDWARD “ISLAND 
Res. hunting & fishing $1. Res, of Nova 
Scotia, New Brunswick or Newfoundland 
$25, other non-res 
Pheasant, Hungarian 
Xe ..Oct. 10-Nov. 20 
Ruffed Grouse. Oct. 15-Oct. 31 
Raccoon.. ‘ «NOV. 1-Dec. 31 
Hare, Rabbit... ‘wessseeesee NOV. 15-Jan. 31 


QUEBEC 

Kes. all game except moose, deer, & fur 
bearers $1.10; moose $7.25; deer $2.10 
Non-res. all game except moose, deer, & 
fur bearers $10.50; moose $66; deer $25.50 

















| eee secinebiiiees All year* 
Deer 
Seasons in designated areas 
between.. ssrooseeeeeeeODt. 1L5-Nov. 30 


Birch and Spruce 

P —— sia 
|): TS | ae 
Ptarmigan... 


SASKATCHEWAN 
Res.: Gamebirds $3, big game $6, deer, $6 
or $11, depending on area, pheasant $1, 
antelope $6, moose and elk $11. Non-res 
Canadian: Gamebirds $11, deer (north of 
Twp. 33 only) $26, bear $10. Other non- 
res.: Gamebirds $26, deer (north of Twp. 
33 only) $41, bear $10 
Wolf, Wolverine, Coyote 


..Sept. 19-Nov. 15 
15-Jan. 31 
1-Jan. 31 

















Raccoon, Fox, Rabbit... All year 
Bear 
Res... = All year 
Non-res., north of 
Twp. 33 only ; R All year 
Ptarmigan Sept. l-Jan. 31 
Pheasant, res. only Oct. 3-Nov. 21 


Ruffed, Sharptail, and Spruce 
Grouse, Hungarian 





Partridge.......... : Oct. 10-Nov. 21 
Deer 
Area 1 Nov. 9-Nov. 21 
Rest of Province Nov. 9-Nov. 28 
Elk, res. only in 
ated areas Dec. 5-Dec. 12 
YUKON TERRITORY 
Res. $2. Non-res, Canadian, big game 


$100; spring bear $25; birds $10. Other 
non-res. big game $150; spring bear $50: 
birds $10 

Grizzly, Black, and Brown Bear 


Under non-res spring bear 

| ee .May 1-June 30 
Under res. hunting and non 

res. big-game license..... All year 


Mountz 4in Sheep, Caribou, Moun 
i pecad Aug. 1-Nov. 30 
Aug. 15-Nov. 30 
Sharptail, Franklin, and 
Spruce Grouse, Ptarmigan Sept. 1-Nov. 30 
Blue and Ruffed (willow) 
RUN ccescentcesssesesssecetinetel Sept. 1-Oct. 31 





Twitching from itching? Wheezing from freezing? 


ALLEN-A 
SHIRTS wo DRAWERS 


KEEP YOU WARM 
WITHOUT ITCHING 





IN 2 NEW FABRICS: 
Bi Ply styie 1650 


Shirt and Drawers 
New two-ply fabric won't 
irritate skin...puts layer of 
soft combed ‘cotton next to 
your body—layer of fine wool 
outside. Two layers act as 
insulation, give extra warmth 
without extra weight. 


hyrel wens 


Style 3695 (Shirt) 
Style 3699 (Drawers) 
50% dynel, 50% combed 
cotton. Dynel is marvelous 
new man-made fiber—extra 
warm and tough, super soft, 
dries quickly. Resists shrink- 
ing and staining. Mothproof. 

Won't mildew. 








These Allen-A shirts and drawers available in 
either fabric—BI-PLY or DyYNeEt blend. Well 
cut, comfortable. SHirTs have short sleeves, 
reinforced shoulder. Chest sizes: S (34-36), 
M (38-40), L (42-44), XL (46-48). Drawers 
have taped front for gentle support, elastic 
waist, and are ankle length. Waist sizes: 30-44. 


If your favorite store can't 


supply, mail coupon today. Allen 





THE ALLEN-A CO., 
Piqua, Chio ® 
Gentlemen: 


Enclosed is [] check, [] money order 
(no C.O.D.’s). Send me parcel post prepaid: 


















































Style Size Quantity Price Each Total 
1650 Shirt $3.25 
1650 Drawers 3.75 
3695 Shirt 3.25 
3699 Drawers 3.50 
TOTAL 
Name 
Street. 
City Zone 
State 





oO 
























127 


NOVEMBER, 1953 




















ow many times have you passed 
H up good fish because they were 

holed up in the weeds?  Fish- 
ing the weeds is exasperating, I know, 
but get a grip on your temper and try 
it. Even in heavily fished waters, you'll 
often find fish that strike as if they’re 
starved for attention. 

I like to work into weed beds grad- 
ually, fishing the fringes first. That’s a 
favorite hangout for a variety of game- 
fish. Both trolling and casting work 
well as long as you're just nicking the 
edges of the weeds from a channel of 
open water, but trolling is usually the 
most productive. If that’s your choice, 
select a trolling lure that gets down to 
medium depth. Deep-running and sur- 
face lures are fine in special situations, 
but a medium-depth trolling lure is a 
consistent killer along the weed beds. 

If I just wanted to catch fish the 
easy way, I'd troll with a motor. Sur- 
prisingly, a motor disturbs fish less 
than the splash of an oar. They hardly 
notice the rhythmic pulse of an out- 
board, but dip an oar in the weeds and 
the unexpected splash will put fish 
down. 


my experience on an Alabama lake is 
one of many that have shown me 
how trolling pays off when you're work- 
ing along the weeds. We were casting 
bugs from the open water, flipping them 
back into gaps in the ragged edge of 
the weeds. Our system was catching 
fish, too, and we were quite pleased with 
it. But at the same time a party ina 
boat was trolling the edges of the same 
weed bed, circling around us by a 
courteous margin as they passed. Com- 
paring notes, we were saddened to learn 
they were putting us to shame—taking 
three fish to our one. 

That taught me to take advantage of 
the troller’s odds when casting to weed 
beds. It’s a lesson worth remembering. 
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ANGLING 


TRICKS FOR 


FISHING 
THE WEEDS 


RAY BERGMAN 


We were casting so that our lures 
landed in the hot spots, alright, but re- 
trieving them from our boat out in the 
channel quickly pulled our lures out of 
the fishy area. The trollers, running 
parallel with the weeds, had their lures 
in front of the fish all the time. When 
we eased our boat in close and cast so 
that our retrieves were hugging the 
weeds all the way, we started to catch 
up. 

It may be well to sneak up on a wary 
old lunker from open water occasional- 
ly, but you’ll do better in the long run 
by crowding your boat right up to the 
weeds and casting up and down the 


edges. Like trolling, it’s percentage 
fishing—-the more time your lure spends 


in the area where the fish are, the more 
strikes you'll get. 

But there are lots of fish in holes 
back in the weed beds that trollers 
never reach. Those little potholes are 


your private ponds if you know how to 
fish them. Trollers, working the fringes, 
fish than you will 


may take more 






plunking lures in the tight spots, but 
they won’t take your fish. If you can 
do a good job casting over the weeds, 
you'll have that challenging sport pret- 
ty much to yourself. 

I'd like to tell you an easy way to fish 
those weed-bound pockets—just as I'd 
like somebody to tell me an easy way. 
The truth is, there’s not one. It takes 
practice, patience, and a steady rein 
on your temper. It’s never easy, but 
that’s the spark in the sport. You feel 
every weed-hole fish is a trophy. 


ake it easy,’ is the best advice any- 

body can give you for fishing the 
weed holes. That means quiet rowing 
as you move into position, careful cast- 
ing, and—-most important of all—-gentle 
handling of the lure once it hits the 
target. Give it all the action you can 
while it’s in an open spot, but start 
pampering it along the second it staris 
to bump weeds. A gentle nudge will 
ease it past a weed stem; a jerk will 
sink the barb, and you’ll end up reeling 
in a bushel of aquatic plants. Coasted 
along carefully, even a lure with ex- 
posed hooks will come through some 
fearful tangles. 

When you get a strike, abandon cau- 
tion and set the hooks sharply. You may 
occasionally mistake the tug of a 
snagged weed for a striking fish, in 
which case you'll again haul in a salad 
bowl of greenery, but that’s a chance 
you have to take. It’s either that or 
missing your fish by failure to respond 
to a real strike. Trial and error even- 
tually trains you to tell the difference. 
Just be patient enough not to start 


jerking when you make the wrong 
guess. That'll often tangle your lure 


so solidly you'll have to plow into the 
weeds to get it. Then all the fish in the 
area will be spooked. 

To determine the best lures for use in 
the weeds, you just about have to test 
each one individually. Some that look 
as if they’d snag up instantly will ac- 
tually work fairly well, either because 
their action causes the hooks to ride 
flat against the body of the lure or be- 
cause the lure body itself wards off 
weeds ahead of the hooks. I often get 
good results with lures that are not de- 
signed to be weedless. Avoid those with 
dangling treble hooks, and heavy under- 
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“Yeah. 1 know it isn’t accurate, but it’s got me thrown back three times already” 
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water lures that require fast reeling or 
twitching to bring out their action. If 
you're caught with nothing else, you 
can do fairly well with such a plug by 
removing the trailing treble hook alto- 
gether and cutting off the lower hook 
of the remaining treble on the bottom 
of the lure. In motion, the two remain- 
ing hooks will fold up against the plug. 
You'll miss some strikes, especially if 
you strike too fast, but it’s a good 
emergency rig. 

Naturally, the best lures for weeds 
are the ones designed for such use. 
Weedless spoons and spinners with a 
single wire guarding the hook are the 
cream of the crop for shedding weeds. 
Light bass bugs with single or double 
hooks riding upright in the water, or 
with wire weed guards, are excellent. 
Lures with pork rind or split-rubber 
skirts trailing over the hooks do a good 
job. 

Another weedless lure you should 
know about is the minnowlike streamer 
fly tied so that stiff feathers trail down 
past the point of the hook. It’s actually 
a combination wet fly and weedless 
streamer. You won't find this one in 
the stores, but it’s a dandy. You can 
tie it yourself or have it tied for you. 


he trick is to set the streamer feath- 

ers (four to six) so that they form 
“wings” on the bottom of the fly instead 
of on top. This way the feathers lie 
along the shank of the hook and become 
quite satisfactory weedless devices. The 
stiffer the center quill of the bottom-set 
wings the more weedless they will be. 
You can make this fly more weedproof 

at the expense of hooking quality 

by tying in additional stiff hackles to 
slant back past the hook point. 

You can work the weeds with spin- 
ning gear, too, but avoid the light lures 
that require rapid motion to bring out 
their action. Select one that will pro- 
voke a strike while it’s being coddled 
along. I have one such spinning lure I 
often use successfully in the weeds. You 
can also flip out a frog or minnow with 
either spinning or casting tackle. Rig 
them on weedless hooks—-perhaps a 
harness for frogs—and retrieve them 
with as much action as the weeds allow. 

Veteran weed fishermen have lures 
that are sentimental favorites, of 
course. Mine was a weedless, froglike 
bug I was given several years ago. It 
had two hooks riding upright on wire 
arms and a third hook set on the bot- 
tom so that it pointed down in the 
water. Not only was this arrange- 
ment as weedless as any I’ve used; it 
Was also a good hooker, something I 
can’t say about many weedless devices. 
I took special delight in tackling a 
tough weed bed with this lure. In fact 
I fished it so much I wore it out, only 
to discover I’d lost the manufacturer’s 
name and couldn’t buy another. 

You may find you have to alter your 
timing in responding to strikes when 
you're fishing weedless lures. That’s 
particularly true of lures with single 
hooks riding upright or with lures hav- 
ing combinations of hooks that are 
suarded by weedless devices. First, be 
sure those wire guards are not too stiff. 
A soft wire guard can always be bent 












[peerage FINEST FISHIN’ 
/-AND HUNTIN’...PLUS THAT 


GOLDEN 
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Everywhere you go in Florida... 
everything you do seems extra special! 
You feel good ... laugh a lot... live 
big. You're excited yet relaxed... 
floating free ina fabulous state of well- 
being like nowhere else on earth! 


And Fishing’s no exception. Florida’s 
600-plus varieties range from tackle- 
busting Gulf Stream heavyweights to 
incredibly weird museum pieces... 
all hungry...all eager to test your skill. 
Best of all, there’s fishing for everyone 
.-hundreds of miles of surf, seawalls, 
docks and bridges ...thousands of 
lakes and rivers... millions and mil- 
lions of fish! 


Florida game is plentiful, too, in 
season... good hunting in itself... 
and a wonderful excuse to come early 
...- Sharpen up your shootin’ eye ahead 
of time... in this warm, winterproof 
Florida sunshine. 


All this ad can do is give you ideas! 
For details, send coupon for new 


FREE FISHING & HUNTING BOOKLETS. 


STATE OF FLORIDA, 
1308-D COMMISSION BUILDING, TALLAHASSEE, FLA. 
Please send hunting and fishing information 


() SALT WATER 
FISHING 


() FRESH WATER 





Name | 

FISHING Address 

Jo saevsdaie of) ee State _ : 
LA CMR ES A aS RE GA | REE mea 


NOVEMBER, 1953 
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Good Catch 
.. Keep dry 
















These zephyr-weight pack- 
ables give you real sealed- 
in protection; heat-sealed 

seams can't leak— 

the garments are 100% 

waterproof. They’re 

acid, oil and stain 

resistant. 


U. S. PLASTIC 

SPORTS JACKET 
@ snap closure 
@ thigh length 

@ convenient pocket 


U. S. PLASTIC 
SPORT TROUSERS 
@ ELASTICIZED waist 


@ slash-pocket open- 
ing to reach un- 
derneath clothing 





UNITED STATES RUBBER COMPANY 


_ Rockefeller Center @ New York 


NL 


You Do Not Need 
Big Hooks But— 


you do need strong hooks — Mustad- 
Viking hooks — with quick, easy-pene- 
trating points and sturdy, tempered bends 
and shanks. Ask your dealer for these fine 
Norwegian fish hooks. He has them, or 
can get them for you either loose as 
shown, or finely snelled by the foremost 
fish hook snellers of the U. S. and Canada. 
Remember the name and number: 


MUSTAD-VIKING 


Quality No. 94840 
The hooks with Mustad hollow points 


O. MUSTAD & SON 


Manufacturers 
OSLO Established 1832 NORWAY 
New York — 320 Broadway 
Los Angeles — 354 So. Spring St. 
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PLY NYLON 
Y 
Medel) Copp 2s ‘in. test 
= - Oo Ft. 
3 PLY NYLON 
45 Ib. test 
FLIES 150 Ft. 125 Ft. 





150 Ft. .020 
Stainiess Steet 2 
Leader 86 ib. Test 
200'100r201b.T-| 150" 30 Ib. Test| 30° 200 Ib. Test 
*100r201 . : a + Test e 
175’ 35 ib. Test| 125’ 75 tb. Test| 25’ 450 tb. Test 
Above lines available in longer lengths 


Assorted |3 PLY NYLON /3 PLY NYLON 
10for$1! 85 ib. test |110 Ib. test 
100’ 100 ib. Test 











Send check or money order. We pay postage 
MAC-MILLS Dept. C-11 Pleasant Valley, N. Y. 
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| back into position if a fish twists it out 
of shape in a fight; with stiff wire, you 
| may miss the strike. If you’re missing 
| strikes otherwise, wait a split second 
| longer than usual before striking back. 
That lets the fish take the best possible 
hold of the lure and gives the hooks 
time to drop into hooking position. But 
remember that a split second is a short 
time. Wait too long and the fish will 
spit out the lure. 
Weeds are tough fishing, but don’t 
let them bluff you. There’s a special 


thrill in casting a lure into an appar- 
ently impossible spot and watching a 
fish come up to take it in a shower of 
stems and leaves. I’ve seen them burst 
out of pockets and cha:~ lures with a 
series of short leaps across the top of 
tangled water growth, much like the 
old tall tale about fish crawling out on 
the bank to take your hook. But this is 
the truth, and I think you’d have to be 
either a weed fisherman or a liar to de- 
scribe such a thrilling strike. — Ray 
Bergman. 








| No Swivels for Flies 


Question: I have some very small snap 
swivels I am considering using to connect my 
flles and leaders for trout fishing. Will the 
swivels frighten the fish?—Gary Griffith, N. J. 


Answer: I’ve never seen a snap swivel I’d 
| consider satisfactory for attaching a leader to a 
trout fly. Except for large wet flies or stream- 
ers, they’d be too bulky. I use a snap swivel 
only when it’s necessary to keep a lure from 
twisting my line. Tie your small trout flies 
| right on the leader.—R.B. 


Wonder Wing Rights 


Question: I’m anxious to tie a few Wonder 
Wing flies (Outdoor Life, April 1953) to sell. 
Does Outdoor Life have any restrictions on the 
sale or use of this new fly?—Frank Hendershot, 
Calif. 


Answer: There are no strings attached to the 
Wonder Wing, in either its name or construc- 
tion. Use it freely.—R.B. 


Gun-shy Fish? 


Question: Grandpa claims fishing in our pond 
has tapered off as a result of his grandsons 
throwing tin cans in the pond for target prac- 
tice with their rifles. Is he right?—A Sub- 
scriber, Calif. 





Answer: The shooting will only disturb the 
fish temporarily, barring direct hits, but that’s 
a poor place for target practice. Bullets will 
ricochet off water. Too, tin cans in the lake are 
unsightly.—R.B. 


Spinning Rod for Bass 


Question: I’m planning to buy a spinning 
outfit to be used exclusively for bass fishing. 
I'll use lures ranging from 1/6 to % oz. I’m 
partial to long rods, but what do you suggest?— 
Larry Puckett, Ga. 


Answer: A 6'%-foot spinning rod of medium 
action is my personal preference for bass. A 
lighter, more limber rod may prove disappoint- 
ing in setting the hooks in a big bass.—R.B. 


Preserving Minnows 
Question: Can you give me a formula for 
preserving minnows for bait?—John Lewicki, 


Til. 


Answer: First kill your minnows quickly in 
a solution of 1 part formalin to 12 parts water. 





(They won’t keep well if bruised or mutilated.) 
Transfer them from the killing solution to a 
jar containing 1 part formalin to 99 parts water 
and seal air-tight. If the solution becomes dis- 
colored, wash the minnows in water and put 
them in a fresh solution. Repeat this as needed 
until the solution remains clear. If the minnows 
get too soft, add more formalin; if they’re too 
stiff, use less formalin. The addition of 5 to 
10 percent glycerin may help maintain softness 
and keep the fins from breaking.—R.B. 


Are Steelheads Trout? 


Question: Settle a family argument for us. 
My husband says there are true steelheads in 
Michigan; my brother-in-law says that’s wrong, 
that they're another kind of trout.—Mrs. Nor- 
man Gillum, Ind. 


Answer: Ichthyologists (scientific students of 
fish) now agree that steelheads and rainbows 
are of the same species. The difference is that 
steelheads run to the sea while rainbows are 
limited to fresh-water streams. There are other 
minor differences due to water and food condi- 
tions, but as far as the angler is concerned a 
steelhead is just a sea-going rainbow. Many 
Michigan streams have rainbow trout.—R.B. 


To Make Dough Balls 


Question: Do you have a recipe for dough 
balls for use as carp bait?—George Vanden- 
burg, Mo. 


Answer: Here’s a good one: Using enough 
water to make a smooth dough, mix 14 cup flour, 
14 cup corn meal, and a pinch of salt. Cotton 
worked into the dough will give it a tougher con- 
sistency. Some also add grated cheese or ground 
beef. Then the dough is cooked for 20 minutes in 
boiling water, after which it is molded into 
baits to suit the individual.—R.B. 


Cast with Monofilament 


Question: My fishing friends and I are won- 
dering why monofilament line wouldn’t work 
with our casting rods and reels. What's your 
opinion?—Don Rogers, III. 


Answer: I’ve been using monofilament line 
for bait casting for some time. It works very 
well.—R.B. 


Worm Food Molds 


Question: The corn meal I feed earthworms 
kept for fish bait molds in the damp dirt. What's 
wrong?—Virgil Baumgardner, Ohio. 


Answer: It’s my guess that you're overfeed- 
ing them. If that’s not the case, check to see 
that the soil bed has proper drainage and avoid 
wetting it enough to “sour” the soil.—R.B. 


To Preserve a Glass Rod 


Question: How can I protect my glass fly 
rod?—Roy Rowe, Conn. 


Answer: Glass rods need little care. There's 
a varnish for glass rods on the market, but don’t 
varnish your rod for the sake of varnishing. 
Unless your original finish is bad, leave it 
alone.—R.B. 
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EVERY FISHERMAN NEEDS AGOOD 


FISHBASKET 


Finest quality, imported, 
split willow. Pigskin leath- 
er bound. STANDARD 14” 


size. Direct import price. 
$5.50 postpaid in USA. 
Send money order, or COD 
Deal inquiries welcon 


INTERNATIONAL TRADING Corp. 
814 Second Ave., Seattie, Wn. F 















WALL STUD FINDER WW 
Don’t damage your walls N 
when hanging pictures, INN 
etc. Find the stud quickly ‘ NY 


with this magnetic instru- 
ment! Easy to work; points 
out the place to drive the 
nail or hook. Handy for 
detecting nails in tires, 
too. Simple directions. 
Postpaid $1. NoCc.0.D 
EL RON 219 W. Chicago Ave., Dept. 550, Chicago 10, III. 


Bait Casting 


Frank discussions of the merits and faults of 
different types of tackle reels, lines 
and lures. Covers thoroughly the “Art of Bait 
Casting” —rigging the rod, thumbing the reel, 
making the cast, retrieving the lure, striking, 
playing and netting, the handling of leaping 
fish, casting at night and “beating a back- 
lash.” Different and new systems are recom- 
mended for handling plugs, pork, spoons, and 
live bait. The most likely angling strategies 
are outlined for shallows, weed beds, and 
deen water, for rapid and sluggish streams. 
96 pages and cover. Sent postpaid for only 
Soc, Write Dept. 1155. 


Octdsor Life, 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N. Y. 
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Sean . oe * " 
Fi > 
ishing Facts 

Contains more helpful information about baits, 
hooks, lines, leaders, and ali species of fish than any 
other book we've seen. Tells you the correct rod 
and bait for fishing for bluegills, suckers, redhorse, 
bullheads, carp, catfish, crappie, rock bass, perch, 
black bass, wail-eyed pike, silver bass, pickerel, 
muskie, brook trout, lake trout, Pacific salmon, 
Atlantic salmon, and ocean fish or. flies. 

You will find in this manual the many kinks and 
tricks which have been used by experts to land each 
of these species of fish—where to look for them, 
what bait to use, how to angle. 96 pages and cover. 
Sent postpaid for 35c. Write Dept. 1153. 


Outdoor Life, 353 Fourth Ave., New York 10, N.Y. 


New Thrills for 


Bass Fishermen! 


ice if 


bass is your hobby, 





flv-casting for 
you're sure to want 
guidebook. 
the 


tricks ol 


this new 
How to master 
various 
casting, how to han- 
dle bass bugs, hackle 
feather lures, 
flies, 


spinners and fly-rod 


and 


wet and dry 





wigglers. how to 
judge effects of water and weather. how to 
care for equipment—and a special chapter of 
helpful that 
know! 96 pages. Fully illustrated. Send only 


hints every fisherman should 


35¢ for your copy today! Address Dept. 1153. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 
353 Fourth Ave. New York 10, N. Y. 








JUMP, SNEAK, HUDDLE 


(continued from page 63) 
mid-air. The shot had about it an il- 
lusion of quiet deliberation and I waited 
modestly for Alec’s accolade. 

“You got to shoot spry,”’ he declared 
reproachfully. “I could of killed three 
or four of them birds with my paddle.” 


We sculled home in thoughtful si- 
lence. A lot of people shoot a lot of 
ducks from sneak boats and it has 


saved many a bluebird day, but by tem- 
perament and by choice I prefer to do 
my shooting from blinds. Seeing ducks 
circle the decoys, set their wings and 
scale in—-that, I submit, is one of the 
greatest thrills which gunning has to 
offer. 

On cold, stormy days when high 
winds whip open water's to whitecapped 
froth a nervousness grips the ducks. 
They are uncomfortable bouncing about 
on the waves and they fly restlessly 
back and forth above the marshes, drop- 
ping into coves and creeks where others 
of their kind are resting. These are the 
days for shooting over decoys. The 
wilder the day, the better the ducks 
come into the stools, and at such times 
it’s amazing what a variety of subter- 
fuges will bring even these vigilant 
birds within range. 

Old-time gunners invariably used 
wooden blocks painstakingly carved 
and lovingly painted in the likeness of 
a duck. You'll still see a few of these 
beautiful works of art in use on the 
marshes today, but canny New Eng- 
landers have found that one of these 
heirlooms sold to summer folKs or an- 
tique dealers will bring enough to buy 
a whole set of modern plastic or rubber 
decoys. Kapok-stuffed canvas bags are 
popular black-duck decoys, and along 
the coast cork blocks have a wide 
vogue, but the most amazing spread of 
all was that used by Eddie Atwood on 
the wide Orleans marshes on Cape Cod. 
It was Eddie’s custom on occasion to 
shoot from a barrel sunk into the tide 
flats, companioned by crabs and eels 
and odd bits of flotsam cast up by the 
tide. There, he used to scoop up stiff 
gobs of mud and fashion them roughly 
into the size and shape of ducks. The 
first time I saw them I didn’t believe it. 

“Do you mean to say blacks will 
come in to those things?” I demanded 
incredulously. 

“Always have,” Eddie said laconical- 
ly. “Let’s get down in the barrels and 
see.”’ 

We didn’t have long to wait. A north- 
east wind whipped tattered shreds of 
clouds across the dunes and out of the 


gray curtain a pair of ducks came 
skimming the marsh. They circled 


those mud decoys and dropped in like 
barnyard fowl coming to a feed trough. 


Long before noon we left the blind 
with two limit bags of ducks. 
“They work pretty good days like 


this,” Eddie said as we tramped home 
across the marsh. “Seems like when 
blacks want to decoy you just can't 


stop ‘’em.” 

Blacks are hard to call in except by 
an expert. I’ve known a few, a very 
few, who could talk them into a ren- 
dezvous, but most gunners soon give it 
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DEVELOPMENT BOARD 
Bay Street, Nassau, Bahamas 
Cable: Devboard 
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SPINNING 
PAYS OFF 


in the 


BAHAMAS 
by DON McCARTHY 





Spinning tackle, 5-lb. monofilament line 
and a small semi-surface lure, caused 
the downfall of this 15-pound barra- 
cuda caught by the auther while 
surf fishing at Gorda Cay, Bahamas. 


Bring your spinning outfit to the 
Bahamas where phenomenal catches 
are the rule among light tackle an- 
glers using this gear. 

Two of the most cautious fish in 
Bahamian waters are the wily bonefish 
and suspicious gray snapper. Yet both 
species fall easily for artificial or nat- 
ural baits fished with spinning tackle. 

A Nassau angler working the flats 
at Sandy Point, Abaco, reported land- 
ing 32 bonefish 
spinning with weighted bucktails. 

The author, first exciting each school 


in two hours while 


of snappers with a live shrimp, took 
of a creek at 90 
minutes of spinning with sinking plugs 


37 out Bimini in 
and small feather lures. 

Forty mackerel during one feeding 
period was the score for a party spin- 
ning near West End, Grand Bahama. 

Spin-fish Bahamian waters for more 
fish and greater sport. 


For detailed information write 


DON McCARTHY 
Fishing Information Bureau 


NASSAU, BAHAMAS, 


NOVEMBER, 


1953 
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Fine Fishing! 
Good Hunting! 


Just 

Minutes 
From Luxury 
Living! 


No need to rough it 
when you take advan- 
tage of the excellent 
fishing and hunting 
near world-famous 
Daytona Beach! 


Minutes from 
inlet, surf, and river fishing 
...an hour from deer, turkey, 
and quail country...you will 
find abundant hotel, motel 
accommodations — at the 
YEAR'S LOWEST RATES! 
No reservations needed. 


For free detailed information write 
to M.L. Miles, Room 502, Chamber of 
Commerce, Daytona Beach, Florida 


DAYTONA BEACH, Florida 
RECREATIONAL AREA 











with BOUSQUET’S KNOT-VISE 
















[3 Bousaver'’s Knor vise_ = =} 


It holds the lines while you easily tie 
q hook to leader, leader to leader or le: ad- 
er to line with a SMALL, ABSOLUTE- 
LY SECURE knot. When tying leaders 
or monofilament lines this vise adds 
100% security to the regular hand tied 
blood or barrel knot. It makes tying this 
knot simple and fast. Made of stainless 
steel, It will last a lifetime. Made and 
sold by a fisherman with 60 years exper- 
ience. You will use this vise on your 
bench, carry it in your pocket, or in 
your bait box. You will like it because 
it does the job a fisherman wants. Each 
$2.00. We pay postage in the U.S.A 








TSend a Bousquet’s ‘’Knot-Vise”. as 
| $2.00 enclosed. | 
| SII. cial aa ccshsckctnddatigseaaumibesginmiensesaaesatusnsie | 
| Address : 





BOUSQUET’S Pittsfield 3, Mass. 


132 OUTDOOR LIFE 


up and rely entirely upon the decoys. 

Blinds, like decoys, are products of 
| improvisation—clumps of marsh grass 
|or screens of brush. There are few of 
| the de luxe installations with benches, 
roofs, and gun rests which one sees in 
other localities. One of my favorite 
blinds is a 10-foot strip of chicken wire 
thatched with grass and set in a semi- 
| circle with poles thrust into the mud. 
| The important things are to have every- 
thing look as natural as possible and, 
| above all, to remain quiet. The tempta- 
' tion is great with a whistle of wings in 
the air to look up and follow the cir- 
cling flight, but such a course is fatal. 
| The white of an upturned face, a sud- 
| den motion in the blind, or the glint of 
| sunlight on a gun barrel will cause the 
| ducks to leave you quicker than a sum- 
| mer romance. 


f you remain completely motionless, 

ducks will often come in whether you 

are concealed or not. Only a few days 

| ago I went out to retrieve a dead duck. 

| I was standing in full view on the shore 

| when my companion called out, “Ducks 
| heading in!” 

There was no time to return to cover 
so I bent over and froze into a brown 
statue. I heard a whicker of wings, 

| punctuated by the blast of my partner’s 
gun. The black which fell landed al- 
| most at my feet. 

Ducks are easy to hit over decoys. It 
says so in all the books. Yet . some- 
how hunter's continue to miss them. One 
reason for this is the deceptiveness of 
distance over water. I've seen sky- 
busters on the Cape Cod marshes blast 
away at ducks that only a guided mis- 
sile could reach. Another factor is the 
great speed of ducks in flight. par- 
ticularly when they’re riding a 40-mile 
tail wind. I shan’t soon forget the 
blustery day on the Eastham marshes 
when four blacks whipped over the de- 
coys in single file. I swung my gun 
with the first bird, led him a good 10 
feet, and pulled. It was the third duck 
that crumpled. 

In time this judgment of distance and 
lead becqgmes mechanical. Some of the 
old-time marsh gunners have developed 
|unecanny skill. Back when the limit 

was 10 ducks, Eddie Atwood used to set 
10 shells beside him in the blind and 
| when they were gone he quit. Quite 
| often he had his limit. If you don't 
' think that’s a trick. try it someday. 
Set out four shells (the 1953 limit on 
the Atlantic flyway is four ducks) and 
when they’re gone see how many ducks 
you have. 

“T expect there’s no reason for me to 
| ever miss a duck,’”’ Eddie once told me 
_solemnly, and he wasn't bragging. He’d 
| fired so many thousands of shells at so 

many thousands of ducks that the 
whole deal had become second nature. 

One reason why you and I use up so 
much ammunition today is because of 
the incredible lead-carrying ability of 
ducks, especially big, husky birds like 
| blacks. Too many ducks today are shot 
at over-long ranges or are struck only 
by two or three scattered pellets from 
the fringe of a poorly aimed shot pat- 
tern. They drop, stunned, but too often 
pick themselves up and have to be shot 


again, or else wing away, dying, to hide 
themselves in deep brush or marsh 
grass. The crows and hawks that float 
on silent wings over every marsh indi- 
cate how many ducks are left to scav- 
engers. At the close of opening day 
last year a friend of mine in the Fish 
and Wildlife Service took his Labrador 
retriever for a walk across the Parker 
River marshes and in four square miles 
the dog recovered 13 crippled ducks. 
Besides being the wariest of all ducks, 
the black is also the hardiest. Not for 
him the soft comfort of tropic skies. 
The big, red-legged blacks which come 
down from the north stay with us 
throughout the cold New England win- 
ter. Banding operations have shown 
that the native birds migrate only a 
short distance from home. One of the 
fastest shoots in which I ever took part 
occurred on.the Orleans marshes one 
freezing December day when great 
blocks of floe ice lay in jumbled heaps 
along the beach. The bay was frozen 
halfway across and there was no place 
to set out the decoys. It seemed hope- 
less to hunt under such conditions but 
as gray daylight came on, Eddie At- 
wood and I saw streams of black ducks 
funneling down behind Sand Island. 
“They must have found open water 
there,” Eddie said. ‘‘Let’s take a look.” 


W: sneaked across the ice like a 
pair of Eskimo walrus hunters and 
came at last to a spring hole some 20 
vards across. Its surface was black 
with ducks. Others waddled across the 
ice, quacking and jostling for their turn 
at the open pool. They rose in a cloud 
as we came near, but as soon as we 
lay down behind the ice cakes others 
quickly took their places... We didn’t 
need decoys as ducks from miles around 
pitched into the spring hole. An hour 
later we were back at camp with limit 
bags of ducks. 

The black lives on aquatic plants and 
crustacea by choice and hence needs 
open water in which to dabble for its 
food. Failing this, it will still get along. 
Only last winter a Fish and Wildlife 
Service warden on Plum Island Refuge 
in Massachusetts came across a black 
duck which waddled along the frozen 
beach unable to fly. It appeared to be 
ailing, so the warden dispatched it and 
took it to the research laboratory. An 
autopsv revealed its difficulty—it had 
eaten 50 salt-water minnows after ice 
sealed off its customary food supply. 

Very early in the spring the migrant 
redlegs head north and native pairs pre- 
pare to breed in the swamps and 
marshes, often close to civilization 
where cats and dogs as well as foxes, 
skunks, crows, and owls break up the 
nests and destroy the baby ducklings. 
But despite this predation and heavy 
gunning pressure, the ranks of black 
ducks are increasing. 

Thanks to strict management, to fed- 
eral refuges, and to private agencies, i! 
seems likely that future generations 0! 
New England gunners will enjoy thei! 
heritage of black-duck hunting. And | 
hope, for years to come, Nels and I ca 
keep our frozen vigil in lonely marshe 
with whistling wings in the dawn skie: 
overhead. THE EN 
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TACKLE-BUSTERS 


(continued from page 44) 


part of the game, as is blue-haze cuss- 
ing by those who are entangled. 

When rugged waves from passing 
tugboats or speedboat fiends combine 
with drifting timbers, it’s every man 
for himself. One never is certain in 
such a situation which boats are to be- 
come entagled in the wildly heaving 
waters, until the moment of impact. 
Hanging onto a bucking dory, perhaps 
while also fighting a fish, you get a 
taste of adventure, believe me. And 
where the devil is that life preserver ? 

In one boat a cocker-spaniel dog was 
trying to help land the shad. The boat 
contained two anglers, with one or boti 
men fighting shad-—wielding nets and 
trving to keep the cocker from leaping 
into the drink. Their craft was prac- 
tically a three-ring circus. While watch- 
ing this show, with rod thrust jauntily 
through the carrying handle of his 
motor, an angler got such a terrific 
strike it snapped a 10-pound-test line. 
During my several days on the Sandy 
and Willamette I saw several six-pound 
leaders snapped by this initial strike. If 
these fish are sardines, give me more of 
their kind. 

The shad is the best fish I know of 
for breaking in a green hand on large 
fish in fast water. Handle these babies 
without skill and they’re gone. On the 
third day on the Sandy I took my wife 
along, seeing in the shad a golden op- 
portunity to teach her to handle fish 
more gently in fast water. The previous 
fall she had run some sort of a record 
by hooking nine steelheads in one day 
on the coastal Salmon river, losing all 
but one by employing too much power 
and freezing on the reel spool. 

During the day she hooked from 20 to 
30 shad—I lost count. This considerably 
astonished the lady, but I believe it 
broke her for all time from too-heavy 
handling. An angler a couple of boats 
away furnished a prime example of un- 
controlled reflexes. This man reacted to 
the strike of a shad as he might to a 
slap in the face. He heaved back on the 
rod as though setting a dull hook into 
a 50-pound catfish. One fish landed out 

f a dozen strikes was about his aver- 
age. 

I heard shad being favorably com- 
pared to steelheads in fighting quali- 
ties, which on the West Coast is praise 
indeed. I questioned a number of vet- 
eran steelheaders on this. and got vari- 
ous answers. Some gave steelheads the 
nod, while others went enthusiastically 
overboard in granting shad the greater 
fighting heart. I hesitated to offer an 
opinion, considering my limited experi- 
ence with shad, but certainly the shad's 
initial strike is more vicious than that 
ot a winter-run steelhead which out- 
weighs him two to one. The shad does 
not so instantly take to the air when 
hooked, nor reel off such long, sizzling 
runs as the steelhead. But the shad 
loes fight as long and as stubbornly, 
pound for pound. 

In makiwg comparisons here, one has 
to remember that the steelie is seldom 
as small as three to eight pounds, and 
is rarely angled for with two-ounce 


sinkers, which were a necessity on the 
Sandy and Willamette to get down to 
the bottom where the fish are. I was 
convinced the shad would give a much 
better account of himself, and jump 
higher and more often, if freed from 
the two-ounce sinker. 

Wouldn’t shad take streamer flies in 
clear, shallow water later in the sea- 
son? One angler told me he’d taken 
them on streamers in Sucker Creek, a 
tiny tributary of the Willamette, below 
the Oregon City falls. That was enough 
to send me off to Sucker Creek. I 
found the water of this creek still too 
high and murky in mid-June for flies, 
so I moved again and tried casting flies 
from the bank at what is considered 
the upstream spawning limit of the 
shad on the Sandy. Here the water is 
clear and comparatively shallow. It 
took me half a day here to hook one 
shad on a streamer fly. It took me less 
than half a minute to lose him. I have 
another fly-fishing date with these silver 
arrows later in the year when flood 
waters have lowered. The runs usually 
come in from mid-May through into 
July, but last spring, rain and cold de- 
layed shad fishing until after June 1. 

Shad do not compare in my book with 
steelheads in eating qualities. The flavor 
is excellent, but the bones are many. 
They are really choice food, however, 
when smoked or canned, and West 
Coast anglers take gunny sacks full for 
that purpose. The roe is something else 
again. Rolled in batter or crumbs, fried 
in deep, smoking grease, the roe is a 
dish for the epicure. 

How smart the shad will be on flies 
in low, clear water remains to be seen. 
No matter what the conditions, I'll be 
out on the Western rivers when the 
shad make their runs. I wouldn’t miss 
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‘em for anything. THE END 
(continued from page 23) 
immune to attacks by mosquitoes, study | 


the prevailing winds before you go into 
the bayou country. When the wind 
blows from the flat marshlands, it 
brings with it great clouds of blood- 
hungry mosquitoes. The most com- 
fortable time to fish is when the wind 
is off the sea. 

Gulf winds exert a great influence on 
fishing for reds in the more open 
waters of Texas. Onshore winds are 
the best, for they blow warm water to 
the beaches and bring the schools in 
close. Though fishing from shore is 
good at this time, it’s even better from 
boat to shore: Redfish in Texas, as 
elsewhere, show a preference for baits 
drawn slowly from shallow to deep 
water. 

Whether you catch redfish with nat- 
ural baits or artificial lures, with bait- 
casters, fly rods, or boat rods, from 
boat or shore, or in bay, bayou, or the 
shore front, they provide sport of the 
highest caliber between October and 
March. And those are the months when 
sport fishing declines in northern lati- 
tudes. Reds are the South’s*answer to 
the North’s schooling stripers.—Georyge 
Heinold. 
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A ACAGLE Claw 
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wee, = F00KS 
Cy They Hook and Hold 


Made in all popular sizes for 
fresh and salt-water fishing. 
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INSIST ON GENUINE 
Eagle Claw FISH HOOKS— 
the world’s finest 


REFUSE SUBSTITUTES 

& INFERIOR FOREIGN 
IMITATIONS. 

CARLISLE 


vom tnt Write for 1954 catalog show- 
ing all popular sizes of Eagle 
Claw fishhooks —due off the 
press November 15, 1953. 
Enclose 10c for handling. 


Made ONLY by 
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CINCINNATI 


> 1938 W. & M. CO. TRADE MARK « 


‘WRIGHT & McGILL CO. 


BOX 70-14, CAPITOL HILL STATION 
DENVER, COLORADO, U.S.A. 





AT LAST! 
A SLICK 
QUICK WAY TO 


SKIN 
FISH 


— for cooking, freezing or filleting 
Eliminate messy flying scales and re 
duce fish-cleaning time. How? By skin 
ning fish with the Townsend Fish Skinner 
Smooth or scaly, large or small, Townsend 
skins "em all. Easy to use. Precision-built. Mone) 
back guarantee. No tackle box complete without 
one. Welcome in every kitchen. Smart gift for any 
one who fishes, See your dealer. If he can’t supply, 
write for FREE FOLDER or send order to Townsend 
Engineering Co., 2433 Hubbell, Des Moines, Iowa. 






The Lure with the 
BUILT-IN FLASH! 


( ae Send tor this FREE Fisherman's Log 


SO. L&S BAIT CO., inc 


Bradley, Ill., Clearwater, Fla. 
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‘. A 
Ths ORDEAL BY FIRE 


HaP by OTIS LEE Jr., Jasper, Alabama 


A TRUE TALE, TOLD IN PICTURES 









AFTER WORKING AN HOUR,! HEARD 
A TERRIBLE ROARING INTHE, @ 


eg ret dis : 











YOU HEAR STORIES ABOUT ‘CROWN FIRES” 

IN WESTERN FORESTS, BUT THIS ONE OCCURRED 
IN ALABAMA. EROM’MY TOWER.ONE MORNING 

| SPOTTED WHAT LOOKED LIKE A SMALL BLAZE. 
DRIVING TO 17 ALONE BY L0G ROAD, 
PARKED ee BLEARING... 


AND —_ SETTING  Nipie . 


















DEN GUST OF 


Ble WANDSENT FLAMES wane” / , 
“ _ THROUGH THE TREE- ; HAG 
4 TOPS OVER MY HEAD , or” 


on AFTER THREE HOURS THE FIRE PASSED OVER 
. THE RIDGE AND ROARED DOWN THE OTHER 
SIDE. THE FOREST PATROLMAN CAME UP. 


INE wen 








Q: "HOW DID YOU LIVE THROUGH THAT ?” 
“1'M AN OLD FIRE-EATER, CHIEF! 
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| FISH COAL MINES 


(continued from page 47) 


seam, vein, or deposit of coal or other 
mineral is located. If the mineral is 
deep, a shaft will be run down. If it’s 
shallow, giant shovels, bulldozers, and 
such are used to remove the topsoil and 
get at the coal or ore. The earth is 
piled off to one side as the excavation 
progresses. Usually the flatter the land 
is, the larger the pits that remain after 
the coal has been mined. 

All strip pits aren't suitable for fish- 
ing. In some cases sulphurous residues 
remain in them. When water gathers 
in such exposed pits, it becomes too 
acid for any aquatic life, and no good 
way has yet been found to correct this 
condition. But in many cases limestone 
seams are also exposed by the strip- 
ping, and these neutralize the water. 
Strip mining is now practiced in 26 
states, and is likely to spread. 

Ray didn’t give me time tg wonder if 
my first experience with fishing the 
coal mines was a mistake. He took me 
out again the next day. We followed a 
rutted back road which ended before a 
large, gaunt brick house that had seen 
better times. The yard was full of 
kids, a woman peeling potatoes, and an 
unfriendly German shepherd dog. While 
the dog growled, the kids came running 
to us yelling for candy. 

After Ray passed around some candy 
suckers and checked in at the house, we 
started another hike into the bush. 
Hike is kind of a loose word for it. It 
was an expedition into the roughest and 
rockiest section of Harrison County. I 
usually keep in pretty good physical 
shape, but when we reached the water 
half an hour later I was soaking with 
perspiration and breathing hard. But 
I never sweated in the interest of better 
sport. 

I cast my first darter hurriedly. It 
made a couple of nasty loops around a 
small willow branch, and finally hung 
still with its tail hooks in the water. 
All my tugs and pulls to loosen it re- 
sulted only in giving the hooks a tan- 
talizing movement on the surface. I 
was on my way to free it when a bass 
had the same idea. It was small, but 
obliging enough to stay hooked until I 
reached the spot. Ray’s luck was bet- 
ter, and worse. His second cast drew a 


heavy strike from a bragging big- 
mouth, but it went free on its first 
jump. 


For 20 minutes or so a novice could 
have taken a string of bass. The only 
requirement was getting a lure in the 
water. Once I located a real old resi- 
dent, but he didn’t reach my plug fast 
enough. A brash youngster beat him to 
it. When that happened a second time, 
the jumbo lost interest and disappeared. 

After our first fast flurry, we had to 
Work harder for bass. But I was 
spoiled and tied on the rubber spider 
again. The bluegills kept hitting until 
the sun came up with enough authority 
to disperse the mosquitoes and let me 
take a nap in peace. 

The nap didn’t last long enough. Ray 
roused me and showed me a stringer of 
seven bass he said he wanted to carry 
to other lakes. He put three of them in 
















When tracking, make sure whether you’re 
trailing a doe or buck. A buck drags his 
hooves; a doe picks hers up, cleanly. This is 
especially helpful in snow. 











Don’t try to “run a buck down.” Stalk him, 
slowly ... keep him moving in a circle... 
then stop. He’ll come back. More deer are 
killed on a stand than on a tramp. 


=-SCHICK INJECTOR’S 














Be careful when hauling a deer in a canoe. 


Distribute its weight in bow; load gear in 


center so you have a balanced cargo. Care- 


less loading can cause drowning. 





On all hunting trips, take along your SCHICK 
INJECTOR Razor Kit, complete with Gold- 
Plated razor...plus 12 scalpel-sharp, “Gold 
Pack” Blades...plus handy travel case. 





HERE’S ALL YOU DO: Get a S HICK an 
JecTor Kit for the regular price, only = 
Use the 12 “Gold Pack Blades = tl e 
smoothest, cleanest, safest, fastest shaves 
, ‘va sver t d. ‘ 
ie oy pnt = the empty blade cartridge 
instruction sheet from kit se and 
SPECIAL REFUND CERTIFICATE, 
SHOWN BELOW. Mail to Eversharp- 
Schick, P. O. Box 12, Brooklyn 1, i Se 


HERE’S WHAT WE DO: We will imme- 
refund the 98¢ you paid for your 
INgEcTOR Razor Kit. Or if you 





diately 
ScHICK 





SCHICK WILL REFUND FULL PURCHASE PRICE. . 


EVERSHARP 
SCHICK INJECTOR 
RAZOR KIT 


_ YOU KEEP RAZOR KIT 


we will send you two Injector 20's 
worth $1.46. ; 

Offer! Only ScHIcK 
Blades 
same, 


wish, 
(40 blades) 
So grab this Free : 
INJECTOR gives all these advantages: 
change automatically to “lock” at ; 
precise angle — no twisting, no adjusting. 
“Fits” face — under nose, around lips. Only 
razor using new, “Gold Pack Blades. 








We will refund the 98° 
Clip this certificate 


| WOW! Ae 


—<—<— << eee eee ee 























| SPECIAL REFUND CERTIFICATE 
This certifies that | purchased a 98¢ Schick Injector Razor Kit, and have complied with the terms of this offer 
| Enclosed is the instruction sheet from my new Schick Injector Razor and the empty 12 blade cartridge from the Kit 
| Please [] Send me $1.46 worth of Schick Injector or [] Refund my 98¢ F2 
| Blades — 2 packs of 20's 
To be Filled in by Dealer 
| DEALER'S NAME ee, - ley a ieinameesialiieat as 
(Please print) 
ADDRESS. — HOME ADDRESS 
I 
I city STATE__ city STATE 
' soup | ee ll 


U This special offer limited one to a customer and is made 

only to the individuol purchaser. Coupon must be signed 
Vy purchaser and is not valid if refund is requested by 
| ony other party. To be valid, Certificate, Instruction Sheet 


| sTO BE VALID REFUND CERTIFICATE MUST BE RETURNED WITH INSTRUCTION SHEET FROM K 
eww wee ee ee es 





(Purchaser's Signature) 
and empty Cartridge must be mailed before expiration dote, 
Midnight December 31, 1953. (Remember to allow yous- 
self enough time to use the blades.) 
Mail to Eversharp, Inc., Box 12, Brooklyn 1, N.Y 
IT AND EMPTY 12 BLADE CARTRIDGE. 
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, 8 oz. bank-type, deep sea moid 
, 3, 4 oz. bank-type (shown) 
1 oz. bank freshwater more. 
. 6 oz. pyramid sinker mold. 
mid sinker mold 
be bank- type sinker mold.. 4. 
bs Ae 6.7 oz, egg shaped sinker mold 33: 
sisters have 14” anne: 2 rods included) 
+ %, 114, 2, 2%, 


+ 4, 
nkers; 8 different sizes—1/16. 
Im, %, 1 oz. pinch-on sinke 


° py ramid mold. 


2 2 . flat s 
oz, flat snaggler sinker mol 


B/% 


$3. 

on sinker mold $3. 

on sinker mold $3. 
16 


5 pine h- ‘on sinker mold 
%, 11%, 2 oz. beltype sinkers 
3 sinkers *%& oz. spin-type with 
oks 50 
(20) 12° sinkers 2a % oz. with 
3/16 hole, Net-ty $3.95 
NOTE: 18, 14, 15, 16, 
17, 18 are hinged molds 
coli, handle aqrips. 
Money-back guaran- 
tee, NO COD’s. Send 
check or P.O. Money 
Order plus 25c post- 
age to: 


STEWART 
SPECIALTY SALES 


Box 207-C (Shenandoah Sta.) 
MIAMI 45, FLORIDA 






























FISHERMAN’‘S 


“LURE-PAK”’ 


A complete assortment - 
of materials to design 

and make your own (or 

popularly known) plugs, 

spinners and various type 
lures. ‘‘Lure-Pak"’ contains 
75 complete and partially 
shaped plugs ready to lac- 
quer, plus a variety of hooks 
and accessories. Enough shaped 
spoons, unshaped blanks and 
metals for over 50 various 
spoon lures. A terrific assort- 
ment of spinner blades, wire, beads, 
swivels, bucktails, feathers, streamers, 
etc., for over 75 spinner lures. All 
necessary accessories including treble 
and single hooks, screws, screw eyes, hook 
hangers, bibs, plain and luminescent 
colored lacquers, pearl blades, glue, etc., “7% 
to fashion and make over 200 lures: price— 
$22.50. ‘‘Lure-Pak’’. Jr.:—materials as above 
for over 100 tures: price $12.00. Packed 
(with instructions) in sturdy usable box. Sent 
postpaid with money-back guarantee. See your 
dealer or send check, money-order or cash to— 











_ ATL 


RG 1, PENNA 


The SPEEDY STITCHER 


Sews quick and strong, making new or re- 
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ing togs, grain 
ggg cig to use with a 
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Price Postage prepaid $1.00. 
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/his wet musette bag. Then he took off 
his shirt, soaked it in the pond, and 
wrapped the rest in it. We followed a 
faint trail through heavy brush, stop- 
ping only long enough to alternate in 
carrying the bass and to hold the fish 
under a hillside spring for a while. 

The trip took about 15 minutes. The 
new pond was typical, narrow and curv- 
ing around the side of a hill. It hadn't 
any bass in it, Ray told me. He dis- 
covered it when fox-hunting the winter 
before, and found that it was the first 
in a chain of six which followed a strip 
contour. 


he bass were somewhat dazed by 
the rough, hot trip, but when moved 
gently back and forth under water, all 
revived quickly and disappeared. It 
looked like a successful stocking. 
Most strip-mine ponds are stocked by 





The FISHCRAFTERS | 


local conservation officers and sports- 
|men. Sometimes the fish are trans- 
ferred from one pond to another, just as 
| Ray and I had moved the bass. But 
|/more often it’s a case of lugging fish 
| long distances over mighty rugged ter- 
rain. In most states to date, conser'va- 
tign officials haven’t shown much in- 
terest in strip ponds, and stocking has 
| been haphazard. 

Bass, bluegills, and green sunfish are 
the usual varieties found in strip ponds 
right now. But other species might 
be introduced—chain pickerel, spotted 
bass, or even smallmouths. Ohio fish 
biologists plan to experiment with them, 
and perhaps with others. 

Year-round water temperatures and 
the depths and sizes of the ponds will 
be the big factors determining the 
species eligible for stocking. Ohio strip 
ponds vary from half an acre to 20 
acres. The average is about two acres. 
Depths range from three to 20 or 25 
feet. Ponds having less than 10 feet 
average depth usually give the best 
fishing. 

Even though stocking is largely un- 
scientific, strip pits produce big fish. 
Fishing contests through mining re- 
gions in the Midwest usually are domi- 
nated by strip fish. For four years first 
prizes in largemouth, smallmouth, and 
bluegill divisions of a cohtest in Steu- 
benville, Ohio, were won by fish taken 
from abandoned coal holes. It takes a 
six-pounder to be the top largemouth; 
a nine-pounder won six years ago. 

Brown trout were imported and re- 
leased in one strip pond fed by cold 
springs and now owned and managed 
by a farmer-sportsman club. Though 
there’s no evidence of reproduction, the 
brownies have grown and prospered 
and some lunkers are captured each 
season. 

One day Al] Staffan and I stopped for 
lunch at a roadside park in the hill 
country just east of Cadiz. Several 
parties were picnicking there. I drove 
the station wagon to a shaded spot and 
started digging through a pile of duffel 
for our sandwiches. Al walked to the 
brink of a steep, strip-mined hill to 
stretch his legs. 

Before I gathered up the grub he 
came running back. ‘Forget the lunch,” 
he said. ‘Hand me the field glasses. I 
think I’ve found something.” 





At the bottom of the hill a small, nar- 
row pond lay calm in the midday sun. 
Its waters were as clear as a wilder- 


ness brook. A quick look revealed 
nothing, but as Al carefully studied the 
patches of vegetation through the 
glasses, he began to find fish. 

“Sunfish,” he said. “Lots of them.” 
Then suddenly: “Bass too.’”’ He handed 
me the glasses. 

We promptly agreed the pond was 
too small for two fishermen. The tail 
side of a nickel decided in Al’s favor 
I was to stay on the hill and, by using 
the glasses, direct his casting to places 
where fish were lying. Al assembled 
his fly rod, tied on a small popping bug, 
and detoured down and around the hill 
to the water. 

While still a short distance from the 
pond’s shallow end, Al began false- 
casting. I saw a small bass lying close 
to the near shore and called out where 
it was. Al’s cast fell short, but before 
I could tell him. about it another bass 
boiled out of nowhere and inhaled the 
bug. Al set the hook and brought the 
fish in quickly. 

For a little while the water’s surface 
was ruffled, and my first find had dis- 
appeared. I could see only a small 
school of what later proved to be green 
sunfish. Al started to cast at random. 
His tifth cast did it—-another bass. 


ven before Al had extracted the 

hook, a party of picnickers arrived. 
Their car rolled to a stop behind ours 
and let out a cargo of boys who hit the 
ground running and shouting. They 
came right over to see what a man with 
field glasses was doing on the edge of 
the hill. 

‘Man fishing down there,” one of 
them shouted. ‘“‘Let’s go help him.” They 
did. 

Al tried a few more casts after the 
help arrived, but the cause was lost. He 
gave them a few small hooks and a 
supply of old fishing line and relin- 
quished the pond. 

We've often wondered how many 
people came across that pond but never 
thought of fishing it. Maybe we were 
the first, maybe not, but from the looks 
of things, there hadn’t been much ac- 
tivity around there. The hill was steep 
and formidable. Probably the water 
didn’t look attractive enough to justify 
climbing down to it with an armful of 
fishing tackle. 

How did the fish get into that road- 
side pond? No one, not even the local 
game warden, knew for sure. Maybe a 
local sportsman got a supply of small 
fish when the federal government was 
handing them out freely coincident with 
the farm-pond boom several year's ago 
That’s how many strip ponds got 
stocked initially. And since the ponds 
often occur in series, one adjoining sev- 
eral others, the fish were caught and 
passed along the line. 

We never fished that pond again, but 
word of our efforts must have spread 
On a later trip through the region we 
found a family group fishing there 
They had a long string of sunfish, bu! 
no bass. We also saw evidence that 
other fishermen had been there. A 
smooth path was worn completely 
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around the bank, and there were empty 
bait cans in the brush: 

On an early-season trip through 
southwestern Indiana several years ago, 
we had another experience we didn’t 
anticipate. Strip pits are numerous 
there, and we stopped at one near a 
road. In one shallow area we found 
bluegills darting about on a shallow 
bottom of shale and chips of coal. They 
were shy, and we had only half a dozen 
takers for the bugs and flies we tried. 
But none weighed less than half a pound, 
and one weighed more than 11 ounces. 


‘peaking of Indiana, anglers have 
he, profited from some stripping op- 
erations. Coal producers and collieries 
recently have been turning mined areas 
over to state and local conservation 
agencies, to sportsmen’s groups, and to 
municipalities. About 4,500 acres of 
water have been acquired that way. 
Twenty lakes, which together add up 
to several hundred acres, are located 
right around Linton. One has produced 
an 81'14,-pound largemouth—almost rec- 
ord size for Indiana. 

In some places strip ponds occur nat- 
urally as soon as the coal is removed. 
If the cuts go beneath existing water 
tables, ponds form rapidly. But more 
often, and especially in hilly country, 
it's necessary to close off the end of a 
cut with a power-shovel scoop or two of 
earth. Sometimes sportsmen’s clubs in 
heavily stripped areas make long-term 
agreements with the collieries, hire bull- 
dozers to seal off ponds, and thereby 
create new fishing water at little ex- 
pense. 

Strip mining has left ugly scars on 
vast areas, and sportsmen often have 
found it hard to justify that type of 
operation. But the mining companies, 
in many instances, have recognized the 
sportsman’s apprehension and have 
made improvements. Groups like the 
Ohio Reclamation Association, a fed- 
eration of stripping companies, have 
been active in reforestation and similar 
woodland rehabilitation. They’ve hired 
biologists and foresters to advise them 
on the best possible methods of resto- 
ration. Their work already has made a 
difference in the looks of many land- 
scapes as well as in sportsmen’s opin- 
ions. 

Some stripped. areas have become 
wildlife paradises. Resthaven, acquired 
and managed by the Ohio Department 
of Natural Resources in northwestern 
Ohio, is one. 

You have to drive through Resthaven 
to credit what vou hear about its vast 
pheasant population. You have to ease 
yourself across the artificial marshes to 
see how many ducks nest there. And 
you have to wade and cast the countless 
slender fingers of water in springtime 
to realize the astounding number of 
ush that live there. 

Delmar Handley, who managed the 
preserve as a state public fishing and 
hunting area, introduced me to Rest- 
haven one cool May evening when }x 
drove me to the edge of Big Dike Pond. 
He stopped on the brow of a small levee 
and pointed to the almost imperceptible 
movements of a giant bass fanning out 


a nest. Then he showed me others 


along the main channel. We saw bass 
everywhere as we walked back along 
some of the narrow fingers from which 
rich deposits of marl had been re- 
moved. 

Next morning I was right in there 
with waders and a casting outfit. I've 


never caught bass so fast before. It | 


made no difference what baits I used, 
or how sloppily I cast them. A four- 
pounder hit a backlash that landed 
eight feet away, and a smaller one hit a 
plug that another had thrown free on 
a jump. While I was standing in the 
middle of one cut of water about 12 
feet wide, five bigmouths hit five con- 
secutive casts. 

In other ponds and channels, Handley 
and I found bluegills, crappies, and 
carp. One of my most memorable ex- 
periences fishing these waters came the 
evening a five-pound carp took a small 
crappie streamer and headed for a 
distant marsh. I followed in water 
chest-deep for 50 feet or so. I gave line 
slowly, but finally just hung on. Twice 
Delmar chased the fish from thick beds 
of smartweed, and I think that decided 
the contest in my favor. 

The fishing available at Resthaven 
isn't a private affair by any means. 
Stories of the fishing it offers have 
spread wide, and the number of anglers 
enjoying it has grown large. Official 
state creel censuses show that one man 
took 75 bass one day. Another caught 
40. A party of three checked in with 
45. These catches were legal, of course, 
under Ohio’s liberalized fishing regula- 
tions. 

For several years this fishing con- 
tinued—and then nothing. Big Dike 
Pond, one of the principal Resthaven 
impoundments, had to be drained for 
repairs and dredging. A winter kill in 
other large ponds almost completed the 
destruction. But now, almost two years 
later, prospects are good again for the 
vast flooded area that once was a wet 
prairie with six feet of marl beneath. 


Several Nundred large bass were 
saved from the draining, and these 


were released there again. Bass have 
been stocked in other ponds too. As 
many carp as possible were disposed 
of with rotenone, and red-eared sunfish 
were liberated in their stead. Perhaps 
northern pike will be introduced into 
these waters, too. 

Ohio conservation officials have com- 
pleted an agreement with a large strip- 
ping operator to manage fishing and 
hunting on a 4,000-acre section at the 
other end of the state. No one knows 
how much water that includes, or how 
many fish may be in it. Fishermen will 
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have a happy time discovering that 
later. THE END 
Cast Under Moored Boats| 


Nove pass by a half-sunken boat— 
Lt or even a floating and moored one 

while you are fishing, without cast- | 
ing your lure or baited hook as close as 
possible to it. A boat that has been in | 
the water for several days makes an | 
almost irresistible hiding place for good | 
fish. If your approach is cautious} 
enough, you are practically sure to get 
a good strike—Edwin P. Hicks. | 








Just put two drops of Murine 

in each eye—and your tired 

eyes seem cleansed and refreshed. 
Murine’s seven tested ingre- 
dients bathe the delicate tissues 
of your eyes gently as a tear. 
Murine makes your eyes 
feel good. 


MURINE, 


for your eyes — 
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BUILD 


pier for a small powerboat is al- 

ways a convenience, and with 

some of the larger, beamier craft 

it may be a necessity. If you have a 

waterside site, or can rent one, there's 

no reason why you shouldn’t undertake 
to build a pier. 

You may make it just big enough for 
your own craft. Or you may build it 
fairly large--perhaps in a T-shape 
and rent out space. Or, finally, you may 
get together with other boatmen and 
build a large pier as a co-operative 
project. 

Planning and forethought can save 
you trouble. How much pier do you 
need? How much can you spend? It’s 
rather easy to get in pretty deep on a 
project like this. But there’s such 
a wide range of construction methods 
a man should be able to find one that 
suits both his purpose and his budget. 

Construction and cost —can be 
spread out over a period of time. The 
important thing is to get a sound under- 
structure, then add iiooring and retine- 
ments at your leisure. 

There are some pnysical factors that 
affect planning: exposure to wind and 
weather; water depch; nature and con- 
tour of bottom; tides or water-level 
fluctuations; possibility of ice damage 
in winter. All have a bearing on the 
type of construction you should under- 
take. 


4 pew is also the question of ma- 
terial; you can build with woods 
bought locally or with specially de- 
signed prefabricated parts. 

Start out by checking on other piers 
already built in your neighborhood. 
Quite often there is a type best suited to 
local conditions. For instance, in some 
places the bottom is ideal for the driv- 
ing of piles, while in others it is so 
hard or rocky that a stone-filled cradle 
should be used to support the bridge 
deck. The cradles are sometimes fav- 
ored because ice tends to pull up piles. 

Sometimes the water just offshore is 
so deep that neither piles nor cradle 
can be used; then a floating dock is the 
only solution. But don’t build one just 
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YOURSELF A PIER 


because everyone else near you uses 
floats; perhaps no one has even tried 
to build a permanent fixed pier. 

The sketches give you a graphic idea 
of each kind of construction. 

Driven piles. Where the bottom is 
suitable, hand-driven light piles or poles 
make a satisfactory supporting struc- 
ture for a pier. However, ice is pretty 
sure to lift light piles. And in salt 
water, marine borers may eat them out 
in a year or So. 

I’ve built many a satisfactory pier by 
driving a series of light poles in pairs— 
2 ft. between poles and 6 ft. between 
pairs. Then I connect the two rows of 
poles with 2 x 4-in. crosspieces and 
apply the decking. 

For a larger pier, or one that will 
carry considerable traffic, you'll nat- 
urally use heiv.er piles (driving them 
deeper) and heavier crosspieces, rein- 
forcing the latter with diagonal braces. 


Then lay your long stringers and cross 
decking to approximate the construc- 
tion shown in the sketch. 

Piles 4 in. in diameter (say, 6 in. at 
the butt) are not too heavy to handle 
and will be adequate for any dock that 
can be built by hand. That’s particu- 
larly true if you use a hardwood like 
white oak, hickory, or locust. Of the 
softwoods, cedar is excellent—far bet- 
ter than pine. 


f you have money to spend, and want 

a long-lived pier, use creosoted piles 
—the pressure-treated type. In fact, if 
you build in salt water they may be the 
only kind worth spending money on, 
since marine borers will ruin untreated 
wood. 

However, creosoted piles, being in- 
tended for heavy construction, are gen- 
erally cumbersome, and you'll need the 
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services of a commercial pile-driving 
company. The latter will supply the 
piles and do the driving, giving you a 
choice of the woods used locally. 

Typical costs range from $1.40 per 
running foot for the best creosoted piles 
down to 40 cents for good pine, plus the 
driving cost, which will run around 
$10 per pile. “hese are average costs 
and may var. with locality; in any 
event judge your pile-driving company 
by its reputation as well as by the esti- 
mate it submits. 

Getting back to the simpler sort of 
pier: Six-inch poles (or secondhand 
timbers) are about as heavy as one 
can maul down into the ordinary bot- 
tom. Quite often it’s better to cut their 
lower ends chisel fashion (see sketch), 
rather than  pencil-pointed, so they 
won’t be stopped by small stones. 

To make a good driving platform, 
bring two skiffs side by side—about 1 
ft. apart-—and secure them in that po- 
sition with two crosswise planks, leav- 
ing a sort of well between the planks. 
You can maneuver the pile into position 
in this well, then have someone hold it 
upright while you maul it down into the 
bottom. Stand on a wooden box, if 
necessary, to get in the first blows. 

When I work this way, I like to set 
four light anchors well out from the 
skiffs; they keep the whole rig  sta- 
tionary and insure accurate placement 
of the piles. 

Usually the best procedure is to set 
the farthest pair of piles first, then come 
in and drive the pair at the water’s 
edge. After that you can hang two 
ropes between the pairs to guide you 
in placing the rest of the piles. 

Getting them down is largely a mat- 
ter of muscle. The man who holds the 
pile upright can spell you in the maul- 
ing. The main thing is to keep pound- 
ing once you've started: if you stop to 
rest for any length of time the pile will 
“set” in the mud and refuse to go 
down any farther. 

You can also build from the shore 
outward. Drive the first and second 
sets of piles, beginning at the water’s 





edge. Then put on their crosspieces 
and stringers, having the latter project 
about 6 ft. Now lay planks across the 
ends of the stringers to serve as a driv- 
ing platform and maul down your next 
set of piles. Extend the stringers and 
continue in this fashion. Such a method 
keeps you high enough above water to 
work with some ease. 

It’s a good idea to let the pile ends 
extend well above the pier floor; a 
high-sided boat—such as an outboard 
cruiser—will ride better against them. | 
Remove the bark from the piles above 
water, leave it on below. Protect the 
tops of the piles with caps of some sort 
—metal or even roofing paper. Nail 
old fire hose to the piles so boats won’t 
chafe against them. 

Most boatmen will want a couple of 
tie-up piles driven off to one side of 
the pier or off its end. With them you 
can leave the boat on two lines so that 
it won’t bump the dock. | 

Slightly heavier piles can be jiggled 
or churned into place. For this you'll 
need four men, a short length of strong 
chain, and a long, slender, but tough 
pole. Sharpen the piles pencil style. 
The chain should fit rather snugly 
around the pile, with just enough slack 
to permit you to insert the pole be- 
tween chain and pile. When you bring 
the pole to a horizontal position it will 
tighten the chain and let you twirl the 
log as you pull back and forth on the 
pole. 

Now one man holds the pile in posi- 
tion, two grab hold of it, suspend their 
weight on it, and bounce up and down. 
As they do that, you jiggle the pile. 
Shift the chain upward as necessary, 
but here again don’t suspend operations 
more than momentarily until you've 
driven the pile as deep as you want it. 

Heavy piles can effectively be jetted | 
into place, especially if this method is 
combined with mauling or jiggling. Jet- 
ting consists of squirting water under 
pressure into the mud at the base of 
the pile and washing it away so that the 
pile sinks gradually into the hole. At- 
tach your hose to a faucet ashore or to 
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NEW 


unmatched 
versatility 


NeW 


twist - grip 
throttle 


NEW 


performance 
peaks at any 
speed 
choose 


NEW 


you 


separate automotive 
type choke for light- 
ning-quick starts 


cushioned __ steering 
handle for vibration- 
less comfort 


smoother power at 
any speed, trolling or 
full throttle 





styling by Brooks 
Stevens 





NEW 
BO'SUN 


NA accessories® 


Bo’sun remote control 
system for gear shift 
and throttle control in 
this smartly styled 
unit. Can be attached 
or removed from the 
motor in seconds. 


Bo’sun fuel system in- 
cluding — fuel pump 
attaches to the Buc- 
caneer 12 in less than 
a minute. Safe, simple 
and dependable, it’s a 
6 gallon fuel tank. 


GALE PRODUCTS 


Galesburg, Illinois 
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power ratings certified by the 
ing Club of America at 4000 r.p.m. 
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NSULATED 
INSULATE HER ALLS ° 
wea ‘ CONSTANT 
COMFORT 

NEW TYPE INSUL- 


ATED GARMENT 
TAKES THE COLD 
OUT OF WINTER 
WEATHER ... keeps 
you as warm in an 
icy duck blind as 
you'd be at home. 
WEATHER-ALLS give 
you complete free- 
dom of action, too 
... for the two-piece 
suit weighs only 39 
ounces. Wear ‘em 
under any kind of 
lightweight outer 
garments .. . you'll 
be comfortable even 
in sub-zero temperoa- 
tures. Matching caps, 
hoods, gloves and 
socks also available. 
Performance guvar- 
anteed. Good for 
utility use also. 


‘“e For FREE literature, 
N 3 write Dept. O. L. 
Insulated Clothing Mfg. Co.,Inc. 
6, 


611 Third Ave., New York N. Y. 
(bet. 39th & 40th Sts.) MU 3-8091 














ORIGINAL FIBRE GLASS 


Best For Leak-Proofing All Boats — 
Even “Clinker Builts“’! 


leak-proof hulls (above-and-below-waterline), decks, 
cabins, standing tops, centerboard trunks, brightwork. 
GUARANTEE: BEST quality Fibre Glass Boat Cloth, in 
weight, thickness, and improved CHROME PROCESS 
treatment. EXCLUSIVE! BOAT-ARMOR Plastic Resins. 
Especially blended for needed flexibility, impact resist- 
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BOAT-ARMOR KITS, complete and generous measure; 
provide reinforcement for garboard, keel, stem, chine. 
Ample BOAT-ARMOR Resin supplied in attractive colors 
or clear. BOAT-ARMOR QUALITY KITS cost no more for 
a complete job! COMPLETE, DETAILED INSTRUCTIONS. 
Learn how to use this 


BIG, SPECIAL OFFER! ‘s0's7c2""n" 


ft. BOAT-ARMOR CLOTH (use for 

, patching), corresponding amount 

r fi, of Resin, INSTRUCTIONS. ALL 

("FOR $5.00! immediate shipment. 

> ~ Send check or money order. 
~P Write fo# FREE BROCHURE! 





Dept. O-2, 333 West Elizabeth Ave., Linden, N. J. 





@ Erich Swenson designed 
hulls give faster rides with 
outboard motor ... better 
handling with either motor 
or oars. Aluma Craft boats 
can never rust, rot or dry 
out and leak. Light, strong 
and sturdy, they never need 
expensive upkeep... scrap- 
ing, caulking or painting. 
Write Dept. 1 for catalog 
showing new models. 


ALUMA CRAFT BOAT CO. 


Minneapolis, Minnesota 


THE PLEASURE 


None ~ 


OF THE CARE ¢ 









BOAT KITS oe ft. model pictured 
Models from 39.25 complete aa 


e Assembie your own 
boat , 
e Noexperience necessary \ 
e Save 12 to 24 ‘**factory 
built’’ prices 
e Prices inctude 
and paint Hardware & 
Free Catalog of all models complete accessories 


Divisi EMONT AVE. SO 
LUGER INDUSTRI ES MINNEAPOLIS 8, MINN 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 





a force pump in one of the skiffs. Con- 
nect a long pipe to its end, then tie the 
pipe up and down the pile, so that its 
outlet is near the pointed bottom. Now 
jet out the mud, meanwhile forcing the 
pile down from above by mauling or 
jiggling. When the job is finished, re- 
move the pipe and move on to the next 
pile to be driven. 

Rock-filled cribs. Crib bases for piers 


| are often used where the bottom is too 


| power of ice is a problem. 


| bottom 


hard to take piles, or when the lifting 
The first 
step in building them is to determine 
formation, for that will affect 
the length of the corner posts (see 
sketch). Obviously, the crib itself must 
stand erect and level if it is properly 
to bear the deck of the pier. 

As you make your soundings, drive a 
pole or pipe to mark the location of 
each crib. 

If you use the square type of crib 
shown in the drawing, build it on land. 
Construct as many units as you'll need, 
then float each out to its location and 


gradually load it with rocks. As it 
slowly sinks, position it and finally 
anchor it on the bottom with more 
stones. Place the cribs about 12 ft. 


apart in the water, then connect them 
with long stringers. Next lay your 
decking and do any finishing work. 
The ice that often makes cribs neces- 
sary is sometimes utilized in setting 
them in water. Accurate soundings are 
taken in the fall, before ice forms, and 
a sketch of the pier made, its dimen- 


| sions indicated exactly. Then, when the 


| the pier will be. 


ice is strong enough to bear consider- 
able weight, a long, continuous crib of 
logs is built out onto it, in the position 
Rocks are then hauled 
out and dumped into it, and when the 


| ice goes out the crib sinks into place. 
| The superstructure can then be com- 
| pleted and the decking laid. 


| building 


There’s still another method of pier 
the use of ballasted legs. A 


friend of mine built a long form, poured 


concrete into it to form a slab, then 
embedded upright cedar logs in it about 
6 ft. apart, their upright ends held 
temporarily in position with cross- 
pieces. In all, he made six units like 
this. Then he floated them out into po- 


sition on a scow, one at a time, put 
ropes on them, and levered them over- 
board. The ropes enabled him to sling 


each slab into position. Then he 
trimmed the log tops even, fastened 
them together with permanent cross- 
pieces, and bolted long stringers to 
them. Finally he put on light decking. 

In the fall he takes his pier apart and 
hauls it out of the water, slabs and 
all, and sets it up again in the sprin. 

Floats. Where there is a great rise 
and fall of tides, or where a river is 
subject to extreme high and low 
stages, a float of some sort is often 
more satisfactory than a fixed dock. 

Two common types of homemade 
floats are shown in the sketch. With a 
timber float, it’s merely a matter of 
providing enough logs or heavy second- 
hand timbers to provide ample flotation 
for your purposes. The same thing of 
course holds true if you use watercgni 
oil drums. Very long layouts are best 
built as units 10 or 15 ft. square, 
chained together. 

Drums for the usual float are se- 
cured side by side. But if you are mak- 
ing a long, narrow float—say one to 
support a wall of a drive-in boathouse 

you can lay the drums end to end if 
you keep the superstructure light. In 
deciding how many to use, figure on 
each drum supporting 300 lb. of load. 
It will support more, of course, but if 
one of the drums in a unit leaks and 
loses buoyancy, it’s better to have a 
safety margin. 

Commercial frames. Factory-pro- 
duced pier units are designed to save 
you as much trouble as possible in con- 
struction work, and their cost is rea- 
sonable. The sketch shows only the 
most commonly used types; there are a 
large number available. Legs are ad- 
justable to suit bottom contour, and 
footings are made for either soft or 
hard bottoms. Since commercial pier 
units are designed for quick, easy han- 
dling, you can take up your pier at the 
end of the season if you like. 

The pier components may be pur- 
chased separately (usually in knock- 
down form) or you can buy everything 
you need for your project, including 
decking.—J. A. Emmett. 





THE ARGENTINE WAY 


(continued from page 49) 


accent tinged with a trace of Spanish, 
“as I have warned you, it is not pos- 
sible to shoot the Argentine ducks in 
the North American way, no more than 
you can shoot the North American 
ducks in the Argentine way.” 

We turned to face Guillermo Leloir, 
| Whose family owned the estancia, or 
| ranch, where Mat and I had been in- 
| vited to shoot. Beside him, a broad 
smile on his round face, stood Jorge 
Luro, Sefior Leloir’s friend and the 
| pilot who had just flown us in from 
Buenos Aires. Both men wore I-told- 
you-so smiles. This was back in the 
prewar days, and they had been help- 
ing me in my negotiations with the Ar- 
| gentine government concerning a flock 
| of scout-bombers. Senor Leloir had 


given me some sage counsel. Now he 
gave me some more. 

“We Latins,” he said, ‘admire the 
initiative and enterprise of you North 
Americans, but as for your duck hunt- 
ing He shrugged his expressive 
shoulders and walked away. 

I glared at Mat as though it were 
all his fault. An old schoolmate, he 
was connected with the American Em- 
bassy at B.A. Dropping in on him one 
morning, I’d caught him sitting behind 
his desk with his duck gun in one hand 
and a trip string in the other, prac- 
ticing his swing on a miniature duck as 
it soared across the room. Of course, 
that set-up could lead but to one thing, 
the present duck shoot and the ac- 
companying warning from Sefor Leloir. 

‘“‘No one shoots the ducks in Argen- 
tina,’’ he had assured us. “So the 
pampas near one of our estancias fai!- 
ly swarms with them. There you find 
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many little lakes and ponds, each with 
vast numbers of birds on it. But, my 
friends,” he concluded, “these you can- 
not shoot in the North American way.” 

Of course we two experienced wild- 
fowlers had ignored the warning. That’s 
why we were standing there in the hot 
sun, complete with hip boots, heavy 
canvas coats, pants, and the other para- 
phernalia of the northern gunner. And 
our friends had the laugh on us. 

Guillermo Leloir was a dapper young 
Argentine, dark and distinguished in 
the native gaucho costume he affected 
on his estancia. His smartly tailored, 
single-breasted jacket buttoned down 
the front, and his full-cut trousers were 
tucked into the tops of short leather 
boots, not with the careless abandon of 
a North American cowboy but with the 
smart dash of a boulevardier. A flat- 
topped, stiff-brimmed black gaucho hat 
sat jauntily on his head, secured by a 
loose thong tied under his chin. In this 
distinctive costume our young friend 
looked to be exactly what he was, an 
Argentine aristocrat. 


low in a loose business suit and a 
beret. One of Argentina’s pioneer 
sportsman-pilots, he had been the first 
to fly over the treacherous Andes Moun- 
tains. He had also raced automobiles 
in such classics as the Milan Grand 
Prix. Now, as he measured us in our 
strange regalia, he too smiled and 
shrugged his eloquent shoulders. Luro 
spoke no English, but he didn’t need to 
with shoulders like those. 

Sefior Leloir, waving toward the 
grove of Lombardy poplars bordering 
the formal gardens at the ranch house, 
suggested we return there for lunch. 
“After the lunch,” he said, “we will 
take our siesta, in the Argentine way. 
and then we will hunt the ducks—also 
in the Argentine way.” 

Lunch was an adventure in itself. 
We four sat around a long, carved, 
antique table in a room adorned with 


J orge Luro was a big, round-faced fel- 


hunting trophies and Indian curios. 
Course after course was served us. 
When. after a while, half a _ broiled 


chicken was placed before me, I nat- 
urally supposed the main course had 
arrived. However, this turned out to 
be just another appetizer, topping off 
the asado for which Argentina is fa- 
mous. For this they spread-eagle a 
dressed sheep on a long spit driven 
slantwise into the ground and barbecue 
it before a hot fire. 

“ven after that it was a long time 
before we finally came to the main dish 

thick fillets of Argentine beef. During 
dinner Senior Leloir entertained us with 
Vivid tales of the Argentine pampas, a 
subject as romantic to him as our West 
is to us. ; 

“Our gaucho,” he remarked, pushing 
back his chair, “is like your cowboy— 
a wild, romantic fellow. You see, I’ve 
seen a great many of your movies. But 
unlike your cowboy, who appears to be 
@ devil-may-care sort, our gaucho has 
long been a melancholy wanderer, often 


fugitive from the military press gang 
or the sheriff. So he took to the wide- 
open spaces. 

“A gaucho 


despises firearms,” he 





@ RUSTPROOF PAINTED. 


@ REQUIRES NO SHOCK ABSORBERS. 











You Cant beat thi tor @ BOATMAN'S XMAS 


Give him the sleek, smooth riding 


@ ALL STEEL, VERY STURDY WELDED CONSTRUCTION. 
@ SPRING TENSION EASILY ADJUSTED TO WEIGHT OF BOAT. 


@ NEEDS NO TORSION BAR TO PREVENT SWAY. 









Sag Cul 
BOAT TRAILER 


It’s. the best!— and, it's the 
FIRST boat trailer available in a 


Do-It-Yourself KIT 


Give him the excitement of 
assembling it himself. Every part, 
including nuts, bolts, etc. is includ- 
; ed; also drawing instructions and 
Unconditional Guarantee of Satisfaction. 


$3500 


West of Denver $90. 


FED. TAX INCLUDED 


Send us his 
name and ad- 
dress. We'll 
pay all trans- 
portation, and 
see that he gets it by Christmas. 


GRAY GULL TRAILERS, 314 S. Pearl Street, GREEN BAY, WIS. 
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INBOARD CABIN CRUISERS 


















S 44 PAGES. shows construction 
details. Incl everything to build 
your own—hardwore, engines, 
conversions, paint & color chart. 
Also Fibergias covering for ail 
Kit Boots, Cabin Roofs and Decks 

SEND 35¢ COIN TODAY 
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NOBUCKLE HOLD DOWN STRAPS | 
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LATCH SETS 
SPRING TENSION 
HOLOS 
TENSION 


BOAT OWNERS ®@ SPORTSMEN @ TOURISTS 
Sate, fast, easy to operate. No loose strap ends—cannot 
work loose. May be used with any car top carrier or 
light trailer. Adjusts to 94” length. See your dealer or 
order direct. $6.95 per set of two straps postpaid any- 
where in continental U.S.A. 
ealer Inquiries Invited 
NOBUCKLE SPECIALTIES INC. 

P.O. Box 5763, Winchester & Concord Sts., Memphis, Tenn. 








PLYWOOD BOAT KITS 


2FT $9700 


(Freight Included) 






Build this 12 or 14-ft. 
sport runabout from ready- 
cut parts. Kits include all hard- 

ware, ete., to complete the boat shown. 
free folders of all models as low as $32.00, 


AFT MARINE WOODCRAFT 


Send for 





14FT $12900] | 





T 
Dept. V, 636 39th Ave., N.E., Minneapolis 21, Minn. 











RUBBER BOATS 
The true 2 man size with oarlocks $69.50, 3-4 man 
size $69.75. 5-6 mam size $64.95. Collapsible alumi- 
num oars $4.95 pair. Hand pumps $3.95. Preservative 


rubber boat paint, Marsh Green $7.45 gallon, Orange 
$7.95. ‘‘Dope’’ for sealing porous leaky boats $9.95 
gallon. Complete repair kits $1.50. Bailing Buckets 
95c. Pamphlet on ‘‘Care and Repair’’ Rubber Boats 
10c. Send _1/3 deposit. Shipped C. O. D. for balance 
Express. Everything guaranteed satisfactory. 

KARL ORT. Dept. B. York, Pa. 
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famous 

MODEL FD Hunters’ favorite. Very shallow draft, 
goes anywhere, in shoal water, shallow blinds. Roomy, 
rugged, light weight. Easy to handle. Cam- 
ouflaged green all over. Wood seats & 
gunwales. Low cost. Upkeep nil. 


icture catalog 


FREE 
T MFG 2003 E. 14th St., Little Rock, Ark 








f TEE-NEE uu. 


THE ORIGINAL 
BOAT TRAILER 
Mien 





THERE IS A PERFECTION of design and con- 
struction that equips the original Tee-Nee to give 
you greater enjoyment and service. Tee-Nee is the 
first name in boat trailers. It pioneered the field, and 












WILL GIVE YOU MORE ENJOYMENT, MORE SERVICE 


WRITE FOR FREE LITERATURE - 


The TEE-NEE TRAILER CO. vounesrows, ‘onio 





has continued to build the finest, specializing exclu- 
sively in this class of balanced wheel goods. Be sure 
to see what a difference this specialization can make 
before you buy. At leading marine equipment 
dealers everywhere. 


DEPT. NO. L 





215 E. INDIANOLA AVENUE 
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SLEEPING BAG 


BARGAINS 






SAVE. 
up ro 25% 


on ALASKA SLEEPING BAGS 


Alaska Sleeping Bag to fit every need, 





There is an 


weather condition and pocketbook. First choice of 
sportsmen and outdoorsmen for over 48 years, Lowest 
factory prices Write for ote catalog describing 
Down We Kapok filled le eping eae air mat- 
tresses wn insulated) garmen suaranteed to 
satisfy sans from $9.98 to $103. os. 


WRITE FOR FREE CATALOG 


PAlaska SI Sleeping “Bag sco. 
i 309 S.W. 3rd Ave., Portland 4, Ore. 
i RUSH FREE “Sleeping Bag 
| Bargain” Catalog to: 
















| Name 
Address 
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sonnnlaoely: NEW 


SEAMAID presents a revo- 
lutionary improvement in metal 
boat design . . no ugly seams. . 
less resistance, smoother per- 
formance .. reduced maintenance. 
Six new, economical models . . 
12, 14 ft. For folder, 
Write Dept. 211 


NO-OTHER 
BOAT 
LIKE IT! 








— - “ - 
SEAMAID MEG. co aa 


Kendallville, 


Indiana ° 





2 RE ae REI ce 00 
Models for speed or all around boating fun. 


Free literature. Dept. y| 
Wagemaker Compeny Grand Rapids, Mich. 
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OF a Sy, 12 FOOT BOAT KIT 
Sak £65 on? $59 90 
F.0.8. DEFIANCE, OHIO 


The season's yee boat kit buy! Pre-assembled 
frames, all parts cut to size and shape for 
speedy assembly. Write today for FREE brochure. 


PENNEY WOODCRAFT INDUSTRIES 
208 Perry St., Dept. O11 Defiance, Ohio 


Carrying Boats Safely from Coast to Coast 


+ Miller Boat Trailers 


with Knee Action 
4 Capacities 








ae ® 300 Ibs. 
wa \\) © 500 Ibs. 
~~ © 750 Ibs. 

3 * 1,000 Ibs. 


America’s safest, fastest and most com- 
plete boat trailer. Sold on 10 day trial with 
money back guarantee. Shipped anywhere. 
Write for literature, prices, dealer’s name. 


Introducing MILLER TRAILER KITS 


We furnish genuine Miller parts, except pipe for 
the tongue which you can easily obtain locally. 
Assemble it in an hour. Save the difference. 
500 Ib. capacity. 


MILLER COACH CO. 
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| length of braided rawhide. 
| bolas by its center, 
balls in an arc overhead. 


said. ‘‘His knife and his bolas are to 
him both weapons and implements of 
chase.’’ Stepping to the wall behind 
him, he lifted off an old bolas. It con- 
sisted of three round stones, each 
covered with woven rawhide shrunk 
tight, and each suspended separately 
from the common center bv a short 
Holding the 
our host swung the 


“In pursuit of an ostrich, for ex- 
ample,’”’ he continued, ‘‘the gaucho rides 
at full speed behind the fleeing bird, 
twirling the bolas before he throws. 
The bolas, if well aimed, sails through 
the air and wraps around the legs of 
the bird, bringing it to earth. And it 
makes a wicked instrument with which 
to club a man to death.” 


“What,” Mat inquired, ‘does the 
gaucho live on?” 
“Meat and maté,” Leloir replied. 


‘“‘Meat such as you have just eaten, pre- 
pared in the form of the asado, and 
yerba maté such as you may now 
sample.” 

A waiter had brought in a silver tray 
and set it in front of Sefior Leloir. On 
it a silver teapot steamed over a spirit 
lamp, and a polished gourd, open at the 
top and decorated with heavy silver 
mountings sat upright in a_ stand 
formed of silver leaves opening upward. 

“Maté,” Sefior Leloir instructed, 
pointing to the gourd. A long silver 
tube, something like a soda straw with 
strainer holes in its lower end, stood 
upright in the gourd. That was a bom- 
billa, Leloir explained. Then he spooned 
what looked like tea leaves into the 
gourd. “Yerba,” he explained. “A 
bitter evergreen tea. Sometimes it is 
sold in your country as Paraguay tea.” 

Our host slowly filled the gourd with 
steaming water from the silver kettle 
and let the brew steep awhile. Then he 
took a sip of the liquid through the 
bombilla and passed it to me. Sure 
enough, it tasted just like the Paraguay 
tea mother used to push on us kids with 
the sulphur and molasses. 


eloir stepped to a glass-fronted cabi- 

net at the end of the room. He 

drew out an English shotgun and passed 
it around to be admired. 

“Relatively few Argentines are bird 
shooters,” he remarked. ‘“‘My father, 
who was educated in France, passed the 
sport on to me. I enjoyed the Scottish 
shooting while I studied at Oxford, and 
I’ve shot quail in Carolina, grouse and 
woodcock in New England and New 
Brunswick. .. .”’ 

Mat’s eyes began to sparkle. 
no ducks?’ he demanded. 

Leloir grinned. “In Argentina, no,” 
he replied. ‘In America, yes. I hunted 
at Currituck in North Carolina, in IIli- 
nois, and especially for the mallard at 
Stuttgart, Arkansas.” 

“Why not here in Argentina?” 
insisted. 

“In Argentina,” Leloir replied, “I 
prefer other sports. For example the 
perdiz, our South American quail, af- 
fords good shooting, though he is a 
runner and does not lie well like your 
bobwhite. But I am really more of a 
fisherman. Fishing for the dorada on 


“What, 


Mat 


the River Parana is something which 
only your tarpon fishing can approach.” 


Leloir rose and moved toward the 
door. “Let us now take our siesta,” he 
said. “After that we will have our 


duck shoot.” 

We were aroused from our nap by 
the roar of an engine exhaust under our 
window. It was Luro in an ancient 12- 
cylinder touring car with a right-hand 
drive. The top had been removed. 
Luro raced the motor with its cut-out 
open, and the roar brought Sefior Leloir 
from his room with two beautiful 
Purdey guns in his arms. Mat and I 
wasted no time getting downstairs 

Mat sat in the front seat with Luro; 
I shared the rear one with Leloir. At 
my feet lay an open case of American 
shotgun shells. Then Luro raced the 
motor, Leloir barked a command, and 
we careened down the dirt road and 
through a gate. Swinging on two 
wheels, we roared out onto the open 
pampas, headed straight for the very 
pothole where Mat and I had met our 
Waterloo. 

Driving like a wild Indian, Luro bore 
down on the big flock at the water’s 
edge. And he didn’t stop! The car 
leaped into the shallows and veered to 
the right, splashing a sheet of spray 
over the surprised wildfowl. Luro raced 
the motor with a terrifying roar. A 
shoal of squawking, protesting birds 
sprang into the air. Instantly we three 
gunners staggered to our feet, strug- 
gling to keep our balance in the pitching 
car, and blasted them with both bar- 
rels. Out of the tail of my eye I could 
see birds splashing into the water. A 
few quail, scared up from the grass, 
mingled with the fluttering ducks. 


ut our driver paused not for the 

fallen. Instead he tore off across 
the pampas. headed for another pothole. 
As the jolting car spilled me onto the 
rear seat, a corral gate opened and two 
gauchos rode hell-for-leather toward 
us. Splashing into the water at full 
speed, they yanked back on their reins, 
bringing their horses up with forelegs 
pawing the air. The gauchos, leaning 
from their saddles, snatched up the dead 
birds on long looped wires. Then they 
galloped after us in full cry. Mat’s eyes 
bulged. 

“Good night,” he yelled. 
gaucho gillies!”’ 

Meanwhile the old car, hitting only 
the high spots, bounced across the 
pampas toward the next pothole. This 
time our pilot started his turn a little 
too late, throwing a deluge of water 
into the car. Wiping my eyes so I could 
see for a shot, I caught a glimpse of 
Mat standing straddle-legged on the 
front seat, firing with grim determina- 
tion while rivulets ran down from his 
hat. Leloir swayed beside me, grinning, 
as Mat, the old war horse, let out a 
wheep that brought wild yelps from all 
four of us. Firing and yelling, we 
splashed more ducks into that lagoon, 
where the hard-riding gauchos swept 
them into their bags. 

This was no easy shooting. In the 
lurching car it was hard enough to keep 
your feet, let alone swing and shoot. No 
sooner would we abandon one pothole 
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than we'd be off across county for the 
next one, still yelling like Comanches. 
And judging by my own snapshooting, 
I began to have a sneaking suspicion 
Leloir was accounting for more than 
his share of birds. 

On one run between potholes we 
flushed an enormous hare, far bigger 
than our Western jackrabbits and as 
swift as chain lightning. Our driver, 
watching the fast-jumping rabbit out 
of the corner of one eye, held the car 
behind him while we blasted with all we 
had. Then after we'd closed the range 
a bit, Leloir, who had not been shooting 
at the rabbit, sent him rolling head over 
heels with one shot. Leaving him to 
the mercy of our galloping gillies, we 
sped on to the next pond. 

A short distance beyond this one, 
while we were trying to regain our bal- 
ance in the car, Luro slammed the 
brakes on so hard I thaught Mat would 
do a swan dive over the hood. Our pilot 
had sighted a perdiz speeding along a 
cowpath. As the car ground to a 
squealing stop, we leaped out and took 
off after the running bird. But he man- 
aged to keep just ahead of us, refusing 
to fly. Putting on a burst of speed that 
brought him into the air, I stubbed my 
toe on a hummock and sprawled flat 
on my face. Leloir dropped the bird 
with stylish grace. 


Netting underway once more, we 

¥ sought out bigger, better potholes, 
cruising the circumference of a wide 
semicircle with the tall poplars of the 
estancia as its center. This permitted 
the hard-pressed gauchos to cut cross- 
country and keep pace with us. Thus 
we sped from. pothole to pothole, firing 
as fast as we could load, taking any- 


thing and everything that came our 
way, on the ground or in the air. After 


a while we lost sight of our gauchos. 
By the time we completed a half- 
circle around the estancia, I was ready 
to call it a day, though Mat would prob- 
ably have kept it up until dark. My 
shoulder ached from the recoil of one of 
Mat’s guns, which was too short for me, 
and the second finger of my trigger 
hand had a lump on it as big as a 
robin’s egg, where the trigger guard 
had bashed me. I was dripping sweat 
and my boots were half full of water. 
Back at the estancia we spread our 
mixed bag on the lawn; and it was well 
mixed. Leloir sorted out the ducks and 
named some for us. Aside from the 
teal, which he said had probably mi- 
grated all the way from North America, 
these were purely local types. For in- 
Stance, there were ducks with red bills 
and green feathers along the leading 
edges of their wings. Others were 
brown all over with dark bills. Among 
the quail, the perdiz chica, was some- 
What larger than our bobwhite and cer- 
tainly a lot leggier. “One variety of 
quail wore a topknot. The perdiz colo- 
rado, as large as a small hen turkey, 
mottled reddish-brown. All to- 
gether we had collected over 50 birds, 
firing about 100 shells apiece. 
Mat and I were both enthusiastic, 
and of course that made our host happy. 
“What is your honest opinion of this 
hunting?” Leloir asked me. 


Was a 


“Well,” 
things. 
of a warm bed before dawn and hustle 
into the warmest gear I can find. I 
like to feel my way down to the marsh 
where the punt lies on the shore, and 
to hear the crackle of skim ice as I pole 
her down the creek to the blind. Then 
too, it’s nice to sit there behind fresh- 
cut cedars, shivering with excitement, 
fondling your old 12 as you listen to 
the whistle of wild wings. 

“Better still, I like to watch the birds 
dipping and tipping up among the 
decoys while the dawn breaks, and to 
listen to their chatter as they feed 
among the shallows. Then, just before 
sunrise, I like to stand up in the blind 
and watch them spring out of the 
water, quacking and protesting. Then 
they straighten out and you drop a nice 
double. Best of all, I like to watch my 


I hedged, “I miss 


some 


For instance, I like to break out | 





old springer as he jumps into the icy | 


water to retrieve the duck. And when, 
finally, he lays the birds down at my 
feet and looks up for a word of ap- 
proval, I quit shivering and glow all 
over, happy just to be out there.” 

I stopped for breath. Leloir 
translating it for Jorge Luro. 
finished, both of them smiled. 

‘“‘And besides,” I went on, all warmed 


was | 
When he | 


now, ‘between the retrieving of a good} 


springer and a hard-riding gaucho, I 
go for the dog every time.” 


Sefior Leloir slapped his leg and 
laughed. ‘“That’s it!” he cried. “Just 
what I was telling you. That’s the 


North American way. 
I like better myself 
north.” 

I grinned. “And if I can’t get the 
home-grown product,” I said, “I'll take 
the Argentine way anytime!”’ THE END 


There’s nothing 
when I’m up 


EDITOR’S NOTE: The above story is 
adapted from the forthcoming book, 


A Northwoods Rendezvous, by Eugene 


E. Wilson of West Hartford, Conn. 


Silent Evinrude Model 


a. Motors is in production with 
a new 715-horsepower outboard, 
its 1954 Aquasonic Fleetwin, which has 
been designed and engineered to elimi- 
nate vibration and to reduce noise to a 
minimum during normal use 

The new engine’s powerhead assem- 
bly, including the exhaust tube, gear 
housing, and pump body, is cushioned 
on twin resilient spring mountings 
which absorb motor pulsations. The 
mountings prevent vibrations from be- 
ing transmitted through the engine's 
suspension system to the boat where, 
ordinarily, they are amplified when 
they strike against hull surfaces. 

The propeller thrust is pillowed 
against companion springs in the en- 
gine’s lower housings, thereby further 


isolating noise-producing vibrations. 
New twin carburetor turbo-silencers | 


also tune out high-frequency sound. 

Other features incorporated in the 
new Fleetwin include an auto-lift hood 
for easy access to the engine, full for- 
ward-neutral-reverse gearshift, starter, 
twist-grip synchronized speed control, 
and separate fuel tank. 





Relieve the 


PRESSURE of 
Neuralgic Pain! 





@ When neuralgic pain strikes, you want 
relief in a hurry. And here’s a way to get it. 

Doctors generally will tell you that neu- 
ralgic pain may be largely caused by pres- 
sure. Sensitive nerves are irritated. Local 
areas become sore, swollen. 

You can get blessed relief—fast—by 
rubbing Absorbine Jr. on the sore, swollen 
areas. It actually helps to counter pressure 
which may be causing your misery. At the 
same time, it warms and soothes. 

Thousands use Absorbine Jr. for 
relief from neuralgic and rheumatic 
pain, aching muscles. Only $1.25 
at all drugstores. LAO aes 
Guaranteed by ™Y 
Good Housekeeping / \ 
x soy * 








W. F. Young, Inc., 
Springfield, Mass. 


45 aovemnsee WS 


ABSORBINE Jr. 








THE ALL AROUND BOAT! 


JIMMIE B 
HUNTERS! FISHERMEN! 
* CARRY IT ON YOUR CAR TOP + 
STRONG! LIGHT! STURDY! 


e AA MARINE PLYWOOD THROUGHOUT ,. 














Length 12’ . DEALER 
Beam 42 75 

Weight 85 Ibs. $59. INQUIRIES 
Height of side 12” F.0.B. INVITED 





—— CURRIER’S of ARKANSAS 
3525 Fair Park Bivd. Little Rock, Ark. 











1954 CATALOG: 25c 
41 Models for ‘54! See 
World’s finest line be- 
fore you buy. Rated tops 
in design, styling, per- 





Custom:-Craft 


THE ORIGINAL“ PACKAGED 
formance by the experts! 


‘54 Catalog plus booklet B T KIT 


‘‘Boat Selection—Operation—Maintenance’’ $1.00 


BOAT PLANS\, Sass? “cto: arco case 


Over 100 Modern plans and full size 
AND FULL-SIZE 


PATTERNS 


inboards, outboards, sail boats By 
CUSTOM-CRAFT ( DEPT. G) BUFFALO Fate we 













famous designers. 6’ to 30°. DESIGN 
CATALOG 35¢. Design Catalog plus 
boat ouilding handbook send $1.00 






“PROUDLY ANNOUNCING OUR NEW 1954 MODEL” 


REGAL STAINLESS STEEL BOATS 











QUALITY HAS NO SUBSTITUTE 


Better than ever. Boats are full 
52-54 inch beams respectively 
ble seat 


12-14-16 feet with 50 
New back end wit! fou 
loosened in any manner Fle 

h throughout All seams Heliarc welded w 
keel riveted as well as spot welded. Write for particular 


REGAL PRODUCTS. LTD., Adams, Wisconsin 
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t isn’t necessary to buy different 

equipment for each popular type of 

camping. If you choose the items 
carefully you can assemble an outfit 
that will serve efficiently for canoeing, 
horse packing, motoring, and one-site 
camping. And with the possible ex- 
ception of your tent, the gear can be 
used on hiking trips, in spite of the nec- 
essary restrictions on weight and bulk. 

The first step in assembling a versa- 
tile camping outfit is to list the things 
it should include. Don’t buy camp gear 
haphazardly, or you may end up witha 
hit-or-miss conglomeration that serves 
no purpose well. Prepare a schedule 
and follow it no matter if you buy 
eveything at once or spread your pur- 
chases over a period of years. 

The outfit listed below may be con- 
sidered about minimum for average 
comfort and convenience in camp. You 
can add to it if you want more con- 
venience or luxury, remembering al- 
ways that heavier pack weight is the 
price you pay. 

Here, then, is basic equipment for 
two campers: 

1 tent 
waterproof tarpaulin 
sleeping bags 
short air mattresses 
canvas packsacks 
waterproof clothing bags 
9 x 24 in. food bags 
individual food sacks 


Ne 
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tumpline or pack harness 
camp ax 

knives 

nested cooking kit, plus cups, 
plates, etc. 

1 two-burner gasoline stove and fuel 
can 

camp lantern 

pocket-size flashlights 

folding canvas pail 

folding canvas washbasin 
compasses 

waterproof matchboxes 

toilet kits (soap, razor, etc.) 
first-aid kit 

file or sharpening stone 

small sewing kit 
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tins with tight lids for greasy foods 


Wall and wedge-model tents are ex- 
cellent for all-purpose camping. Either 
can be opened up for thorough ventila- 
tion in hot weather or rigged with a 
wood-burning stove in winter. Poles 
vou chop in the woods can be used to 
set them up, or you can buy lightweight 
aluminum poles from outfitters. 

Two people live with reasonable com- 
fort in tents measuring 6 x 8, 7 x 7, or 
7x9ft. A larger shelter obviously will 
be more comfortable if it won’t over- 
burden you on a ha. tvail. The fact 
that tents are manufactured in a variety 
of fabrics makes your choice more 
elastic. For example, a 7 x 7-ft. wall 
tent in the lightest cloth weighs some 
6 lb. less than one of heavier ma- 
terial. 

The all-purpose tent should have a 
sodcloth and a separate floor that’s 
easily removable for cleaning and dry- 
ing, or to be left at home when a very 
light outfit is required. The tarpaulin 
makes an excellent floor; it will prob- 
ably be larger than the tent enclosure 
but can easily be folded to fit. When 
it’s not used as a floor you can sling it 
as a roof for a working space in front 
of the tent. 


CAMPING 


MAURICE H. DECKER 











AN ALL-PURPOSE OUTFIT 


Sleeping bags or robes in the all-pur- 
pose outfit should be of moderate weight 
for maximum versatility—-about 5!» to 
6 lb. for summer use, 7 to 8 lb. for 
winter. (Bags for far-northern winter 
service should weigh 10 or 11 lb.) The 
best insulation is waterfowl down 
because it provides more protection 
against cold. Fit every bag or robe 
with a liner—-cotton flannel for sum- 
mer, wool for winter. Liners keep beds 
clean and help you adjust them for the 
wide ranges in temperature campers 
often encounter. 


| Frias, enlarge on the value of the 
short air mattress to support camp 
bedding. Briefly, no other camp mat- 
tress is as comfortable, and its carry- 
ing weight is almost negligible. You 
need sound sleep to enjoy outdoor work 
and play, and resting on air is the 
surest way to get it. 

Each camper should have a water- 
proof canvas packsack to hold his per- 
sonal stuff—toilet articles and extra 
clothing-—and a large waterproof can- 


vas bag for his bed. These come 12, 15, 
or 18 in. in diameter. 


To determine the 





“I do it every hunting season. She's never been hit yet” 
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CORCORAN’S 
DeLuxe 
Sportsman's Shoe 
with exclusive 
Gear Gripper Sole 







$12.85 


postpaid in U.S. A. 
Height: Sizes: Widths: ; 

12 inches §-13 narrow, medium, wide. 
For comfort, quality, safety, here’s your sports- 
man shoe. Strong rubber bottoms to keep feet 
dry. Fine, soft, top-grain waterproof leather 
uppers for more comtort and better fit. Special 
gear-gripper soles... exclusive with Corcoran 
...to prevent slipping and accidents. Rich 


browncolor. Large brass eyelets. Oiled rawhide 
laces. Send check or money order. 


CORCORAN, INC. 


Dept. DOL-11, STOUGHTON, MASS, 


MIDOLEMAN 
PROFITS 





PORTABLE LIGHT PLANTS 
PUSH BUTTON START 


600-700 watis—115 v. 60 eye. AC Pow 
ered by a rugged 2 hp. easy starting 
Brices gas engine. No wiring necessary, 
just plug ir and operate. Plenty of cur 


rent for any radio, television, oil burner, 
freezer, pump, lights, ete. which require 





ap to 700 watts, Ideal for lodges, trailers (Item 
& camps. Complete with voitmeter and 
duilt-in winding to charge 6 v. auto batteries, Be prepared if 


ines. Fully guaranteed, 

sist price 5.™). Factory Price........ $143.50 
Watt Plant (Item 45) same as Item 24 

bol with larger generator & engine—50C greater output. $199.50 
We make all sizes up to 25,000 Watts.—Write. 


HEATING AND VENTILATING FAN 
s (Item 10) Easily installed in furnace pipes. 
Forces even heat to all rooms. Over range, 
removes kitchen smoke and odors. Power- 
ful continuous duty motor, 110-120 V. AC. 
Quiet super efficient fan moves huge vol- 
ume of air (400-600 c.f.m.) 

8” Fan, wt. 5lbs. $6.85 9” Fan, wt. 6lbs.$7.85 
10” Fan, wt.71bs.$8.85 12”Fan, wt.Sibs.$9.85 





Neavy-duty Fan, semi-enclosed motor, suitable 





, Se for barns and 
poultry houses, 10” Fan, wt, Ibs, (Item 10E) $11.9 
2” Fan, wt. 10 Ibs, (Item 10D)....... $12.95 


EXTENSION CORD 
Heavy duty, made of Buna rubber insu- 
lated = 14-2 conductor, stranded wire en- 
tased in a treated braid jacket. So 
tough that you can drive over it. Use 
indoors or out. Resists oil, grease or 
water, Extends electricity up to 400 ft 


without voltage drop, Complete’ with 


beavy rubber plug and outlet, Item 16 
#0 ft. (Wt, 21% Ibs.) 
Usually $4.50. Special........... $1.99 


Combination 2-40 ft. & 1-20 ft, 
100 ft. length (1 piece) (Item 16p)...............- ...$4.85 
Send 10c for Big Factory Catalog. Free with order. Pricesf.o.b. 
factory. Money back guarantee. Send check or Money Order. 


Master Mechanic Mfg. Co., Dept. 52D, Burlington, Wis. 


(total 100’) (Item 


l6c) 





‘TM MAKING 
MORE THAN | =<. 


1000 a Month 


Haven’t Touched Bottom Yet!” 


—reports Charies Kama, Texas, of 
many who are ‘‘cleaning up’* with orders 
for PRESTO, Science’s New Midget Miracle 
Fire Extinguisher, So can YOU! 
AMAZING new kind of fire extinguisher 
Tiny ‘‘Presto’’ (about size of a flashlight!) 
does jon of bulky extinguishers that cost 4 
times as much. are 8 times as hea Ends 
fires fast as 2 seconds. Sells for only $3.98 
Never corrodes. Guaranteed for 20 years 
Show it to civil defense workers, own- 
ers of homes, cars, boats, farms, etc and 
to stores for re-sale. Make good income 
H. J. Werr reports $20 a day. Wm. Wydal 
» $15.20 an hour. Write for FREE Sales 
No obligation. MERLITE INDUS 
Science's TRIES Ine. Dept. 3611, 201 East 16th 
New Midget St., New York 5, N IN CANADA: Mopa 
Miracte Co., Ltd., 371 Dowd St., Montreal 1, P.Y 
“PRESTO (tf you want a regular Presto to use as a 


demonstrator. send $2.50. Money back if 
you wish.) 


























size you need, buy the bed first, roll it 
compactly, and measure the bundle. 

Nine-inch sacks are best for grub; by 
the time you get a couple well filled you 
have a near-maximum trail load. The 
individual sacks are available in either 
cloth or plastic. Some outfitters label 
them “‘flour,” ‘“‘rice,’’ ‘“‘beans,’”’ etc. The 
tins or jars are indispensable in hot- 
weather camping for bacon and other 
fatty foods that may seep grease. 

On a short hike or canoe portage, the 
carryall food bags are best handled 
with tumpline or pack harness. It will 
also serve for clothing bag, beds, and 
the bundled tent. 

A camp ax with 24 or 214-lb. head 
and 27 or 28-in. handle makes a good 
all-round tool for mild-weather 
ing. You can work up a lot of firewood 


with it, but if you plan to live in the | 
forest during very cold weather, carry | 


a heavier ax and, if possible, a saw. 
Saws made expressly for camp use are 
very compact and light. On the other 
hand, if you camp in summer and use 
a liquid-fuel stove for cooking, a belt 
ax with 14-in. handle is tine for cutting 
tent poles and driving stakes. 
Campers differ on the merits of 
knives. Some like the sheath type, car- 
ried on a belt, which doubles for kitchen 


| slicing; others like a strong jackknife 
i which contains small tools like a can | 


opener, screwdriver, etc. A good com- 
promise is one of each type in a party 
of two. 


camp- | 


| 


A nested aluminum cooking-utensil | 


kit is your best bet. 


It’s light and com- | 


pact, and the metal heats through | 
quickly. Outfitters offer them in a big 


variety; you can buy the knapsack size 
for lone-wolfing or an assortment ex- 
pertly assorted for parties of 10 and 
more. Unless you’re sure there will 
never be more than two in your party, 
I suggest the popular four-man kit. It 
includes enough pots and skillets to 
cook for five—even six—and you need 
only extra cups, plates, and cutlery. 
With fewer people, some of the items 


can be left at home. 
A two-burner gasoline stove is about 
tops for preparing food in moder- 
ate weather, unless it’s ruled out by its 
weight and that of its fuel. It is fast 
and efficient, won’t heat up the tent 
like a wood-burner, needs no priming, 
and won’t contaminate supplies as 
readily as stoves burning kerosene. 
Your camp lantern can use the same 
fuel. 
A lantern isn’t always necessary in 
summer camps because essential rou- 


tine tasks can be finished before the | 


late sunset, but for fall hunting camps 
and early-spring fishing trips, one 
should be provided. 

The pocket flashlights are for emer- 
gency use, but if you carry extra bat- 
teries you can get many hours of inter- 
mittent service from them. 
bad idea to have a short, thick candle 
cached somewhere in your gear. It sup- 
plies light when everything else fails 
and is useful to start fires with damp 
kindling. 

A folding canvas pail is good for car- 
rying and storing water. When empty, 
it collapses flat and weighs but a few 


It’s not a | 
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Here's a welcome friend you'll 
find “hanging around”’ where 
sportsmen gather. 800 feet of 
brilliant light shoots out from 
its front lens. A big blanket of 
light is spread by the top lens. 
Handy? Ask any outdoorsman! 
The long-lasting 6-volt battery 
lasts an entire season with av- 


$495 


Delta 


ORIGINATORS AND WORLD’S LARGEST PRODUCERS 
OF ELECTRIC LANTERNS 


REDDYLITE 
360° swivel. 800 
ft. lite. Less 6-V 
battery. . $3.50 


ae 






erage use. Less bat- 
tery it's only.... 


POWER-KING 
Y-mile beam. 
12 volts. Adjust- 
able head. Less 
batteries $6.50 


ELECTRIC 
COMPANY 


Marion, Ind. 














’ 
SHOPMASTER’S IN 
. >. 
sensational new 
power tool 
if ined 
wit Self-Containe 
TURN HEAD 
TO RIP 
Exclusive COMBINATION 
Mitre GAUGE AND Rip 
FENCE (at extra cost) makes 
S 95 precision work easy. Has 
full-rotating armature AC 
motor... 45° table tilt. . . 
built-in blower . . . exclusive 
Master-View controls. 
Write for free catalog. 
iuDEO] SHOPMASTER, INC. 
MOTOR INC Room 26E, 1214 S. 3rd St., 
Minneapolis, Minnesota 


Shown here, No. 81 Lapel Compass (Induc- 
tion damped for faster, non-flutter reading.) 
Convenient, easy to read, accurate. Gray 
plastic case, polished metal clip and pin. 
Magnifying type crystal. Floating dial with 
luminous arrow. Jeweled. Fully guaranteed. & 
FRR. cc covers cucsacccenctocesess - $3.06 


ALSO SEE OTHER AIRGUIDE MODELS 
AT YOUR FAVORITE DEALER 
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ALL STEEL 
VACUUM BOTTLE 


It’s all steel—stainless steel lined— 
and welded into one unbreakable piece 
... dron it, once, twice, a hundred 
times, 2 Stanley just can’t break! Vacu- 
um extends clear to top to keep bever- 
ages piping hot or icy cold. Temporar- 
ily available in quart size only. 


NOTE: Due to present metal restrictions a 
Stanley may not be available at your favor- 
ite sporting goods store—but a Stanley is 
worth waiting for! 









of Landers, Frary and Clark « New Britain, Conn. 


must know to buy properly. See 
your SWIFT deoler or write for 


we ah 954 Dorchester Ave, ‘Boston, a 
MEN OVER 40! 
new VIGOR and PEP! 


or your money back in 30 days! 


Losing your strength? Vital vigor and endurance? 
Muscle tone genet Nervous? Discouraged? A 
subclinical deficiency may exist in your system 
or blood. Science has the answer for BOTH! 
Or. Burkard, M D. gives you miraculous 
VITERONE in capsule form (crystalline B12 plus 
vital nutritive elements) which may bring back 
your natural energy if you were lacking in 
these elements. Life's thrilling experiences may 
be yours again. Bank of America references 
Rushed in confidential wrapper. 


SPECIAL OFFER! 


s of 


STANLEY INSULATING DIVISION |: 





LL AB ° U . 
Brand new . facts on 
Coated Lenses, Field, Power, 


Focusing & Care with chart & 
illustrations. Everything you 



























To purchase! 
50 Caps 


VITERONE 


(vital elements) 


NOT DELIGHTED 
Send $5 for the combination NOW! 


MONEY BACK IF 


Cash 0 M.0.0 Check (1) c.0.0.0 
| prefer 100 VITERONE capsules at $9 () 

DR. BURKARD LABORATORIES + Lab. OL-11 

357 So. Robertson Blvd. Beverly Hills, Calif. 
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| filled to capacity. 
| you hold the box in reserve and dip into 


|or roll with fresh supplies just before 


| sharpening 
| including the pointing 


| patching cloth, perhaps a small tube of 
| cement for canoe repairs. 
| scriptions of such kits appeared re- | 





ounces. ie Ccaivas washbasin holds 
| warm water for shaving and washing. 
The compass is a must on wilderness 
trails, and particularly valuable when 
used with a detailed map of the region 
in which you camp. Waterproof match- 
| boxes have saved lives in the past and 
| will keep on doing so in the future. The 
| important point is to always keep them 
This will be easier if 


a pocket for matches to light smokes 
and routine fires. 

Some campers make up a toilet kit 
and lay it away with the other camp 
gear. Another plan is to fill a cloth bag 


leaving. That’s what you should do with 
first-aid items. Some of them, like io- 
dine and adhesives, deteriorate with age 
and may eventually become useless if 
stored too long with the camping outfit. 

Special pocket-size sharpening stones 
are available. They have coarse and 
fine sides, and are usually packed in a | 
neat case. One handles all regular 
chores in summer camps, 
up of fishhooks. 
| If you plan to use a chopping ax ex- 
| tensiv ely, carry a flat mill file. 

The repair kit will hold a small sew- 
ing outfit, copper wire, tacks, nails, 


Detailed de- 





cently in these columns. 

This, as I’ve said, is a basic outfit. 
You add to it to suit your tastes and 
needs, and the availability of transpor- 
tation. You may want to take a folding 
table and chair, perhaps a camp re- | 
frigerator. If you camp in insect-rid- | 
| den regions, a cot canopy and head nets | 

| are practical. 

| But if you want a minimum load, 
stock up from the list. The equipment 
it covers will see you nicely through 
even long stays in the wilderness out- | 
doors.—MWaurice H. Decker. 





THE OLD BLOCK 


(continued from page 57) 


“Look,” I said. ‘“‘Are we spoiling our 
brats by giving them everything they 
want? Fancy gear and stuf they don't | 
even know how to use yet?” 

My wife sighed. ‘“‘We’ve played that | 
hand a hundred times,” she said. “I 
don’t know whether we're spoiling | 
them. All I know is that they earn 
their own money to pay for their fishing | 
gear. Where they get the idea they | 
have to have the best of everything, I | 
don't know. It could be life demands a | 
little more from people today than 
when you were a boy.” 

“Yeah, and the books tell us we 
| shouldn’t inhibit the little darlings,’’ I 
|grunted. “I’d like to inhibit their 








| backsides so they would appreciate 
what they got!” 
Frankly, 


the far-north country, where a man 
couldn't even go by car a few years 
| ago, and have the boys turn out to be so 
‘finicky about fishing. Of course it was 





it was a little disheartening | 
to set out on a month-long trip into | 
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Don’t let a premature 


“SPARE TIRE” 


make you look old! 


Many a hard-working man develops a “pot’ 
looks old before his time. Not because he's truly fat 
or because of middle age. The reason is—his back 
and stomach muscles are constantly strained and 
tired and no longer een him properly. If that’s 
your trouble, you can. 


Look trimmer instantly! 
Bracer Supporter Belt is the answer. Nota girdle or 
abdominal belt, Bracer is a man’s garment. Supports 
back and stomach muscles firmly, healthfu!ly. Helps 
pull your stomach back to its natura/ position. Lets 
you stand straighter, taller. And helps you. 


Feel better, too! 


Bracer takes the strain off overworked muscles, aeive 
you work better, feel less tired. Bracer is made of 
cool, elastic cotton. Tube-weave leg straps canst curl 
or bind. Attached or detachable pouch models— 
each with convenient fly front. $3.95 and up at drug, 


* and 


men’s wear, surgical supply stores. Get your Bracer 
today! 


FREE BOOKLET For additional 
facts, write today for free book- 
let, “What a Man Needs to Feel 
Better, Look Better,” Bauer & 
Black, 309 W. Jackson — 
Chicago 6, tl., Dept. OL 


Bracer’ 


SUPPORTER BELT 


Made by Bauer & Black 
Division of The Kendall Co, 








ng, Hunting ! 


Kamp-Pack 

OUTDOOR FOOD 

Compact, Lightweight 
Waterproof, Non-Perishable 
AT YOUR FAVORITE SPORTING GOODS STORE 


or write for Free Booklet 
Bernard Food Industries, Inc. 
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THE ANTISEPTIC LIP BALM 











FREE—Amazing Book on 


RHEUMATISM, ARTHRITIS 








If you suffer the aches, aor and discomforts of Kheu 
matism as manifested in ARTHRITIS, NEURITIS 
SCIATICA or LUMBAGQO, send today for the ! KEE 
Book. It reveals important facts about why drugs and 
medicine give only temporary relief without removil: 
causes. Explains fully a proven, specialized syst« e 
treatment that may save you years of distress. Ne 
obligation. Write for this FREE Book today! 
BALL CLINIC _—_—Dept.532 _ Excelsior Springs. Me. 
See Pages 12-19 
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a wonderful country and a fine life, 
camping every night by lake or stream, 
cooking and living outdoors. We had 
followed the new John Hart Highway 
up through British Columbia to Dawson 
Creek. From that town, where the 
Alaska Highway starts, we ran on up 
to Grimshaw, Alberta, and hooked onto 
Mackenzie Road, the “true north” road 
into the untamed Northwest Territories. 
And there we were, as far north in 
Canada as a man can go by car. 

Since leaving the John Hart Highway 
in the Rocky Mountains, fishing, so far 
as the boys were concerned, had not 
been good. For the last few hundred 
miles there had been only Keg River, a 
quick try at the Peace River, and a 
hundred miles or more of Hay River. 
No trout. 


_—— over my sins, I decided to 
walk to town and then go down to 
the river to see how the boys were mak- 
ing out. It was 10 o’clock at night, but 
still light. It doesn’t get dusk until 
after 11 p.m. in this land of the mid- 
night sun. Then the sun hangs around, 
reluctant like, and it begins to get 
light again around 1 a.m. 

“Stay away from wrestling matches,’ 
my wife called to me as I started down 
the trail. 

I grinned and waved. In the old days 
around Great Slave Lake the Slave In- 
dians used to cop each other's wives by 
holding wrestling matches. The winner 
got the loser’s wife. My wife was wor- 
ried the custom might still prevail in 
that territory. 

In a cabin a few hundred feet from 
our camp a Slave trapper was snugly 
ensconced with five husky dogs. He 
spends summers fishing to pile up dog 
food for the winter. But that day we 
noticed he hadn't gone fishing. He had 
no wife. I’m not the wrestler I used to 
be. and my wife knows it. Getting old, 
I guess. 

This chap fished with a net, 
everyone else around Hay River. Com- 
mercial fishing is a profitable year- 
round industry on Great Slave. About 
8,000,000 pounds of whitefish and lake 
trout are taken annually, frozen,. and 
shipped to Eastern markets in the 
States. Boats are used during the 
summer, but most of the fishing is 
done in the winter, through holes in 
the ice. Fish there are, but everyone 
said there was no sport fishing in the 
lake. Maybe they were just guessing. 
The folks around Hay River are too 
busy fishing for money to try such an 
indefinite measure as a fly rod. 

That’s what set the boys on their 
respective ears. They eyed the big fish 
being handed ashore from boats and 
the idea of settling down to fishing for 
pickerel in the river looked too much 
like kid stuff to them. But if folks said 
the lake fish don’t go for hooks, no 
matter the fly or bait, what can you do? 
Boot the kids to the river, and that’s 
What I did. 

That’s why they were moaning low. 
For me, half the fun of fishing is think- 
ing about it, and then just plain fishing 
away the time—win, lose, or draw. But 
the boys couldn’t figure their income 
from fishing that way. They wanted 


’ 


like 








action, against lively trout or 
thing. 

Well, I found them at the river, all 
right. Each of them had commandeered 
an old rowboat and shoved it out until 
one end was afloat. This put them far 
enough out to cast into deep water. 

“What are you using ?’’ I asked Syd. 

“A wobbler,” he said, not cracking 
a smile. 

“Catch anything?” I asked, after 
shuffling my feet around for a few min- 
utes and getting no attention. 

Syd didn’t even look my way. He 
tossed his head back, indicating the bow 
of the boat. There, on the seat, was 
the nicest northern pike I ever saw, 
plus a couple of fat wall-eyes. 

“Gee,”’ I said enviously, “that’s swell. 
Fish for breakfast.” 

“Hah!”’ Syd said, unsmiling. 

I heard another “‘hah,’’ too. I thought 
it came from Clyde, 50 feet downstream, 
but it may have been an echo. 

Peeking into Clyde’s boat, I saw he 
had five nice fish. 

“Big ones,” I said. 

Silence, thundering silence. Clyde's 
wobbling plug cut the air in a vicious 
cast. His mouth was as grim as a 
youngster’s mouth can get. 

Although the immediate vicinity was 
as cheerful as a wake in the middle of 
the week, I hung around. Every time 
one of the boys pulled one in, I ex- 
pected some show of enthusiasm. But 
none came. The fish were well hooked 
and they tossed them in the boat with- 
out a second look, as if they were pieces 
of wood. 


some- 








I could see I wasn’t doing any good, 
and it kind of got me down to see two 
boys not enjoying fishing with such 
determination. I hiked back to camp 
and turned in. My wife and I had our 
own tent, the boys a pup tent. 

It wasn’t dark yet, but we must have 
dozed off, for some time later I was 
awakened by the most gosh-awful howl- 
ing and yipping of dogs I ever heard. I 
thought the huskies next door were 
gobbling up the boys. I was tempted to 
wait until the dogs got a better hold, 
but rolled out anyway. 

Do you know what was going on? 
Well, those darn kids were throwing 
their fish, one by one, on top of the 
trapper’s cabin. The dogs, chained, of 
course, jumped to the roof every time a 
fish landed and fought over it in a 
welter of fangs and fur. 

“Knock it off!” I yelled. “What do 
you want to throw your fish away for?” 

The last two fish sailed through the 
air. 


“You should have saved them,” I 


howled. “We could have used some of 
them for breakfast.” 

“Hah!” 

“Hah?” 

The kids strolled into camp and I 
stomped back to my sleeping bag. 
There were dark mutterings in the 
near-by pup tent. I couldn’t catch 


more than a few words, like “. . . 
home... trout... old-fashioned. .. .” 
About two minutes later I heard 
steps on the trail. Then, in a soft 
voice, somebody called: ‘Boys, boys.”’ 
I peeked out. It was our Indian 
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SIR WALTER RALEIGHS BLEND OF CHOICE 
KENTUCKY BURLEYS IS EXTRA-AGED TO 
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Tunes Europe and Asia like local broadcasts! 
Has true Electrical Band Spread Tuning— 
found in no other portable! Plays AC, DC 
or battery. Lightest of its kind—only 23 lbs, 
with batteries! Genuine cowhide leather. 
Model 3BX671, $139.95 (less batteries). 


Suggested Eastern list price, subject to change without notice 


® RCAVICTIOR + 


Tmks, ® Divisiol of Radio Corp. of America 


Genuine 
Army Air Force 


FLYING 
JACKET 


and 
TROUSERS 
Heavy Nylon 
FOR ONLY 
Limited! 


Limite bolt | 98 


A prize find for hunters, fishermen, 
farmers, truckers, mechanics, every - 
one! Unbelievable but true. Brand new, 
* genuine government surplus Air Force 
lying Jackets and Trousers in orig- 
inal, unopened boxes. Actually cost 
government many times this price. 
Full —— front | A and knit cuff. 
coverall type trousers. Of genuine olive 
reen NYLON with satin sheen finish. 
xtremely wind and weather resistant. 
Maximum warmth with free body 
movement. A value that cannot be du- 
plicated anywhere. When they're gone 
there'll be no more! Made for govern- 
ment as electrically heated flying suits 
—a few wires attached but can be re- 
moved. Hurry! Both NYLON jacket 
and trousers complete for only $4.98 
plus 60c postage or sent C.O.D. State 
size (.4-36-38-40 only). Allyn & Co., 
Dept. OJ, 271 Vance, Memphis, Tenn. 


Supply 








TRAILERS FOR 
U-BUILD-IT irons or'wome FROM $399 
A size for every need from 14' up. High strength 
steel prefabricated chassis and frame work. 
Factory made parts. No experience necessary. 
Kit of tools with electric drill furnished. Send 
25¢ for sample plan and literature. 
MIDWEST METAL PRODUCTS, P. O. Box 272 
Elkhart, Indiana 
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| “That’s swell! 





neighbor. 
pup tent. 

“You feed my dogs, eh?’ the Slave 
said, smiling. ‘“‘I was not on.the lake 


Syd had his head outside the 


| today and they were hungry, eh? May- 
| be you want to go fishing with me to- 


morrow, eh?” 

Syd’s grin was so wide I thought he 
would split his face. “Sure!” he said. 
What time?” 

“Oh, maybe 5 o’clock, eh?” the Indian 
said. 

“We'll be ready!” Syd said. 

I pulled in my head. 

“Did he want to wrestle?’’ my wife 
asked anxiously. 

“No, silly,” I said. ‘He’s going to 
take the boys fishing in the morning be- 
cause they fed his dogs. Worst of it is, 
he fishes with a net. Nothing but work. 
He just wants help, and the kids will 
want to try casting or something. 
They'll be disappointed when they don’t 
get a chance to fish.” 

“Don’t worry,” my wife said. ‘“They’ll 
manage to fish. You don’t know boys.” 

By the time we rolled out, the boys 
had been long gone. It was a gray day 
and the lake was kicking up a swell. 
Great Slave is shallow and mean. Any- 
thing like a wind gives it a short, steep 
chop that’s death on small boats. 

I worried my way through bacon 
and eggs and then began to watch for 
them. I felt a little sad, thinking of 
the boys out on that lake, helping to 
pull in net after net of fish, with never 
a chance to try their own fancy gear. 
I couldn’t help but believe that even 
they were wishing they were back on 
the river, fishing for pike. 

Boats were coming in, even the 
powerboats, and I began to worry ina 
big way. Around noon I sighted a 
speck on the lake. It was a boat. half 
the time out of sight in the trough of 
the waves. 

I kept my eye on that boat for a 
million hours, wondering if it would 
make it. It was low in the water, which 
meant plenty of fish, Somebody was 
bailing, and he was bailing fast. 

“Here they come,’’ I called to my 
wife. 


M’ throat was dry. The Indian was 
| rowing. Syd and Clyde were tak- 
ing turns bailing. They were taking in 
plenty of water over the bow. 

Syd saw me and stood up in the bow, 
waving wildly. 

“He’s scared,” I said. 
does he want me to do 
carry him in?” 

“Scared nothing,” my wife said. ‘“‘He’s 
so happy he can’t sit still.”’ 

“Happy in that blow? They’re al- 
most foundering,” I shuddered. 

“You don’t know kids,” she 
softly. 

Syd jumped out before the boat was 
hardly aground. His face was flushed 
and his eyes were bright. ‘‘Look!” he 


“But what 
wade out and 


said 


yelled. “A whitefish! I got him on my 
pole!” 

“And I almost got one!” Clyde 
shouted. ‘But it broke my pole. Can 


I borrow yours tomorrow ?” 

I was weak in the knees. I sat down. 
Syd ran up, holding the nicest whitefish 
I ever saw. ‘He put up an awful fight,” 


he said breathlessly. “It must have 
taken me an hour to land him.” 

He stopped for breath, grinning. 

“That’s what took us so long,” he 
said. ‘‘And the net was so hard to haul 
in that Clyde almost fell overboard once 
when it slipped. Then it got rough and 
we didn’t know if we would make it. 
We bailed our arms off. Gee, it was 
wonderful.” 


S”: dropped the whitefish at my feet 
and dashed down to help the Indian 
and Clyde carry the fish ashore. There 
were plenty of them all right. But the 
boys had eyes only for the one fish Syd 
somehow had mismanaged into taking 
his dinky wobbling lure. 

Maybe it couldn’t happen again; ] 
don’t know. There is a sportsmen’s 
camp on the northeast arm of the lake 
to which men fly in for a hitch at trout 
fishing, but around Hay River, I don't 
know. 

I heard the story of how Syd caught 
that fish so many times my ears ached 
He gave us a dozen play-by-play ac- 
counts, detailing every bad moment 
when he thought his line would break, 
pole snap, or fish break away. They 
worked up to the storm, finally, and 
told how the trapper got so worried he 
started throwing out his fish. 

“But we made him hang onto his 
fish,” Syd said. ‘‘We told him we could 
make it all right by bailing fast. But a 
lot of water sure came in.” 

After supper, when things quieted 
down, I was of a mind to stroll to the 
river for a little restful fishing. But I 
lost the round before I got started. 

“Let’s drift over to the river and get 
ourselves a few easy fish,’ Syd said. 

“Might as_ well,’”’ Clyde agreed. 
“There’s nothing to do around here. 
Can I use your pole?” 

“Yeah,” I said. ‘‘Go ahead.” 

The kids took off, stepping high and 
eager. I' watched them go, trying to 
figure out what had got into them to- 
day that they didn’t have the night be- 
fore. 

“What makes them tick?’ I asked, 
giving up. 

“Don’t you know?” my wife asked. 
“It’s the contest they want. The river 
fish gobble the whole hook, hang on 
like a rock, and are half dead when they 
hit the boat.” 

I was beginning to see the light. 

“So that’s why they liked the lake 
today ?”’ I said. 

“Sure,” my wife said. “They had 
three things today. The big fish on their 
lines, the heavy net to pull in, and the 
windy lake to beat. Three things to 
win out over. It’s the same idea as 
trying to win a ball game, or seeing 
who can run the fastest. Now they're 
content to relax and kill time while 
they think up their next adventure.” 

“Well,” I said, “I’m glad you wised 
me up. I’ve been worried about an at- 
titude in them I didn’t care about.” 

“Don’t worry so much,’ my wife 
urged with a smile. ‘Boys will make 
out. The young only live once. Don't 
keep riding them so hard to see things 
your way. It could be you're just 4 
little old-fashioned.” 
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MAKE MONEY WITH 


PLASTICS 


Learn to make fast-selling Plastic 
Jewelry, Novelties, Signs, Lamps, Toys, Furniture, 
Gifts. Amazing new Plastic Home Craft Course for 
MEN and WOMEN tells and shows how to fabri- 
cate, cast, laminate, color, mold, internal carve, 
etc., in step-by-step words and pictures. Young and 
old master easily. Only ordinary household tools 
needed. All plastics and materials for 23 PROJ- 
ECTS included in course. Course actually pays for 
itself! START YOUR OWN PLASTICS BUSI- 
NESS. Make popular plastics items for EXTRA 
INCOME! Write for FREE infor- 
mation Today. 


gee 
Es INTERSTATE TRAINING SERVICE 
DEPT. C40M PORTLAND 13, OREGON 












U.S.GOV T. SURPLUS 

“BARGAIN BOOK” 

YPro 85% SAVINGS 
RE Yours / 


JUST OFF THE PRESS! 


100,000 satistied customers have discovered 


terrific savings on Clothing. Mardware Sporting Goods. 
Nationally advertised brands. U. S$. Government Surplus just 
voleased! Now available to you at less than ‘2 original cost. 
Send 10c.CET YOUR BARCAIN BOOK BY RETURN MAIL 








MOST “REDUCIBLE 


RUPTURES 






CAN BE HEALED WITH 


MmOtscsriva 
HOSPITALIZATION 


NOW there 1s a new modern Non-Surgical treatment 
that permanently corrects rupture. These Non-Sur- 
gical treatments are so certain, that a Lifetime Certi- 
ficate of Assurance 1s given. Write today for our New 
FREE Book that gives facts that may save you pain- 
ful and expensive surgery, and tells how non-surgi- 
cally you may again work, live, play and love and en- 
yoy life in the manner you desire. There is no obligation. 
_Bxcolsier Hernia Clinic Dept 2002 —_ Excelsior Springs, Mo, 





Don’t Neglect Slipping 


FALSE TEETH 


Do false teeth drop, slip or wobble when 
you talk, eat, laugh or sneeze’? Don't be an- 
noyed and embarrassed by such handicaps. 


FASTEETH, an alkaline (non-acid) powder to 
sprinkle on your plates, keeps false teeth 
more firmly set. Gives confident feeling of se- 
curity and added comfort. No gummy, gooey, 

pasty taste or feeling. Get FASTEETH “tod: Ly 


at any drug store. 


Men afflicted with Bladder 

Trouble, Getting Up Nights, 

Pains in Back, Hips, Legs, 

PAST Nervousness, Dizziness, 

Physical Inability and Gen- 

ro) eral Impotency send for our 

amazing FREE BOOK that 

tells how you may correct these condi- 

tions and have new health and Zest in 
Life. Write today. No Obligation. 





Excelsior Institute, Dept. 1801, | Excelsior Springs, Mo. 
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RELIEF ...0R YOUR MONEY BACK 
Simple, easy to wear truss 
made by old surgical house. 
You risk nothing. Write for 
free booklet. Don’t delay. 

Dept. OL-11, Hagerstown, Md. 





WEB TRUSS co. 
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to Shoot 
ye MORE GAME? 


Get Jack O’Connor’s SPORTSMAN’S ARMS AND 
AMMUNITION MANUAL. 256 pages. 160 pictures 
Rush only $2.98 to OUTDOOR LIFE. Dept. 1153, 
353 Fourth Avenue, New York 10. N. Y. 
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Steer-Horn Gun Rack 


Question: I plan to use steer horns to make 
a gun rack. Are there any special 
| working and polishing such horns?—Damian 


| J. Matz, Calif. 


| Answer: You can do surprising things with | 
steer horn. It can be bent, flattened into sheets, | 
moulded into many shapes—even welded to- 


gether. The secret is heat, applied with either 
| boiling water or medium flame. Start by boiling 
| the horns. It cleans them and softens the rough 
outer layer so that it can be scraped off with a 
small piece of broken glass. Then let the horn 
cool and continue smoothing with a file, sand- 
| paper, steel wool, and talcum powder or polish- 
| ing rouge in that order. Linseed oil or furni- 
ture wax will give you a good final polish. Cold 
horn can be decorated with designs engraved 
| with a hot wire, or it may be softened by boil- 
ing and worked with an engraving tool. India 
ink or other coloring will highlight 
lines. Practice your engraving 
pieces.—M.H.D. 


first on 


Fleece-Lined Shoes 


Question: 
| fleece-lined shoes to be worn under hip boots | 
during the duck season. But I wonder if they'd | 
induce foot perspiration and consequent chill- 
ing. Of course, since duck hunting involves no 
walking, perspiration might be no problem.— 
Arthur Klimek, Ohio. 


Answer: Foot perspiration is an individual 
problem, more troublesome with some persons 
than with others. A great many hunters and 
anglers wear fleece-lined inner shoes with per- 
| fect comfort. 

There may be an occasional very warm day 
during the duck season; such weather is quite 
possible even in November. But it’s usually of 
short duration and most of the time you should 
| find the fleece shoe quite comfortable.—M.H.D. 


Tularemia in Rabbits 


Question: I've never eaten rabbit meat and 
I'd like to try it but I’m discouraged by the 
rumors about rabbits carrying tularemia germs. 
Will a pressure cooker destroy the germs?— 


D. L. Holbrook, Calit. 


Answer: The danger of contracting tularemia 
| from rabbits is quite real and should never be 
ignored. 

The germs can be picked up in handling dead 
rabbits with bare hands or by eating improperly 
cooked rabbit meat. Since germs enter through 
cuts on the hands (even tiny breaks in the skin) 
the use of gloves will prevent infection. 

Thorough frying or oven roasting will kill 
germs; just be sure that the meat is always well 
done through and through. A pressure cooker, 
of course, does the job in less time.—M.H.D. 
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Tent From Parachute 

Question: I have a piece of army parachute 
material about 10 x 12 ft., apparently made of 
nylon, and I wonder if I could make a tent of it. 
Can it be waterproofed at home? I'm sending 
you a sample.—Kurt Wolfe, Wash. 


| Answer: I think your parachute cloth is too 
| sheer and thin to make a practical tent. You'd 
have trouble with stretching and tearing, and it 
would be difficult to make strong, waterproof 
seams. Furthermore, I’m told that this material 
must be waterproofed at the factory with spe- 
cial equipment.—M.H.D. 








for the light 


of your life 


GIVE THE WORLD’‘S 
MOST POWERFUL 
FLASHLIGHT! 






less batteries 


JUSTRITE 


YELLOW FLASH 8 


Twice as powerful as the usual flashlight or lan- 


tern. Throws a 12 volt beam more than half a 
mile. Fiat base, adjustable beam allows light to 
stand by itself, leaying both hands free. Fold 
away handles, 2':” focusing mirror reflector. Op- 


erates on 8 standard cells or quickly converts to 
6 volt lantern battery, an exclusive Justrite fea- 


ture. Rugged rust proofed steel case, bright red 
and yellow baked enamel finish, Attractively 
packaged. 


Available at Hardware, Sporting Goods, 
Department, Drug, Auto Accessory Stores. 


FREE—Write today for informative booklet, ‘‘How 
to Stay Alive on the Highway.” Dept. OL 


JUSTRITE mec. co. 


206} N. Southport Ave. * Chicago 14, Il 


‘Canned Lather’ Scores 
Bullseye With Sportsmen! 


Hunters and anglers agree . . . push-but- 
ton lather’s terrific! No brush, no greasy 
cream. Just push valve—out comes rich, 
creamy lather! Stows easily, too. Metal 
container has tight-fitting turret top. 
No worry about leaks, broken jars or 
tubes with AERO SHAVE. Slick, quick 
shaves in hafd or soft water. Built-in 
Lano-Lotion soothes skin. 3 beard-sof- 
teners mean triple comfort. Get AERO 
SHAVE... best of the “bombs”! Only 59¢. 


CONTAINS SOOTHING LANO-LOTION 
se Push-Button Lather 


AERO SHAVES 
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The MOR-LITE FILTER 


Penetrates poor light — deep shadows 
Fits all makes, models telescope sights 
Does not change zere setting 


ORDER NOW -— state scope make and model 
Dealer inquiries invited 
Made by the makers of the famous TEXAN SCOPES 


NORMAN-FORD & CO. 


2114 S|. BROADWAY TYLER, TEXAS 
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DOGS 


McDOWELL LYON 


BUILD YOUR DOG A RUNWAY 


A | Yhere comes a time in the life of al- 
most every dog-owning sportsman 
when he thinks about building a 

kennel runway for his pup. When he 
does, he begins asking questions. How 
big should the runway be? What 
shape? What’s the best kind of fenc- 
ing to use? How about ground cover? 
Answers to these and similar questions 
depend largely on the dog or dogs to be 
housed, available space, cost of ma- 
terials, and local conditions. But it 
might be helpful to discuSs the advan- 
tages and disadvantages of some of the 
usual types of runways, and let you de- 
cide which might best suit your re- 
quirements. 

Size varies with the number and kind 
of animals to be accommodated, the 
amount of land that can be devoted to 
this use, and the community. A runway 
doesn’t necessarily need to be large, 
but it should be in sensible proportion 
to the dog’s size and roomy enough to 
permit him to exercise. Dogs like to 
run fence lines, and usually take exer- 
cise better in long, narrow runways 
than in square ones occupying the same 
area. The width doesn’t have to be 
more than about four times the length 
of the dog’s body. 


Syme provision for shade should be 
made. Trees are fine, but if the 
runway can’t be located in a place 
where there are trees, a partial roof or 
a canvas tarp fastened over one end of 
the runway would serve the purpose. 
If you want to include a shelter in the 
runway, place it far enough away from 
the sides so that the dog can’t hop on 
its roof and from there jump over the 
fence. Sleeping boxes should be ad- 
jacent to but outside the runway so they 
don’t take up valuable exercise space. 
Chain-link fencing unquestionably is 
the most desirable for dog runways. 
It’s sturdy, long-lasting, and difficult 
for dogs to climb. But it’s also rela- 
tively expensive. If cost is an impor- 
tant consideration, it may be that a 
welded wire fabric, such as “turkey 
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wire,’ would be a good compromise. 
The gauge on this runs from 19 to 11, 
but it’s not advisable to use anything 
lighter than 12144. The mesh openings 
range from 1x 1to2x4in. I'd sug- 
gest the 2 x 4 in. in either 12% or 11 
gauge. Some of this material comes 
with the line wires crimped. This fa- 
cilitates tighter stretching, and also 
lessens rusting because it drains better. 

Standard poultry netting of the heav- 
ier gauge and in a 2-in. mesh often is 
used for runways. It’s O.K. for puppy 
runs and for some paddocks, particu- 
larly if set on a complete frame. But 
it’s inclined to sag when pounded re- 
peatedly by a jumping dog, and it is 
also more easily climbed. 

The conventional livestock fencing 
isn’t usually suitable for dogs. Such 


fencing is constructed so that the stay 
wires (the verticals) can be slid along 
the line wires (the horizontals), and it 
doesn’t take long for a dog to learn that 
he can force the wires apart and slide 
through the opening. 

If you’re planning to build two or 





more runways parallel to each other, 
you'll find that solid division fences will 
reduce barking annoyance. Asbestos 
wallboard is fine for this. I’ve also seen 
aluminum roofing used for siding, but 
when it is it should be painted to lessen 
the reflection of the sun which other- 
wise would heat up the runway. The 
biggest objection to a solid fence is 
that it prevents cross circulation of air, 
but in my opinion its advantages well 
outweigh this. 


t’s often said, and I’ve found it to be 

true, that a fence is no better than 
the posts on which it’s hung. I suggest 
you give steel angle posts first con- 
sideration, and galvanized pipe second. 
These should be installed with regula- 
tion corner braces, and should be set in 
concrete footings. If you can’t get or 
don’t want metal posts, wooden posts 
will give good value for the money. Be- 
fore sinking them, it’s a good idea to 
paint or dip the bottom ends of wooden 
posts in warm creosote or a copper 
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preservative. It’s been found that creo- 
soted fir lasts longer than poles of 
other woods used to string telephone 
lines. 

Though it would seem natural to at- 
tach fencing on the outside of the posts, 
for dog runways it’s better to fit it on 
the inside. Then when the dog jumps 
against the wire, the strain will be on 
the posts rather than the staples or 
clips. All fencing should be stretched 
tightly, and should have enough char- 
acter to it to retain the tautness. 

When installing posts and fencing, be 
sure to take precautions against the 
dog digging its way out. This can be 
done in several ways. in some cases the 
vertical fence is extended 18 to 24 in. 
into the ground. A narrow concrete 
footing can be poured on the fence line, 
about 15 in. deep, aiid the wire set in it. 
Another way is to bury a 24-in. width 
of wire so that it drops down trom the 
edge of the fence anu slants otf a foot 
or so under the ruiway. 

If it’s not possible for you to take 
these precautions, and you und atter- 
ward that your dog digs his way out 
of the runway, you may discourage him 
by filling the holes with hardened ce- 
ment—cement that has become damp 
or wet and has hardened in the bag. 
Often contractors or building-suppiy 
dealers have bags of it whicn they ll 
sell cheaply. When this is broken up in 
chunks and dropped into holes or low 
places in the runway, rain eventually 
will blend it into a soiid mass. 

Now we come to the important factor 
of choosing a ground cover. The selec- 
tion of materials is large, but in making 
a final choice it’s wise to consider the | 
advantages the substance offers in | 
cleaning, keeping down odors, reducing 
or eliminating the danger of worm in- 
festation, the control of fleas and other 
vermin, discouragement of digging, 
freedom from dust and mud, drainage, 
and how long it will last. 


Pew most commonly used for dog 
runways are natural dirt, cinders, 
Siag, crushed limestone, gravel, bank 
run, sand, sand and clay, spent tanbark, 
sawdust, blacktop, and bituminous and 
concrete preparations in several va- 
rieties. 

Sand and bank run, sometimes with 
Clay added for firmness, drain easily 
and keep down dust and mud, but they 
will breed flea and worm larvae unless 
they are treated periodically and a por- 
tion of them is removed with each drop- 
ping. While the soft, flexible nature of 
the covering is good for sore feet and 
old dogs, it tends to open up and splay 
the feet of younger dogs. ' 





Lanbark and 
sawdust come in for the same objec- 
tions. But if sand or bank run is used, 
it should be at least 6 in. deep and 
firmed with clay. 

A cover of washed gravel or the 
various crushed stones laid 4 to 6 in. 
thick provides excellent drainage and | 
keeps down mud—unless, of course, 
your dog digs and brings up the lower 
dirt. Such a covering, though, is su- | 
perior to the softer types if it is kept | 
Clean and treated now and then for 
vermin and worm larvae. 

No doubt you've heard that concrete | 
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BIG RETURNS are yours when you 
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Start him today on 
NEW HOMOGENIZED GAINES MEAL 





— and after just one month look for the vigorous health 
that furnishes LIVING PROOF of how this great new food, 
rich in MEAT PROTEIN, nourishes your dog! 


A Revolutionary New Development 
in Dog Food by Gaines! 


Allingredients are combined into crunchy 
little nuggets. Every nugget contains bal- 
anced amounts of all the food essentials 
known to be needed to help keep your 
dog in his prime. 


Never before has any 
dog food provided such 
a wealth of nourishment 
in this easily digested 





ACTUAL SIZE 


HOMOGENIZED form. *Uniform nourish- 
ment is guaranteed! 


Here, then, is the food you've always 
wanted for your hunting dog—a food rich 
in meat protein with an appetizing, 
“meaty” aroma...easily fed, moist or dry 
... costing less to feed than any other type 
of dog food. But above 
all, it helps prolong your 
dog’s keenest, most use- 
ful years when he’s in 
the Prime of Life! 





Gaines 


A Product of General Foods 


Largest-Selling 


America’s 


Dog Meal 



















WARNING! YOU'LL BE SORRY 


{IF YOU DON’T CONTACT US BEFORE YOU 
BUY! All ages ready to go—some trained. Unre- 
lated pairs. Natural HUNTERS from world-ta- 
mous lines. Point, honor, retrieve like experts at 
young age. (5 mo. pup shown above.) Unexcelled 
liveability & performance record. Guaranteed 
100%, healthy. Rabies, permanent distemper 
shots, wormed, registered, housebroken, free 
dog-house crate. Ship everywhere but Russia. 
On approval. Breeding is a science & is our 
business—not a hobby. Here to stay, not fly-by- 
nite. Sold hundreds of pups to satisfied HUNT- 
ERS. Our determination to uphold fine reputation 
of breed & our kennels insures you A-l pups. 





REGAL WEIMARANERS 


, Ph. 3- 5779. 3810 Bowie, Amarillo, Tex. 


ED REGAL REGAL, 








Ts. 
For | TOp. 
or large. dogs S00g5 


28" x 36’ 

POST paid 
$495 Fito Vor Lett all 
Use this revolutionary, chemically treated mat 
on regular bed of pet, or separately — rids cats 
or dogs of fleas, ticks, nits. Pleasant, clean odor 
counter-acts animal smell. Kennel-tested by vet- 
erinarians. Order today —money back guarantee! 
Check or Money Order. 


V. F. GARRETT CO. 


P.O. Box 1143-57 








SECTIONAL 
KENNEL FENCE 


e Built-in 


ATLA 


with ea 


WRITE FOR CATALOG K-53 


ATLAS FENCE COMPANY 
VENANGO & CEDAR STREETS, PHILA. 34, PA. 


Manufacturers of Industrial and Residential Fence 





DALLAS, TEXAS 





Does Your DOG COME 
WHEN CALLED 


If not, he POSITIVELY WILL. and in ONLY A FEW DAYS 

if you follow the NEW, SIMPLE, ee CUT rocedure 

given in the booklet ‘‘TRAINING Y RO COME 

WHEN CALLED.’’ Results UNBELIEVABLE! Order TODAY 
NOW, Only $1.00, Send money with order to 


_GEO K. WILTON, Box 315-10, Montclair, N. J. 


It's Moc K'DOG'S LIFE”! 








Dogs live the life of Riley when you carry them in air 
conditioned comfort and safety in your trunk. In-A-Trunk 
Ventilator supplies cool fresh air, keeps out exhaust 
fumes, No mud or hair on cushions or floor, (Keeps food, 


fish, vegetables fresh in 
transport.) Fits in side of j 
trunk—does not mar appear. 
ance of car. Easily installed. 
Looks like gas tank cap. At 
dealers or direct. Nickel 
plated $3.00 — DeLuxe 
Chrome plated $4.00, post- 
paid; 50c extra in Canada, 
Satisfaction Guaranteed, Or- 
der today! 


P & K, INC, 
121 WN. Dixie Highway, 
Momence, Ill. 
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will give a dog rheumatism, flatten his 
feet, and stove him up for the field. But 
when it’s properly installed, I’ve never 
seen any of these charges against it 
verified. If concrete is laid directly on 
the earth it will absorb moisture, and 
that isn’t good. To avoid this, lay it on 
6 in. of drainage gravel, such as is re- 
quired for factory floors. The slab it- 
self needn’t be more than 4 in. thick 
since it’s not intended to carry heavy 





traffic. It should be provided with ex- 
pansion joints, floated, and troweled 
smooth. 


The many advantages of concrete 
among them the prevention of excessive 
nail growth far outweigh the com- 
plaints against it even when it is put 
down on bare earth. You can prevent 
or at least greatly lessen the disad- 
vantages of moisture, urine absorption, 
and larvae breeding in the pores by 
treating the cement with a waterproot- 
ing compound. 

Cement may be put down by the pene- 
tration method, which is used extensive- 
ly in highway construction and is ideal 
| for dog runways. Stone or cracked rock 
| of approximately 2-in. size is first laid 
| about 6 in. deep. Then a rich mixture 
| of sand and cement is made of such 
| consistency that it will pour and pene- 
| trate among the stones. This is floated 
in, troweled smooth, and eventually 
treated as the conventional slab. 

It’s possible to make a good ground 
cover from a mixture of native soil and 
cement. Ohio has used it for roads, 
and some are still in good shape after 
20 years of use. Some Pacific airport 
runways have been made of soil-cement, 
and it has proved to be quite satisfac- 
tory where gross plane loads don’t ex- 
ceed 15 tons. 

Any combination of the sand, gravel, 
silt, and clay usually encountered in 
native soils forms a good base. If the 
| soil runs too high in clay it may be 
necessary to add sand. The lighter the 
soil, the less cement is required for a 
good mix. 

Usually half a sack of cement and 6 
| gal. of water are required to make 1 

sq. yd. of 4-in. slab, which is thick 
enough for a kennel runway. This is 
| 15 percent by volume. This proportion 
| may or may not be right for your soil, 
and it’s a good idea to test it by making 
a few experimental blocks. Start with 
1 part cement and 9 parts soil. Then in- 
crease the amount of cement. ‘Too 


much cement won't do any harm, but 
too little will give poor results. Let the 
test blocks ripen for a week. At the 
end of that time the best blocks will 
ring when tapped, and an ice pick 
shoved into them by hand won't pene- 
trate more than 14 in. 

When you're ready to start making a 
soil-cement runway, first spade and 
break up the soil to a depth of just 4 in. 
Pulverize it well, and remove all sticks 
and stones. Do this until the soil will 


_ pass through a 14-in. sieve. Then rake 


it level. Apply the cement in small de- 
posits, and rake it evenly over the soil. 
Now blend it thoroughly to the 4-in. 
depth with a hoe. Don’t spread the 
cement if the soil is wet. The mixture 
of soil and cement should be fluffy be- 
fore it is watered. 

Then sprinkle this with a mist from 
your hose, mixing the soil and cement 
lightly so that it is wet along the edges 
and to the full depth. The mixture is 
wet enough when it will. mold in your 
hand and not crumble. When it is like 
this, tamp it and rake it level, and roll 
it with a garden roller until it is 
smooth. Then sprinkle lightly again 
and cover with burlap, waterproof pa- 
per, wet sawdust, or even soil. Let it 
stand for one week before you un- 
cover it. 

No matter what surface cover you 
use, be prepared to keep it clean. Make 
it a practice to clean the runway before 
or during rains since rain will soak 
droppings, along with worm eggs, into 
the surface. Scattering lime over the 
area occasionally will offset some of the 
sourness in a dirt cover. It’s well to 
remember that fleas don’t breed on a 
dog, but in the dirt and dust of runways 
and in filthy cracks and crevices of 
shelters and sleeping boxes. 

In some areas kennel runways be- 
come infested with hookworms. The 
Alabama Polytechnic Institute has de- 
veloped a fine control method for this. 
It consists of spreading sodium borate 
over the earth—10 Ib. to each 100 sq. 
ft. Worm all infected dogs, and repeat 
the worming and the ground treatment 
at 4 to 8+-week intervals during the 
spring and summer. Sandy soils must 
be treated more frequently than heavy 
soils. Less borate is needed for con- 
crete or hard-surface runways. This is 
no cure-all, but it goes hand in hand 
with good kennel practice.—McDowell 
Lyon. 





THE CRAZY SETTER 


| (continued from page 71) 
and tired, but he grinned enthusiastically. 

“Well,” he said, “I saw a lot of birds.” 
The big setter’s tongue was hanging 
out. 

We went back to the car for lunch, 
and in our attempts to avoid the sub- 
ject of dogs we offered Tucker a course 
|in Michigan woodcock. He couldn't 
understand how we could find so many. 
| A lot of what we told him was probably 
elementary stuff, but it might help 
| many another hunter. 
| Before you can hope to find a wood- 
cock, you've got to know what sort of 


bird he is. It can be said simply: he 
probes after earthworms for a living. 
They make up almost 90 percent of his 
diet. The woodcock’s whole life re- 
volves around that fact, and the side 
conclusions to be drawn from it are im- 
portant. Where do you find earth- 
worms? Almost anywhere. But not in 
the bald, sandy, openly sunlit places. 
Nor in dark cedar-swamp interiors. 
That puts the woodcock somewhere in 
between these two general cover di- 
visions. 

Now, the woodcock’s bill is only three 
to four inches long. That’s as deep as it 
can go. So the worms have to be pretty 
close to the surface. This suggests 
damp ground, but not just any damp 
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ARKANSAS HUNTING HOUNDS 


Extra high class coonhounds $150 and up. Fine, partly 
trained coonhounds that only need some hunting to make 
them first class coonhounds, 340. Rabbit hounds of the high- 
est class, $40; the best $60. Deerhounds of the highest 
class, deerhounds that are thoroughly trained and experi- 
enced will please the best sportsmen, $75. Squirrel dogs of 
the silent trailing type, small and medium sized dogs, the 
best $75. have been shipping hounds for 28 years and 
handle the best. Satisfied customers all over America. Send 


dime for literature. Ten days trial. 


EDWARD FERGUSON 
ARKANSAS 








BOONEVILLE 








NEW STYLE = COLLARS 


Solid b-ing in front of buckle for more strength. Fancy 
English bridle leather; Nickle plated buckle, D-ring, and 
rivets. Complete with brass nameplate deeply stamped 
with your name and address and riveted securely to the 
collar. Please give breed of dog and state length wanted. 


Expert workmanship retire 
Only .89 cents each; 6 for $4.7 
Send check, money order or we wiil ship C.O.D. 


Bill Boatman, 113 West Main St., Highland, Ohio 


Guaranteed satisfactory. 





Arkansas Coon Hound Kennels 


Pointers and Setters, priced reasonably. Outstand- 
ing coonhound combination tree hounds. Extra nice 
started tree hound. Also, fox, wolf, deer and cat 
hounds. Outstanding rabbit hounds. Small type 
squirrel dogs. Silent trailers, good tree barkers. Also 
oung hounds ready to start hunting. All trained 
ounds sold on 10 day trial. Money back guarantee. 
Write for free literature and price list. 


JOE STRATTON AND SONS 
PHONE 554) ROGERS, ARKANSAS 








WEIMARANER PUPS 


Stop iosing dead and crippled game. Help 
our game conservation program by using a 
famous German ‘‘Gray Ghost’’ all-purpose 
hunting and companion dog in the field. 


Inquiries promptly answered 


4. D. HAM RUBE LIPE 


Palmer, Kansas 
a enctnne 








OVER 100 DOGS 
to CHOOSE FROM 


For PETS, HUNTING or POLICE 
WORK. NEW Illustrated 
(over 100 photos) book- 
let tells size - color - use 
+ temperament - origin. 


176 San Fernando Rd. Dept. 
Illustrated Dogs les Auigaton, Colle” tau 





LOUISVILLE 4, KY. 








Champion Bloodiines 
Young; up to 18 months; 
partially trained; $125.00. 
Older dogs; well trained; 
242 to four years ol 
$225.00. For Sale; 
your wants: 

Call Clay 3604 


R. H. KELLY 
1025 Barret Ave. 


w rite 








FOR "SALE 


HUNTING HOUNDS: Coonhounds, 


Com- 
bination hounds, Foxhounds, Rabbithounds; 
Exceptional Game Finders. Black and Tans, 


Redbones, Blueticks, Redticks, Spotted etc. 
Sold Cheap. Trial. Pictures, Literature, Free. 
DIXIE KENNELS, D2 Herrick, Illinois 














WEIMARANER PUPS | 


‘“‘New Wonder Dog’’—Look. ‘‘Smartest Dogs In The 
World’’—True. ‘‘The Doggondest Dog’’—Pageant. “‘A 
Natural Born Hunter, Protector and Companion’’— 
Mechanix Illustrated. Priced very reasonably. 
FINEST BLOOD LINES FOR HUNTING, 
SHOW AND OBEDIENCE, 
STUD SERVICE 
JAS. W. HALDANE 
ee No. 3, Cen, oie 
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HEAVY GAUGE SOLID BRASS» 
LARGE RIVET HOLES* LETTERING 
1S PRESSED IN DEEP WITH A PRE- 44, = 
CISION MACHINE & WILL LAST =, 
OURING LIFE OF TAG*3 LINES OF Ye LARGE LETTERS, uP To ¥ 
1S LETTERS PER LINE * PHONE, RFD, REWARD, OR DOG'S NAME 
MAY BE SUBSTITUTED FOR ANY ABOVE ogy 
ANDERSON MFG. 
RD. 2, DEPT. 22 MEXICO, fi ssour! 


High Class Shooting Dogs 


Finest lot of Setters, Pointers, and Coonhounds we 





have ever owned and offered for sale in our 28 years’ 
thoroughly 


service. Every dog carefully trained and 
experienced in the field. Both 
close and wide hunters, with 
and without papers. Price rea- 
sonable, and shipped for trial. 
See and try one before you_buy. 
Time payment if desired. Write 
for full information today. 
Tel.: Bethel Sortnys 6205 

Frye’s Kennels Finger, Tenn. 














ground. That bill is kind of soft. Hard 
or rocky ground won’t do. Neither will 
tough sod. And, if you look at the 
woodcock’s rather frail, pink feet, you'll 
realize he can’t do much effective 
scratching. He has to have feeding 
grounds that are either covered with 
fallen leaves or with sparse, soft 
grasses. Extremely close ground cover 

for example, dense, low-growing 


brush—doesn’t offer such conditions. So | 


it’s simple logic that, given these re- 
quirements, the place must have fairly 
high cover overhead, dappled sunlight 
and shade, and only scattered cover 
near the ground. 

Whenever anyone tells me he can’t 
find woodcock, I’m always a little sur- 
prised. Small areas having such exact 
requirements should be easy to locate. 
Open stands of maple, where the ground 
is soft and damp underneath, quite 
often are the right places in my baili- 
wick. But they’re never as good as 
stream bottoms. Along our Pigeon 
River, northeast of Bay City, Mich., are 
some of the best woodcocking grounds 
I’ve ever seen anywhere. We have a lot 
of ‘black-haw brush in the flats. It 
grows rather tall and crowds out heavy 
grass beneath. In the damp, well- 
drained, black loam of those flats, 
where the black haws throw dappled 
sunlight and shade on the ground, it’s 
possible sometimes to flush 100 wood- 
cock in an afternoon. 

As Russ and I told Tucker these 
things, he began to protest. He swore 
he’d been through some territory on our 
last stop that fitted the description ex- 
actly. And he hadn’t seen a bird. 

“Is that where you got your 
wet?” Russ asked. 

Tucker nodded. We'd had excep- 
tional rains. Puddles stood everywhere 
in the bottoms we ordinarily would have 
hunted. Under such circumstances, 
many hunters come up to our country, 
try the covers that previously produced, 
and go home grumbling. 

“That’s exactly why,” I told Tucker, 
“we’re hunting the little swales on the 
higher ground.” 

We figured that one out the year be- 
fore when we'd found our old covers all 
but flooded. This scattered the birds. 
But while other hunters all but went 
without, Russ and I shot limits of wood- 
cock. The trick? Hunting the ridges. 
There we found tiny spring runs that 
seldom flowed above the ground. A bit 
of hazel brush, willow, or alder marked 
them among the scattered evergreens. 
You could walk down one of those runs, 
not over 10 feet wide, and kill four 
woodcock in half a mile. Many hunters 
would have walked right past them. 

“Then there are the birches,’’ Russ 
instructed. “Don’t forget the little 
points of birches.” 


feet 


looked around. From where I sat I 
could see a tiny island of slender 
birches, growing thickly, set in the mid- 
dle of the balsams. ‘‘That’s the sort of 


a place I’d never pass,’’ I said. “‘There’s 
a slight depression there, probably 
damp. The grass is thin. It would 


never hold more than one or two birds, 
but enough spots like that make a day.” 
I took my gun and walked over to 
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No fuss, no trouble. FLEA- 
COLLAR is adjustable, easy 
to put on your dog. Kills 
fleas, relieves itching tor- 
ment they cause. Guaranteed 
effective. Sold by Veterinar- 
ians, pet shops, hardware, 
variety, drug and depart- 
ment stores. 
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Good food is part of 
the heart to hunt. Get 
Vitality at feed, seed 
or sporting goods store. 


VITALITY MILLS, Inc. 


Chicago 4, Ilinois 











DOG J COLLARS 


$1.00 Each — Six for $5.00 
With Your Name and Address 
Made of best leather, buckles and dees. 
Give breed of dog for size and print 
name and address. Catalog on request, 


BALLARD LEATHER CO, 
214 N. College St., Dept. O.L. 
_____CHARLOTTE,N.C. 


BRASS NAME PLATES 


or KEY TAGS 


5 40. each 


Half actual size 3 for $1.00 
QUANTITY PRICE—SAME STAMPING 
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Free Literature and pictures. Trial. 
SHORT CREEK KENNELS 
BOAZ, ALABAMA 
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due to lack of essential linoleic oil—(S0% 
in Rex Wheat Germ Oil). Rex on daily food 
helps stop misery. Gives your dog a 
luxuriant rich coat. Ask any kennel- 
man. 2 months supply $1 ot pet 
counters. REX, Monticello, Il. 
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Protect Chairs, Beds, Rugs, etc. 
Just shake Powder Chaperone on anything you 


want your dog to keep off! Works like magic! No 
more embarrassing dog hairs when company comes. 
You can’t smell it—dogs do and stay away. Harm- 
less to you, your pets, even finest fabrics. Does not 
show. Correct your dog’s bad habits this easy way. 
Keeps male dogs away from females in season. 
Stops puppy damage. Handy shaker package, only $1. 
SEND NO MONEY — | LiquidChaperone, keeps dogs, 
Order Powder Chaperone | ©2ts out of evergreens, shrubs, 
C.O.D. plus postage (or gosdene. garbage can, ete 
Se nyt armless, (spray on). 8 oz. $1. 
send $1 bill at our risk Kitty Chaperone, especially 
and we'll pay postage). 


for cats. Keeps off chairs. Stops 
Money-Back Guarantee |clawing furniture, drapes. $1. 
SUDBURY LABORATORY, Box 139, South Sudbury, Mass. 


POWDER Chaperone 


Stores: Write for Special Offer. 






















HOW TO— 
BREAK DOGS!! 
TRAIN DOGS!! 








You can now stop your dog from running Deer, Rabbit, 
Skunk, Fox or Coyote. Merely swab his nose with our 
original animal musk daily for short period which makes 
your dog disgusted with the animal you don’t want him 
to run. Will not harm or pain dog in any way! Sure results! 
TRAIN DOGS IN FEW DAYS! 

You can break your dog by the above method. Or, if you 
wish’ to hunt any of these animais, including Coon, musks 
tan be used to lay trails. 1 oz.—$1.25; 4 oz.—$4.00; 
8 oz.—$7.00 Postpaid. 

ORDER TODAY! FREE 4-PAGE Saat 
MU 


MUSK TO 

BREAK DOGS Price TRAIN DOGS 
Deer 1 oz.—$1.25 Coon 

Fox 4 0z.— 4.00 Rabbit 
Rabbit 8 oz.— 7.00 Fox 

Skunk 

Coyote 


PETE RICKARD Box 15 COBLESKILL, N. Y. 












Finest AKC reg. show & 
goldens, reds, & biacks. ‘ 
Females; 2 to 342 mos. 


hunting stock: distem- 
ORDER NOW--A most wel- 
SAND ‘LAKE KENNELS, Stone Lake, Wisc. 


Po =royS TERED 
GE COCKER SPANIEL PUPS} G a PUPS 


HOUSE TRAINED 
beautiful creams, buffs, 
ery. Will ship COD. Males or 





Did you get the limit last Season? Buy from a man who started 

hanting and training dogs, when he was fifteen years old. 
avers dog sold on trial, Dogs of the hunting breeds: 

un MOP ee $25.00 COMBINATION . .$20.00 

SEMI-SILENT ...$20.00 SQUIRREL ..... $15.00 
RAGRIT .. csmn» s S$2E.00 FOX ... ese $25.00 


10 DAYS TRIAL 
Write for literature containing terms of sale 


J. N. RYAN KENNEL 
_MURRAY 


——— 7 Heavy Chrome Choke 


4%” Leather sewed 
Le ad, bolt snap, with 
144” handle for strong 
=a. gri set $3.10, 3 sets 


ee $s.! 50. Cap riveted Lead 
without special handle. Other Chrome _ sets 
All Breed Dogs (6 ft. Leather Training Lead 
only) set $2.75, 3 sets $7.50 post paid. Catalog 
—-see All Chrome Collar. 

uove’s, 1492 S$. Woodward, Srninghem, Mich. 








HUNTING COCKERS 


Dogs that will hunt and 
retrieve up-land game. 


ENGLISH POINTERS 


For grouse and quail . . . with style 
and keen sense of smell. 


$75.00 and up 
BEROL LODGE KENNELS (AKC) 


710 E. 14th St. New York 9, N. Y. 
(Kennels ih Westchester—Blair Crowell, Mgr.) 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 





|} Our 


| 


the place, through it, turned back. and 
went through again. Nothing hap- 
pened. I looked up, grinning sheepish- 
ly. Then I took another step. From 
exactly where I’d paused—or so it 
seemed—came the telltale twitter. A 
fat brown bird shot straight up into the 
sun. Blinded, I squinted and tried to 
follow. He towered above the tree- 
tops, then leveled off. Following his 
flight by sound, I wheeled back and 
took a long poke at him. Down he 
came. 


W: got in the car then and drove to 
another area. Tucker, studying 
the country through the car window, 


said, ‘‘At home, if we had a frost like 
you had last night, every bird in the 


state would leave. We wouldn’t even 
bother to go hunting.” 


“We do it different,” Russ said. “Not 
many hunters know it, but there’s some 
wonderful hunting here long after the 
frosts come. Sure, woodcock will leave 
if the ground stays frozen — they'll 
starve when they can’t get their bills 
through the crust to hunt worms—but 
the ground was only crusted for a few 
hours by last night’s frost. Our birds 
get used to that, especially when light 
frosts through August and September 
condition them gradually. The only 
time they’ll leave is when we have 
balmy weather in early fall, then a se- 
vere frost with no warning. That sends 
birds south.” 

’ I added, 


“Even then “birds nesting 


| farther north come down to replace our 
| local birds about as fast as they leave. 


| be frost-conditioned. 


'a yowl 


And those northern birds will already 
Let a really cold 
blow come near the end of the season 
and they’ll swarm down to the Huron 
shore by the hundreds. Some even 
huddle around springs in our area after 
we have several inches of snow.”’ 

As we drove around a bend, a snow- 
shoe hare, still in brown coat, hurtled 
across the road in front of the car. With 
and a crash, that fool setter 
ripped his way out the open window, 
despite Tucker’s grabbing and shout- 
ing. Yipping in frenzy, the dog was 
into the woods like a shot. I stopped 


| the car. 


KENTUCKY | 


To soothe my temper, as we waited, 
I switched the subject back to wood- 


| cock. ‘In that alder swale,”’ I said, ‘‘we 
really slayed ’em last fall. Now it’s too 
wet. But notice the slope going up 





> 


from the swale? See those small bal- 
sams mixed with the poplars ?”’ 

We'd taken our toll in the alders 
early in the season, and then the weath- 
er had turned biting cold. The ground 
was still O.K., but a bitter wind was 
herding in snow flurries. The day we 


tried it again a pair of hunters beat 
us to the swale. Not wanting to give 
our secret away, we'd waited. When 


they came out, they said, ““They’ve gone. 
Funny, they sure were thick here last 


week.”’ Then, as they drove away, we 
walked along the slope beside the 
swale. A bird popped out from under 


almost every one of those little bal- 
sams. It was fantastic. They were 
huddled there out of the wind until 
time to go down to the swale to feed at 
dusk. 


Presently the dog came back. Russ 
roughly heaved him into the car. We 
pulled down a long, sandy grade, and 
looked for another marker. “I don’t 
get this,’”” Tucker said. ‘“‘You have all 
these markers along the sand trails, but 
you go away off from them to hunt a 
swale somewhere.” 

That was our biggest woodcock se- 
cret—our summer woodcock hunting 
and we weren't anxious to give it away. 
I stopped the car, and we piled out. 
The red dog leaped for the door. 

“Oh no you don’t,” Russ said. He 
grabbed the dog, hauled him back to 
the car trunk, and heaved him in. 
Tight-lipped, he said, “I’ve had all of 
that I can stand.” He threw his gun 
under his arm and stomped toward the 
lean, sparse-brushed run along the low 
ridge top. Tucker just grinned. 

We entered the run with Russ talk- 
ing to the dogs, slowing them. These 
dogs work side by side, never missing, 
swinging across and back, covering 
every detail. When their vibrating tails 
say bird, you want to be ready. Some- 
how, having that red dog out of the 
way put us all in a good frame of mind. 
We were all absorbed in the keen ex- 
pectancy of the hunt. The dogs slowed, 
wriggling all over. One bird was up, 
and another was close’ behind it. 

Tucker swung and shot deliberately. 
I never would have believed, from see- 
ing the red dog work, that he had this 
in him. Both birds folded. Russ started 
to shout, ‘Good work!” But the sound 
trailed: off, because he was suddenly 
busy. The dogs raced out ahead, and 
another bird went up. Then one flushed 
practically from between my boots, and 
Tucker was on another. We'd hit the 
jackpot. 

The excited springers were going 
crazy with the sound of flushing wings, 
but they broke back obediently when 
called, and we stood quiet while Russ 
soothed them and sent them searching 
the downed birds. We’d dropped five 
fat birds in just a few seconds. “That 
was swell shooting, Tucker,” I said. 

“Thanks,’’ he said, “but anybody 
should be able to hit a woodcock. Trou- 
ble is, the average fellow uses shot too 
big——No. 9’s in a low-base shell, that’s 
my load—and he shoots too quick, wor- 
rying about the brush.” 


H™ well I knew. I'd tried to tell the 
same thing to many a woodcock 
tyro. Don’t worry about the brush. 
Just watch the bird, and think bird. 
Forget the brush, and take your time. 
Wait until they level off. Nine out of 
10 are shot under as they zoom straight 
up. Woodcock aren’t fast, and fine shot 
goes through brush a long way out 
They’re easy to kill. A shot or two 
drops them. Deliberate shooting and a 
short-barreled, fairly open gun are 
about all it takes. Can’t hit ’em? Sure 
you can. Quit thinking you can't. 

Russ went down on one knee as bot! 
dogs, jealous of the work to be done, 
came in hanging onto the same bird 
He took it from them, and at that in 
stant there was a terrific clatter to ou: 
left. “Did you lock the trunk?” I 
asked Russ. 


There was no need to answer. The 
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red setter just came tearing past. Russ 
jumped up and swore. Tucker swore, 
then looked at us apologetically. The 
dog headed straight for the run, bound- 
ing, barking, blasting birds out at every 
jump. In a few seconds the spot was 
ruined, and shooting time was now al- 
most over. Well, it hadn’t been too 
bad a day. Nine birds killed. But if it 
hadn’t been for that crazy dog we 
eould have had limits the first hour, and 
spent the rest of the day on grouse. 


e came together, each looking at 

the others. Finally Russ broke the 
grim silence. ‘That dog,” Russ said, 
“ought to be shot.” 


“Well, shoot him,” Tucker said. ‘““He’s 
yours.” 
“Thanks,’ Russ answered, “but I 


wouldn’t have him if you tied a gold 
brick to his tail.” 

Tucker threw up his hands. ‘What 
is this? What are you giving me? 
That fool isn’t my dog.” 

“He isn’t what?” I put in. 

“Doesn’t he belong to one of you?” 
Tucker said, wide-eyed. 

“T never laid eyes on him before this 
eorning, ” Russ answered. 





“Nor I.” 

Russ suddenly let out a wild whoop 
and started laughing, and Tucker and I 
followed suit. Finally Tucker said. ‘“‘He 
just came across the yard and licked 
my hand as I knocked on your door this 
morning. Naturally, I thought- 

And so, on the way home, with the 
ted stray back in the trunk compart- 
ment, we decided to tell Tucker our 
woodcock secret. After all, we’d done 
him a pretty dirty deal, making him 
hunt alone with the red dog. We told 
him how we started watching for the 
woodcock to come back about April. 
How we went out on spring evenings, 
listened for their mating calls: the first 
sound, like someone blowing a rasp- 
berry at you, repeated several times 
from the ground; then the take off, 
and a high, circling, twittering mating 
fight, followed by a swift dive to earth. 

We located these mating birds, then 
followed them throughout the summer, 
driving the back roads at dusk. Some- 
times we found maybe a dozen of them 
sitting in the roads by the swales. They 
seem to like to do this. But usually, 
when the night is really chilly, they 
§0 up onto the high ground and sit in 
the sand trails, taking the warmth it 
holds. We've driven many an evening 
until 9 or 10 o’clock, flushing literally 
dozens. We marked the spots, and then 
went back to locate the near-by swales 
from which they congregate. 

We knew we were seeing only a per- 
centage of the birds. Half a dozen here 
or there. A dozen meant a bonanza. 
We didn’t molest them until the hunt- 
ng season. But when that time came, 
ve knew exactly where to find the 
rds. And because those places were 
derfect, we knew that when the local 
tirds left, the flight birds would find 
the same covers. 

“Great,” Tucker said. “I’ve never 
leard of anything like that before. But 
‘hen, with a game-finding dog like that 
‘ed setter of yours along, a fellow’s 
ound to learn things.” THE END 





















CORRECTS MANGE 
PROMOTES A HEALTHY, 


softens. 
money back. Non-greasy 





DOG SCRATCHING 
ONCE AND FOR ALL 


RINGWORM 
SLEEK COAT, 
Soothing, healing KAY-9-OIL gives immediate results. 
tion from spreading — Stops itching — Keeps area clean— Soothes and 
Guaranteed to correct the wosst cases AT ONCE or your 
can’t stain—non-toxic 


















ECZEMA 
Keeps infec- 


Pleasant pine odor. 





6 OZ. TRIAL SIZE $1.00 GALLON $10.00 QUART $3.50 PINT $2.00 | 
PRESTON DRUG COMPANY 
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Price $2.25. 


Will not disturb game or neighbors. 
Most effective for Field Trials, close hunting, neighborhood calling up to % mile. Humans can hear for short dis- 
tance. 36” Metal bead neck chain $1.00 extra. No C.0.D.'s Please! 









MOST POWERFUL SILENT TYPE WHISTLE ON MARKET. 


ULTRA-SONIC 
SILENT DOG 
WHISTLE 




















SANBORN PRODUCTS CO. Box 132, Dept. P-11 es Ohio 
WEIMARANERS — 
Seven pups, bred to hunt, sired by Field Cham- COONERS 
pion Palladian Perseus, out of Field gcse Combination Tree 
Y-Mar’s Dawn. Will be sold only to men who Hounds. Bird 
will promise to train them for the field. Also dogs. High-Class Fox-Hounds. Rabbit dogs 


other well-bred pups. 


BOBBY BREZLER 
Room 209 Wayne Bidg., Ph. 912R13 or 1724, Waynesboro, Pa. 





OUTSTANDING SHOOTING DOGS | 


Have a few high-class trained 
Pointers and Setters—gun 
dogs you will be proud to 
own, and a pleasure to shoot 
over. Close, medium and wide. 
Prices reasonable. Shipped on 
trial. Write, phone or come. 
Visitors welcome. Dogs shown 
on quai]. State dog wanted. Reference given. 
W. L. HARGROVE HARDIN, KY. 
*Phone: 943- -W-1, Murray, Ky. 








REG. ‘BLACK LABRADOR; Year 
4 YEARS. 
A good-looking, hard-going grandson of Shed of Arden. He has 
a good disposition and loves his work. Trained to pe 00. 0 0 
yt as been hunted 3 seasons on ducks and pheas- 60 
ants, including one trip to Canada. PRICE $ 
Also BLACK LABRADOR pout 1 
so about 1 yr. 
Good pedigree, nice size, wonderful retriev- 
er; 3 months professional training. PRICE $250. 00 


Will ship on trial. 
H. W. STETTLER 


Phone or wire, don’t write: 
Belle Plaine, lowa 











HUNTERS! 


Coonhounds, Combination Hunt- 
ers, Foxhounds. Rabbit hounds; 
Blacktans, Redbones, Blueticks, 
~ Spotted, Trained. Reasonable. 
Literature free. Trial allowed. 
WILDWOOD KENNELS 


Dept. OL, Herrick, Hlinois 























RAT TERRIER 
PUPPIES 


Reasonable, small general 
Purpose dogs. Natural ratters 
and fine house pets. Large 
type make excellent squirrel 
dogs. Variety of colors. 
Send dime for photos and 
literature. 


KENNY’S KENNELS 
ST. JOHN wes. 


| 


















and Beagles a Specialty. Prices reasonable. 
Free literature and Pictures. TRIAL ALLOWED. 
RACCOON MOUNTAIN KENNELS 
Oures Thomas, Owner 
Box 268 ALBERTVILLE, ALABAMA 














IT WORKS! to KEEP vocs AWAY 

WHILE FEMALES ARE IN SEASON. USED 

SUCCESSFULLY FOR OVER 25 YEARS. SAT- 
ISFACTION GUARANTEED OR MONEY 
REFUNDED. ASK YOUR DEALER OR 

rW]0) SEND #/.00 For BoTTLE POSTPAID 

Seat PIERPONT PRODUCTS CO. DEPT. 11 

P.O. Box 56, Boston 90, Mass. 

BLACK AND TAN 


COONHOUND PUPS 


Bred for Hunters by Hunters 
Majestic, long-eared, buxle-voiced, fast, cold 
trailing, natural-born, tree-barking hounds of 
Early American Fame. Typey pups sired by 
our top stud cooners and from matings within 
our hunting pack. We maintain the oldest 
and finest AKC registered field and show 
bloodlines. Full particulars 25c 
MAPLE HILL FARM 

___ Greencastle, Ind 
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| OUTSTANDING GUN DOGS 





Hunters, I have a ee out 
standing setters, and point 
ers. medium, close — am 
wide rangers. From 3% to 
> yrs old, well trained, 
easy to handle, a pleasure 
to shoot over. Priced rea 
sonable on trial, write me, 
I will describe each tndl- 
vidual dog 
BILL A. MOORE 

_SESSER, ILLINOIS 








te 
ae DOGS TRAINED 


Complete job strictly guaranteed. Staunch 

on point, steady to wing and shot, back. 
Retrieve tenderly and promptly on com- 
mand and stay and hunt dead and crip- 
ples. ALSO training and boarding by 


the month 
LUCAS KENNELS 


Phone 3301, Rose Hill Newton, Ili. rons 3301 Rae he Newton tt 





DOG MATTRES 


GET YOUR DOG OFF THE COLD, DAMP 
FLOOR AND OFF THE FURNITURE! 


A real mattress, 4 inches thick, far superior 
to mats or pads. It is soft, warm and com- 
fortable; gives protection against dampness. 
Eyelet-tufted. filled with fine quality cedar- 
treated cotton. 
MONEY BACK GUARANTEE 
SEND CASH, CHECK OR MONEY ORDER 
C.O.D.’s 50c extra plus shipping charges 


WASHABLE SLIPCOVERS 

























Sizes Prices 
CEDAR TREATED i. “oe 
Filled with first quality combed 16”x23” 3.25 
cotton . cedar treated for 17”x25” 3.50 
18”x27” 4.00 
edema q 21"x32" 4.50 
22”x34” 5.00 
24”x36” 6.00 
27°x36 7.00 
36”x36” 10.00 
36”x50” 12.00 

DEALERS 


Write for folder 
& Price List 





Made to fit these mattresses: have 
slip on and off easily. 
the price of mattress it fits. (See size 
so that one can be clean at all times. 





snap fasteners, 
Price for each slipcover is 1 
table.) Buy two 








ury St., Boston, Mass. 
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‘ac. BEAGLE KENNEL 
Champion sired pups $20. Champion sired 
started $25. Champion sired bred females $35. 
Broken $35. 


WITIS 


_501 Plain St., Brockton, Mass. 








RETRIEVERS TRAINED 


in retriever country. Don’t give that young 
Golden Lab or Chessy a chance to develop bad 
habits. Special six weeks conditioning course for 
TRAINED retrievers ONLY. Want field trial 
Derby prospects. No pups for sale at this time. 


PAUL B. GENTHNER 
TEALBROOK KENNELS Kennebunk, Maine 














ORIGINAL GOSSETT’S 
Old Fashioned Cold Nosed, 
Bugle Voiced Long Eared 
Black and Tans. 


Breeds finest distinctive coonbred 

and foxbred strains. Trained 

hounds, bred bitches, puppies. 
Colorful catalog 25c¢ 


THE GOSSETT HOUNDS 0.222.278 


Bannock, Ohio 

















We offer hounds of all types 
and breeds. 
Coon, Combination hounds, 
Fox, Rabbit and Squirrel 
dogs. 

Ten days trial; list free. 


HILL-SIDE KENNELS 
SESSER 1, ILLINOIS 
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WEIMARANERS 


Puppies sired by our imported field trial win- 
ner, CH. CASAR VON DER FINNE, are prov- 
ing themselves in U.S. and foreign countries. 
Available now, either sex, at moderate cost. 
Fully guaranteed. Let us show you how an 
honest kennel does business. All stock shipped 
on approval. 

FIELD MASTER'S KENNELS, 


eg. 
WISCONSIN 











Route On GUSTA, 
2 DOG TAGS 
Fl “NAME OF DOG” 
4 OWNER & ADDRESS BRASS or ALUMINUM 
LIMIT IS LETTERS 35c each 
A LINE 
TAG Ne.33 3 for $1.00 






i FREE PRICE LIST 
MANUFACTURING COMPANY 
poo} DEPT. 0833 «WEST LEBANON, N. H. 


crimes DOGS? 


is to know about 
but we do know that eg) can find eut just 


We don't either, 
about anything you want to know from the 156 books listed in 





our DOG BOOK CATALOG. There are Bead on HUNTING 
DOGS and how to train them, on over 50 BREEDS, on CARE, 
FEE DING BREEDING and building KENNELS, There are pedi- 
ett forms, maps and charts—the most famous DOG STORIFS 
ever written, We are proud of the selection and we want you to 
ee it. Send 25¢ for vour copy today 
DIFFILY’S DOG HOUSE, Box 81 OL, Clifton, N. J. 
$1.25 PROFESSIONAL DOG 







HANDLER’S BRUSH 


For Shows, Kennels or Home. 500 


Postpaid 
















fine bent wire bristles, remove 
shedding hairs flirt 
etc. Gives a stimu- 
lating, healthy, blue 
ribbon grooming to 
ANY OG'S COAT. 


Over 100,000 pleased 
customers. Full mon- 
ey-back fuarantee. 
FREE CATALOG 
WARNER'S 
ome at 

N. 


FINE HUNTING HOUNDS 


for Coon, Fox. Rabbits and combination game. 

We offer black and tans, blueticks, Redbones, 

Walkers, Goodmans, Beagles and others. 

Write for free picture list showing types and 
breeds, price list, etc. 


Shipped with trial at reasonable prices. 


OKAW RIVER KENNEL, COWDEN, | 

















GERMAN SHORTHAIR 
POINTER PUPPIES 


Both sire and dam are real hunting compan- 
ions. Litter REGISTERED in F.D.S.B. and 
A.K.C. Whelped August 25th. Solid liver, 
or ticked, both sexes. Write for pictures and 
pedigree. 


ARCHER’S KENNELS NEVADA, MISSOURI 











ILLINOIS 





| ritating the tail. 





| 158 





JAMES R. KINNEY 


Dr. Kinney is glad to answer personally all | 


letters from readers regarding their dogs’ 
health. It should be remembered when 
writing him that serious illnesses cannot be 
treated successfully by a person unable to 
examine the dog. In such instances, a local 


veterinarian should be consulted at once. | 





“‘NATIONAL”’ 


Feu HOUSEBREAKING SCENT 


HOUSEBREAK YOUR PUPPY 


Guaranteed to quickly - safely 
housebreak your puppy or money 
back! So simple, nothing to give. . . 
2 drops on newspaper—inside or out 
—you pick the spot. Reaction is fast! 
Grown dogs go when and where you 
wish—on walks—trips—in apartments—etc.! Elimi- 
nate muss—fuss . . . save your temper. Order by 
mail—Today $2.00 postpaid. 
PACIFIC CCAST SCENT CO. 

6555 E. Compton Bivd., Compton 7, Calif. 


30 OTHER SCENTS - DEALERS - JOBBERS WRITE 
TRAIN DOG TO ONE SPOT 


WEIMARANERS 


Puppies of unusual talent, that natural- 
ly point and retrieve. Trained dogs that 
will give you a signal that there are live 
birds—a!so assure you of every crippled 
or dead bird. 


FIELD KING KENNELS 
Cc. Gronigen Rt. £4, Stillwater, Minn. 
5 
















THOUSANDS 


SOLD 

















Naked Tail 


Question: Some time ago the hair on the end 
of my beagle’s tail began to shed and now the 
top of the tail is naked for about 4 in. The flesh 
is red and sore-looking. What can I do about 
it?—Victor F. Evans, N. H. 


Apparently the animal has been ir- 
Clean it with equal parts of 
witch hazel and water, then apply an anesthetic 
ointment to the affected area. It may be neces- 
sary to bandage the tail to prevent the beagle 
from licking it. Or you can make a large collar 
of stiff cardboard and cover it with clean cotton 
cloth. This will prevent him from reaching the 
tail and irritating it.—J.R.K. 


Answer: 


Cutting the Toenails 


Question: How should I go about cutting my 
hound’s toenails?—Herbert Johnson, Mass. 


Answer: I'd advise having a veterinarian or 
some experienced person cut the nails before 
you try to do it. Until you become familiar 
with the right procedure, clip just a little of 
the nails at a time. Be very careful not to cut 
the nails too short, for if you do they not only 
will bleed but will be painful to the animal.— 
FRE. 


Infected Anal Glands 


Question: About every five or six months my 
dog develops abscesses near her rectum. What 
could be causing this. and what treatment do 
you suggest?—Paul R. Barlett, Pa. 


Answer: There’s probably some infection in 


the anal glands that remains dormant for a | 


while and then becomes active. I suggest you 
have your veterinarian express the glands once 
every two or three months. Apparently the open- 
ings become clogged and don’t function as they 
should, finally becoming abscessed. Give the 
dog 2 tsp. mineral oil twice a week.—J.R.K. 


Not Always Fatal 


Question: Is distemper always fatal to dogs? 
Will penicillin cure this disease?—Thomas B. 
Davis, S.C. 


Answer: Some cases of distemper are more 
severe than others, but many dogs recover from 
it. Penicillin has no effect on the distemper 
virus itself, but some veterinarians use it for 
its effects on secondary infections.—J.R.K. 


Treating Soft Pads 


Question: The pads on my hound’s feet get 
soft and wear off. What can I do to toughen 
them up?—Frank W. Ott, Pa. 


Answer: You might try dissolving 2 tsp. 
Epsom salts in a glass of water and bathing 
the dog’s feet twice a day. Don’t exercise the 
animal too much until the foot condition im- 
proves.—J.R.K. 


OUTDOOR LIFE 








DOG COLLARS 


Solid leather dog collars, with name, address and phone 


number, on heavy brass plates. Best leather, buckles and 
dees money can buy. For every 5 collars purchased, one 
collar given FREE. Give breed of dog for length. 
ene $1.00 eee 85c 
Se IRON Secs 75¢ 
Machine stamped brass plates...............:cccccceseeees 25c¢ each 


W. T. USSERY 
ROUTE =2, Candor 








Coon hounds ........ $75. 
Combination tree dogs ou... cece $50. 
eee ..$50. 







Well started young hounds 
Young, untrained hounds 
Deer hounds ................ 
Rabbit Hounds 











Squirrel hounds .$40. 

State kind of dog interested in: 

G. O. FAIRBANKS 
MAGAZINE ARKANSAS 
Top Notch Coon Hounds............. $75 
Combination Hounds........ Wee ene $50 
Extra good old Coon Hounds......... $40 
Nice Started Coon Hounds........... $30 
Fox, Wolf and Deer Hounds...... er 
Good Rabbit Hounds...... ie er eee’ - - $20 
1 & 2 yr. old Hounds....... Vekiveenes $15 
Extra good Squirrel dogs............$25 


10 days trial 










bo ww wwe weed 
i 


North Carolina 





Virgil Hendrix Seligman, Missouri 











Beagle Hounds Are Most Famous, Pop- 
ular and Amazing Performers on Rab- 

its and Pheasants. Get started on 
this most popular sport of Beagling 
Act Now! Subscribe to Beagle Hound 
Sportsman Monthly Magazine, fea- 
turing Greatest Beagles at Stud, and 


For Sale. Most helpful articles, sto 
ries, working, breeding, showing, 
running, training beagles. Field & 
show reports, Sample Copy only Zhe. 


Twelve Monthly Issues be $2.00 
Save Money! 2 years $3.25, 3 years 
only $4.50. Get Tested, Quickt st Meth 
od Rabbit Hound Training Formula. 
by E, A. Kopp, with over 40 years of beagling experience. Posi- 
tively Insures Against Gun-Shyness. Price only $1.00, No COD's. 
BEAGLE HOUND SPORT SPORTSMAN, Desk o, Johnson Creek, Wis. 


N, 
4a 
% Raitral Born Hoot? ene 
its and Phe®* 


HOUNDS-FARM RAISED 


Wolf - Fox - Coon - Squirrel - Rabbit - 
Bird Dogs—Also Pups. Ill health; forced 
to sell. 1 Black Bear, pet, cheap. 

GEO. W. WAUGHTAL 
Black River Falls, Wis. P. O. Box 232 

















GENUINE CAPO N S 


SURGICAL 
6 to 8 Wk. Old Started Beef Type 


Make more money with started 
capons. 8 to 10 pound birds in 4 
months. Bring premium pricesupto 
$1.00 per pound. Cheaper 59 c 
ea. 
fob 


than poults. Less trouble. 
Easy to raise. As low as.. 
ont Grove Hatcheries 
Pilot Grove, Mo. 2 





REE 
CIRCULAR 











FERRETS 


For free pictures and details write 
GILMAN MARSHALL ROSE |, N. Y: 








FLASH! GREAT BEAGLE NEWS! 
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HIGHEST QUALITY PHEASANTS 


We have produced approximately 8000 
Pheasants that are ideal for either eat- 
ing purposes, or shooting preserves. We 
have acres of range under cover. None of 
these birds HAVE EVER BEEN 
BRAILED or had their WINGS 


CLIPPED. They have been fed in strict 
accordance with the recommendations of 
the Purina Feed Mills, resulting in maxi- 


mum growth in the minimum time. Some 
of our birds have been used on hunting 
preserves this year and have given won- 
derful results. 
LIVE DELIVERY GUARANTEED 
Write or Phone 
J. E. BOWDEN 


2175 Person Ave., Memphis, Tenn. 
Phone—4-7345 or Coldwater, Miss., Phone—2342 


MINK 


of Champion Quality 


Last year’s pelts brought TOP PRICES. 








We offer you 


Stewart Pastels, Royal Pastels, Sapphires in Breath 
of Spring and Royal. 

Perhaps THE FINEST mink you have ever seen. We 
believe we have the top show herd of the country. 
Prices On request. Mailing address, as below: 


LEWIS PALMER 


$308 —— Drive are Utah 


RAISE MINK 


THE FUR BUSINESS IS 
ALWAYS GOOD 















I ship top breeding mi nk in all colors on 
approval everywhere ‘ree booklet gives 
inside ‘‘seerets’’ and pen Bh ins. There is 
cheap feed sole to waste geht in your 
own area. Why ot turn it ‘into valuable 
fur? Ask me ss this feed today 


LAWRENCE ot vee 


BRIGHAM CiT UTAH 











Raise " Pheasants 


for TOP MONEY 


Big pronts. iarge market. seiiing 
Pheasants to sporting organiza- 
tions for stock or as delicacies to 
better-class restaurants, hotels, etc. 
Demand exceeds supply. Send today for 
FREE data on proven method. 

GREAT CENTRAL GAME MANAGEMENT SYSTEM 
Columbus 13, Kansas 


RAISE Ss. FROGS 


BIG DEMAND! 
Good prices year round! Breed- 
er lays up to 20,000 eggs yearly. 
JY Nation-wide markets waitine for 
all you can ship. Men and Wom- 
en get ready now for next spawn. 
Small pond starts you. New book 
tells how! Send for illustrated 
FREE folder today. 


Albert Broel-21, P.0.Bex 506, New Orleans, La- 


Teo +400MONTH 


INTEREST You? 


it is easily possible to earn up to $400 a 
month raising Guaranteed Thoroughbred 
ANGORA AND NEW ZEALAND WHITE 
RABBITS. Good markets for Wool, Pelts, 
and Meat. WRITE TODAY for FREE IN- 
FORMATION. prices and where to sell. 


WHITE’S RABBITRY 















7 
209 3rd St., Dept. 26 


HAMSTERS sxais:) 


EASY, PROFITABLE. RAISE IN ANY CLIMATE. 
NO ODOR OR NOISE. FRIENDLY, INTERESTING PETS. 











MIKL, 685+ GAFFNEY.S.C. 
CHIN CHILLAS 


Genuine! 
REGISTERED—Bred 





young mated 
guaranteed to 
about this 


pairs and 
pairs Large. sturdy stock, 
litter. Write for FREE information 
sound and fascinating business: 


C & B CHINCHILLA RANCH 
WYOCENA WISCONSIN 








Jackson, Mich. 


Kingston 








FINEST MINK MONEY CAN BUY! 





SAR 
ORT 


RATS 
ESE 
RGETIC 

AND 


ETS 





Choice breeding stock available in natural dark 

-! nutation minks, which have won top awards 

aa 1@ past twenty years. For complete details 
i 


PURE BRED MINK FARM BRANCHPORT, NEW YORK 

























THE CLOCK WATCHERS 


(continued from page 10) 


there was an inevitable loss of 300,000 
among the tiny fish. As the rest grew, 
their advantage over normally reared 
trout became startlingly evident. By 
May, 1953, they were running 480 to 
the pound, against 2,000 to the pound 
among naturals. In brief, they were 
about four times as large—thanks to 
their head start in life and their diet. 

The result was a spring plant this 
year of 200,000 husky fingerlings, which 
cleared some pool space. About 500,000 
were kept in rearing ponds for release 
this fall as eight or nine-inchers 

In 1952 New York State began using 
a similar system of artificial lighting 
in its trout hatcheries. Officials say 
that it contributed greatly to the rec- 


ord stocking of 1,053,335 legal-size 
brown trout during the 1952-53 season, 
an increase of 350 percent over the 
number stocked in 1951-52. 


All of which means that many East- 
ern anglers are going to tangle with 
fish that are really wild, even though 
born in a hatchery. As for the trout 
well, that’s what they get for being 
clock watchers.—Heury S. Moore. 


ATTRACT WILD DUCKS, FISH 


PLANT LEGAL NATURAL FOODS 

ALSO PHEASANT AND QUAIL 
Natural Foods will bring and 
wid large numbers at sour 
tTavorite hunting or fishing ground 







Used successfully 57 years. North- 

ern grown for northern waters 
t southern grown for the South 
) brackish water kinds for the coast 
ith hi Wild Rice, Wild Celery and many 
WAWAl others adapted to all climates and 
waters, described in free illustrated book. Write 
describe area, receive expert planting advice anid 


book. Wm, 0. Coon, Naturalist 


GAME FOOD NURSERIES 
Oshkosh, Wisconsin 


P. O. Box 371-B 





RAISE RABBITS FOR US? | 


Grinstead’'s Famous ANGORAS, GIAN 
CHINCHILLAS and NEW ZEALANDS 
(World’s Most Profitable Rabbits) 
We buy ALL you raise—ALL the time! 
Rabbit raising is profitable, fascinating, out- 
door work. Small capital to start. Delicious 
meat, beautiful Furs, valuable Wool. Dea 
with the LEADER-—world’s largest breeder 

and supplier of fine rabbits. 
Write today for FREE INSTRUCTIONS. 
illustrated Literature, and Prices. 


GRINSTEAD FARMS Dept. 89 Edwardsville, Hl. 


PEAFOWL | 


CAN OFFER BIRDS in various ages and plum- 

age—blue, white, black shouldered and spalding 

—unrelated pairs guaranteed pure bred and 

healthy. 1953 pairs, $30.00—1952 pairs, $40.00— 
1951 pairs, $50.00—1950 pairs, $60.00 


A. H. CHAMBERS 


MAPLE LANE FARMS 
New York 


NORTHERN 


ELTA LIUAL TY 


From pedigree-bred, high-egg producing 


breeders. The bes? ‘for breeders or re- 
stocking. Large, husky, disease-free. 


“Bred for breeders . . . ideal for re-stocking!” 
“WOODLAND QUAIL FARM 
329 Vance Street ¢ ‘Bristol, Virginia 





For a real money making 
Business. Offering some of the 
finest Breeding Stock avail- 
able. Fully Guaranteed. Get 
started in this Million Dollar 
Business today. 





Write or Visit 


THE L. A. CHINCHILLA RANCH 
CREATORS OF nationally known (SILVER MIST) 
Chinchillas AOCBR, Registered 
Box 80 Mohnton, Pa. Established 1938 
Latest Book on Breeding and Care, Price $2.00 











BIG 
NORTHERN 
BOB- WHITE 


MATURE BIRDS—10 PAIR—S$40.00 
YOUNG BIRDS, 8 to 10 weeks old, 
(74 grown), ideal for restocking—July 
to November. 10 pair for $25.00. 
Cash with order 
Immediate delivery 
MINIMUM ORDER: 5 pair quail. 


LOWRANCE QUAIL FARM 
Telephones 
3643 or 4755 
1730 Picher Joplin, Mo. 
CARL LOWRANCE, Owner 














MINK ‘25" 


All shipments made subject to 5 days’ 
inspection before acceptance. 
The quality of my Dark Mink is indicated 
by the fact that I have received an average 
tome $20.00 per skin for all pelts pro- 
duced during past 10 vears. 
Silverblu, Breath of Spring 
Pastel & White Mink 
Sapphire and Aleutian 
Priced on request 
Book “‘Domestic Mink’’—$1.00 


Harry Saxton’s Mink Ranch, Bemus Point,N. Y. 








WILD ANIMAL PETS 


Selected (Deodorized Skunks) —$20 ea. 


Others, not selected, cheaper. 








Also Raccoons. Squirreis. Monkeys and dozens of other 
wild & pet animals. birds & reptiles of all kinds for sate. | 
_ ‘ Send us $1.00 for new iliustrat- 
CATA LOGUE! ed catalogue. booklets and other | 
literature containing price lists. feeding & care infor- 
mation, how to build cages. Refunded if you order 

anuimats. Send for your copies today! 
—SEND TODAY— 
TRAILS END Zoological Dept. OL. St. Stephen, S. C. 
























RAISE CHIN-CHINS 


PURE BRED, PEDIGREED, PROLIFIC | | 
CASH MARKETS SUPPLIED for your Produc- é 










tion, Pleasant —Easy—Full or Part Time. 
Learn HOW these year-round money-makers 
can produce REAL PROFITS for you! 
FREE illustrated Booklet WRITE TODAY! 


ROCK HILL RANCH, SELLERSVILLE 37, 






WORLD'S LARGEST BREEDER OF CHINCHILLA RABBITS 





CHINCHILLAS 





Big 
Northern 


Witte Quail 


CHUKAR PARTRIDGE 


YOUNG BIRDS—S to 10 weeks old, 2/3 grown, 
IDEAL FOR RESTOCKING—July to November. 
Live delivery and your satisfaction guaranteed. 
Write for prices. Booking orders NOW. 


CAROLINA GAME BIRD FARM 
810 Wilson St., Reidsville, North Carolina 
PHONE 3476 


M. J. AND J. M. GILMORE 
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1540 No. Highlond Avenve, Hollywood 28, Colif 


FISHING 
HUNTING 


* % MEXICO * * 


WHERE TO GO 
















MEXICAN SAFARI 


Hunt Mountain Lion, El Tigre, and other game in 
Old Mexico for 10 full days. We furnish all camp- 
ing equipment and food. Trips endorsed. For 
further information and reservations contact: 


ERLE D. STUBER 


Box 1544 Nogales, Arizona 














* % CANADA * x _ 





BIG GAME HUNTERS 
Spring BEAR HUNT—and FISHING 
Fall MOOSE HUNTING 


Write, Air Mail, for particulars: 


PIERRE CHOCHIO and NOEL CHOCHIO, Guides 
Oskelaneo, Abitti Co. Quebec, Canada 











* %& ALASKA * * | 








ALASKA armen 
LAST FRONTIER 

. NOW—read thrilling personal experiences and 
entertaining fact articles by Alaskans them- 

selves about this mysterious and fascinating 
Territory! You'll find adventure and romance 

a-plenty on “The Last Frontier"! Read of hunts 

for giant bear and moose—of fishing trips in vir- 

‘ gin wilderness for record-smashing trophies. 
Learn about Alaska’s opportunities, gold min- 

} ing, agriculture, salmon fisheries, its people, 


geography and fascinating history, its forests, 
ii 


wildlife, glaciers and quaint totems. Alaska’s 
SPECIAL OFFER! FREE! Subscribe to Alaska’s Maga- 


zine NOW and absolutely free, a two-color map 
of Alaska, 17°24", @ vers, mountains, 
glaciers, roads, etc. It will help you to learn more about 
“The Last Frontier"! You will receive this map, with 
your first magazine, by Return Mail! 


The ALASKA SPORTSMAN 


KETCHIKAN, ALASKA 


Magazine gives you all of this! And. there are 
dozens of rare Alaska photographs in every is- 
sue! Send 25c NOW fet a copy of this exciting 
magazine—or, send §3,00 for a year's subscrip- 
tion, 12 issues. Your enjoyment is guaranteed. 


SY, 


receive 






BOX 0-118 








GIANT KODIAK BEAR 


Hunt in the finest bear country in Alaska this spring 
with ABSOLUTE GUARANTEE of shooting your Kodiak 
bear. Excellent Rainbow and Dolly Varden trout fish- 
ing. Take thrilling movies of whales, sea-lions, seals, 
foxes, eagles and other wildlife. Live in a com- 
fortable permanent camp ashore, hunt from sea- 
worthy forty-foot boat. Best equipment, food. We 
keep our parties smal! and give only the best of per- 
sonal guide service—no effort spared to make your 
hunt successful, Reasonable rates. Make your reser- 
vation NOW by AIRMAIL or WIRE to: 


BILL POLAND, Registered Guide & Outfitter, Kodiak, Alaska 
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hrow out the lifeline. John Kohler, 
Hartford, Conn., fishing for strip- 
ers at Martha’s Vineyard, Mass., 
saw two swimmers struggling to reach 
shore, losing because of swift current, 
breakers. Removed hook, cast his 45- 
lb.-test line over drowning men. They 
seized line, were brought safely to shore 
, Battling beaver. Roy Hamilton, 
Clarksburg, Mo., fishing stream, heard 
his dogs barking. Investigated, found 
beaver at bay by large stump. Beaver 
| leaped over dogs, attacked him. Ham- 
| ilton subdued beaver with hunting 
knife, later took precautionary treat- 
ment for rabies. 

Bird road block. Patch of gooey tar 
on Bush road near Fosters, Mich., held 
14 pheasants, turtle, some sparrows un- 
til death. Ernest Spycher, conservation 
officer, freed six other pheasants, still 
alive. Road commission then covered 
tar trap with gravel Poacher’s 
daily double. Francisco, Ind., man was 
caught for fish and game violations 
twice within half an hour, in different 
counties, by different wardens. First 
arrest in Gibson County for hunting in 
closed season; second arrest in Pike 
| County for possession of two unlicensed 
nets in his home. 

Rabbit seeks sanctuary under guns. 
Five men firing .30-caliber rifles on Na- 
tional Guard Range, near St. Charles, 
Mo., saw cottontail chased by hungry 
mink. Rabbit ran to shooters, took 
retuge under their guns. Mink left... 
| Foxes’ 65 extra exits. F. C. Winter, fox 

trapper for N. Y. State Conservation 

Department, last spring found fox den 

with 67 separate entrances and exits. 
| Usual number two or three. 








Must have been a male fish. John 
Plummer, Kansas City, Mo., found 6-in. 
carp without mouth on a screen of the 
Kansas City Power and Light Co.’s wa- 
ter inlet . . . Champ bear killer. Sud- 
bury (Ont.) Star reports Ontario De- 
partment of Lands and Forests ranger 
named Evanush killed 12 bears this 
year within two weeks... Lofty-minded 
javelinas. A. W. Jackson, Arizona Game 
and Fish Commission technician, saw 
two javelinas on road near Miller Ridge, 
| elevation about 7,800 ft. These wild 















All Over the Map 


with P. A. PARSONS 


pigs usually range in desert scrub at 
much lower elevation. 

Did Bacon write The Compleat An- 
gler? Frank Leslie Gaines, vice presi- 
dent Barnes-Ross Co.. Indianapolis, Ind., 
publishers and advertising agents, re- 
ports solving of two-word cipher used 
by noted Francis Bacon, 1561-1626, 
philosopher, statesman, author. Gaines 
claims to have decoded Bacon's cipiier 
memoirs, says Bacon wrote The Com- 
pleat Angler 50 years before its publi- 
cation in 1653, tried vainly to sell it, 
finally gave it to young Izaak Walton, 
then an indentured servant in Bacon's 
house. Book brought Walton financial 
ease... Ball-bearing bass. Millersburg, 
Pa., Sentinel reports that Paul Chubb, 
that city, caught 17-in. black bass in 
Susquehanna River that had in iis 
stomach seven glass marbles, a 1!',-in. 
red rubber ball. 


Sailfish on fly rod. Hotel El Mirador, 
Acapulco, Mexico, reports that Ernie 
Woolfe, Miami Beach, Fla., guest at 
that hotel, has become first person to 
take sailfish with fly rod and reel. Fish 
weighed 117 lb., measured 10 ft. 3 in. 
long, and it took Woolfe 2 hours, 3 
minutes to bring him to boat... Why 
do fish bite? Dr. James R. Westman, 
Rucgers University, conducting exper!- 
ments to learn motivation of striking 
tish, inclines to belief that competition 
ratner than hunger is cause. Also, that 
the catching of about 30 percent of fish 
in a water may result in refusal to bite 
of remaining 70 percent . . . Lunker 
lakers. Wilbur F. Howell, Warwick, 
N. Y., last summer caught 3914-lb. lake 
trout in Lake Superior, off Grand .a- 
rais, wiico. Jim spell won new auvwilo- 
bile at annual Flin Flon Trout Fesuval, 
Manitoba, by catching laker weigullg 
36 lb. in Lake Athapapuskow. Grand 
Manan tuna. Island of Grand Manan, 
New Brunswick, to determine if sport 
fishing for tuna was possible in its wa- 
ters, offered prize of $500 to first person 
to take one on rod and line. Capt 
Douglas Stults, St. John, N.B., did i 

Record breaker. Alfred Glassell Jr- 
recently caught 1,560-lb. marlin off 
Cabo Blanco, Peru. Fish was 14 ft. 6 iD. 
long, broke world record for this species 
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careless 
revokes 


. California clamps aown on 
shooters. New California law 
permanently hunting license of any 
person who wounds or kills another 
while hunting; revokes for five years 
license of anyone convicted of wound- 
ing or killing a domestic animal. 

Doubles on bucks. San Francisco 
archer William Wright killed two bucks 
within half an hour during California's 
special 10-day coastal bow-and-arrow 
season ... Tiny Key deer helped. In- 
terior Department Appropriation Bill 
for 1954 permits Fish and Wildlife Serv- 
ice to lease and manage lands within 
habitat of Key deer in Florida. Num- 
ber of these midget deer has doubled 
since Boone and Crockett Club pitched 
in to help state and federal authorities 
protect them. 


Eastern Shore Geese 


7 season the skies over Maryland’s 
upper Eastern Shore are filled with 
Canadian honkers. Gunners shooting 
from pit blinds near corn fields have lit- 
tle trouble in filling their limits of the 
birds. The restrictions of the past 10 
years have paid off in the return of the 
wild goose. With normal luck on the 
breeding grounds it is likely that the 
coming season will also see the goose 
hordes again over the Upper Bay. Re- 
duced bag limits, good breeding seasons, 
and survival of the young are respon- 
sible for the come-back of the goose. 

Maryland’s Upper Eastern Shore, es- 
pecially around Still Pond, is the place 
to go for a brace of honkers. No re- 
gion gives a better chance. Gunning 
here is done from a pit blind near corn 
fields. The geese are shot as they come 
over to feed on the corn. Decoys usually 
are placed near the pits. Farmers rent 
goose pits with decoys at $10 or $lia 
day. Geese are killed in all the Bay 
country, but the largest concentrations 
are found in the Upper Eastern Shore 
counties. 

To get there cross the new Bay 
Bridge at Sandy Point, then drive 
north on Kent Island. The region also 
can be reached via Elkton, Md., on U.S. 
Many farmhouses in the region 
take roomers for the wildfowl season.— 
Sherman L. Pruitt. 


Olympic Peninsula Game 


_ Seattle, Wash., it is roughly only 
about 50 miles to the beginning of 
some of the most primitive country left 
in the Northwest. This area takes in 
four counties—Clallam, Jefferson, Gray’s 
Harbor, and Mason—all good deer and 
Sear country. The game laws vary from 
year to year, and there are some re- 
stricted areas, but these are small in 
Proportion to the size of the territory. 
Currently, in designated areas, the elk 
*ason is open Nov. 20-Nov. 30. The 
Uympic National Park is, of course, 
out of bounds for firearms. 

From Seattle the ferry takes you on 
4scenic ride of two hours to Port Lud- 
“w. From there it ig about 20 miles to 
‘ighway 101. Turn Tight on that high- 
Yay, and for the next 40 miles you are 
{ good deer and bear country, with 








RTO 
Two California 
LARGE BEAR. 


Two N.Y. Hunters and Laree 
Kodiak Bear, Fall 1951 


Hunters..and One 
taken on first early hunt in April, 1952 





Ras 
fowa Hunter..and THREE 


HuNT KODIAK BEAR 


Hunt with us at a reasonable price in the World’s finest bear country! We have a good camp 


with electric lights and running water. We have comfortable, well-equipped cabins on the THREE 
LARGEST LAKES in the interior of the Island. Our parties hunt from these cabins at NO extra 
cost: We do not use tents. ALL OF OUR SPRING HUNTERS GOT THEIR BEAR IN 1953 AND 
WERE SATISFIED. We have a coupie of Fall hunting dates open yet. We are booking hunts 
tor the SPRING OF 1954; if you are looking for a good hunt we have it. Please make vour 


RESERVATIONS as soon as possible. 


We are EXPERIENCED, LICENSED GUIDES with a lifetime of hunting and trapping and 
prospecting and know what a hunter wants and expects. We give each hunter the BEST of per 
sonal guide service. WRITE AIR MAIL OR WIRE for full information. (Sorry, post-cards can 


not be answered. ) 


BILL PINNELL AND MORRIS TALIFSON. 


x * 


QUARTER CIRCLE K RANCH 
Kriley’s Middlefork of the Salmon River Boat Tours 


Shoup, Idaho Phone: 24F23, Salmon, idaho 
Trail Rides, North Entrance of Idaho Wilderness Area. 
Travel the Big Horn crags by saddle, stock and pack 
train. Lakes with two-to-ten-pound cutthroat hain- 
bow. Brook and Golden Trout. 

July. August: Middlefork of the Salmon River 
Trips. Five and ten days, center of Idaho Wilderness 
Area on River of No Return. 

Wanted for April: Party 
for Steelhead, Salmon and Bear. Booking now for 

KRILEY BROS. 





"54. 





HOT SPRINGS, ARKANSAS 
FISHERMEN, VACATIONERS, GOLFERS 
Spend your vacation at Knollwood Lodge, 4 miles 
from city, On beautiful Lake Hamilton. An ideal fam- 
ily resort; safe, shallow beach. Pine Interior house- 
keeping cabins, completely modern, fully equipped. 
Beautiful, wooded, hilly Ouachita mountain area. 
Good fishing. Taking the baths at Hot Springs? Make 
this vour home. Year-round. Write: 

KNOLLWOOD LODGE 
Route 3, Box 67-OL Hot Springs, Arkansas 











A THRILL FOR REAL HE-MEN! 


Hunt lion, bear, big game. Enjoy magnificent scen- | 


ery, unbeatable climate, real Western food and 
hospitality with the top lion, bear hunting outfit in 
the West. 
For the best hunt of your lifetime call, Cornville 
12, Jerome exchange, ( Arizona). 
Ace lion hunter LEO GREENOUGH, 


Owner, Spring Creek Ranch, Cottonwood, Arizona 





FIX IT 
YOURSELF 


Save yourself a lot of 
expense by doing your 
own odd repair jobs. Get 

this new edition of a famous book, show- 
ing with diagrams and directions, how to 
fix and repair furniture, electric outlets, 
windows, doors, leaky pipes, floor boards, 
chimneys, boilers, weather proofing, paint- 
ing and hundreds of other construction 
and repair jobs. Picture diagrams show 
how each job is done Full cloth bound 
DeLuxe edition, only $1.49! 


OUTDOOR LIFE, Desk 1153 
353 Fourth Ave. New York 10, N.Y. 
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NEW BRUNSWICK’S GUIMAC CAMPS 


We still have openings for this Fall’s hunts in New 
Brunswick's best hunting country. Car road to 
camp. SEASON OCT. 1 to NOV. 30 


Licensed Guides—reasonable rates. 
Limits: 2 deer, 2 bear, and birds. 


For reservations. write or phone to: 


RALPH ORSER 


Phone: Hartland 127-4 


| 
| 





COLDSTREAM, N. B., Canada | 


| 


‘U.S. 


} 
| 
| 


Boat | 


for 250-mile BOAT TRIP | 





BOX A-745, KODIAK, ALASKA 
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Hunt Where There’s Game 
If you want Maine’s best--come to DEER 
FARM CAMPS in Maine’s Kingfield Moun- 
tains for Deer—-Bear. Birds, etc. You'll enjoy 
DEER FARM’S hospitality, grand food and 
comfortable accommodations Rates from 
$52.50 per week including meals. Write for 
FREE booklet. Write today. 


DEER FARM CAMPS 
E. S. WINTER Kingfield 8, Maine 


HUNTERS! 


Top Adirondack 

petent guides 

Best food 

ING cabins 

Write for folder “A.” Phone 2398 
W. G. MONCSKO, Prop. 


WILDERNESS LODGE Indian Lake, N. Y. 





deer and bear country. Com- 
Heated rooms. with private baths 
Game room and bar. HOUSEKEEP 
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Cimberlands 


FINE DEER HUNTING 
Buck or Doe Nov. 1-30 
Log Cabins. Main Lodge & Dining 
Service. Guides Available 
MR. AND MRS. ADAM BILSKI 
Managing Owners 
FIRST CONNECTICUT LAKE PITTSBURG, N. H. 
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HUNT ON A PRIVATE ESTATE! 


81 acres of good hunting grounds in the Poconos 
Professional guides. Home cooked he-man meals. 
Low rates. We'll obtain your license in advance. 
Oct. 31-Nov. 28: RABBIT, GROUSE, PHEASANT. 
SQUIRREL, etc. Nov. 16-21: BEAR. Nov. 30-Dec 
12: DEER 

r rates and 


MERRY HILL 
Box 17, Cresco, Pa. 


reservations write or phone 
© Lodge and Cottages 
Phone Cresco 6031 








REGULATED PHEASANT PRESERVE 


OVER 600 ACRES IN CENTRAL PENNSYLVANIA 


State-licensed shooting grounds for pheasant, quail, 
and turkey. 


Two-story house and l-story lodge for overnight 
accommodations. Barn, pheasant pens, etc. Avail- 
able for coming season. Add’l. 200 acres available 


for lease. Successfully operated. $25,000. Contact 


H. F. KERCHNER, Esq. 


Mifflintown, Juniata County, 


Penna. 





A Vacation in the Mts. 


YOU NEED (TIOGA-POTTER CO.) 


New Motel e Home Cooking 
Make Reservations NOW for 


TURKEY-BEAR & DEER Season 
(Group Accommodations) 
FROME ACRES on U.S. 6 
Wellsboro, Pa. (Phone) Galeton 9385-J-2 
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Bag a BLACK BUCK ANTELOPE cay dime of year! 


All-season hunting of exotic foreign deer 











ON FAMED 
CAPTAIN EDDIE 
RICKENBACKER 





No closed season! Hunt deer im- 
ported from India, Burma, Japan 
and England. Native deer and tur- 
key in season. 


NO FEE UNLESS YOU 


samen BAG YOUR GAME 
In the Rugged Texas Hunting towers, guides and dogs 
Hill Country free. Comfortable accommodations 


nearby. 














REAL ESTATE x * 


DEER PARADISE! 


ON 575 ACRES OF BUSH, on MANA. 
TOULIN ISLAND—level, no mountains, 
river alongside property. Speckled and 
Rainbows from 2 to 8 lbs. Openings for 
FIVE INTERESTED MEMBERS, $1,000 
per member for fifteen years hunting rights 
and accommodations. 

For further information, write to: 
G. MAYER 

Sudbury, Ont., Canada 


xk * 





364 Albinson St. 





EXECUTIVES! Come any time that suits you. Entertain 
your V.I.P. clients with a hunting party that's unique. 


Write, phone or wire for reservations: DAVID RICKENBACKER, 














$10 to $25 acre buys California farm, 
ranch and timbered lends. 10 to 640 acre 
tracts sold on EASY TERMS. 100°/, Oil § 
and mineral rights. Write today for 





me rome 
PACIFIC TAX SALES 102) a5 G2MUENSA,, 


HOMESITES*400:::" 


In California’s loveliest Garden Spot, on scenic shores 
of beautiful Morro Bay. Enjoy future independence 
with excellent soil, soft water, wonderful fishing, 
hunting, boating, etc. Grow fruits, vegetables, poul- 





try. Perfect temperate climate. Congenial com- 
munity. Finest investment. Free literature. 


RICHARD S$. OTTO 


_Dept. B San Luis Obispo, California 


HOUSTON OFFERS YOU EVERYTHING 


Fortunes can grow like weeds here—big money can 
flow like water over Niagara Falls! Golden UOppor- 
tunities in Real Estate and all other activities. Big, 
booming HOUSTON is America’s Miracle City TODAY 

a World Metropolis TOMORROW. Now is the time 





for You to profit from this tremendous, money-mak- 
ing growth. Buy big, desirable Homesites in Hous- 
ton’s popular Suburb for only $345—payable 815 


monthly, Write TODAY for (ull information. Elmer 
Wood, Box 413, Houston, Texas. 





Camper's Manual 


Many an old timer as well as beginner can get helpful 


hints from this book. Appetizing menus for both sta- 


tionary and nomadic camps. How to cook meat—broil, 
roast, try, braise, bake, boil. steam. stew. How to make 
gravy, flapjacks, cereals. coffee. tea. etc. Two weeks’ 
food supply for four persons. Ration list per man per 
week. Equipment for four persons in stationary camp. 

How to use compass. What to do when lost in the 
woods. How to make a fire in the wet. How to select a 
suitable campsite. Some new pointers on camp man- 
agement. sanitation. and woodcratt. 68 pages and 
cover. Sent postpaid for only 35c. Write Dept. 1153. 


Outdoor Life, 353 Fourth wantncsantl York 10, N.Y. 








How to Get — 
Afield! 


How experts hold, lead 
and follow through, How 
todevelop natural shoot 
ing retlexes which en- 
able you to shoot as in- 
stinctively as you drive 
your car. Hints on how 
tohunt waterfowl. wood- 





Also valuable tables 
and illustrations. 96 
pages. Send only 35c for 
your copy today! Ad 
dress Dept. 1153. 


OU TDOOR LIFE 
353 Fourth Ave. New York 10, N.Y. 








cock, quail and grouse. | 














$250 FLORIDA HOMESITES $250 


Payable $10 Monthly. Beautiful Retirement Home- 
sites, near GULF COAST. Lots HIGH and DRY, 
beautifully rolling, many trees. Colossal Hunting 
and Fishing in 9 Fresh and Salt Water Rivers, 
11 Bays and uit of MEXICO. Government Game 
Preserve nearby. Grow Oranges, Grapefruit, Vege- 
tables. Almost Virgin area, not over-exploited. 
EST BUY IN FLORIDA TODAY. Free Folder. 


EDWARD G. MATHEWS, Owner 
Box 1406 Asheville, N. C. 








Deer Hunting and Grouse Hunting 


1000 acres for lease or rent in Buckingham Town- 
ship, Wayne County, close to Hancock, N. Y.—in the 
heart of good deer and grouse section of Northeast- 
ern Pennsylvania. 

For lease or rent for Hunting Season by Club or 
Private Party of Hunters, with house furnished on 
premises. Further information furnished upon request. 


JOHN J, RYDZIK, LUMBER Co. 
_454 Delaware Street Jermyn, Penna. 


ELY MINNESOTA RESORT 


FOR SALE 


Fully equipped resort four years old. Four double 
rental units American plan or housekeeping. Separate 
owner cabin; combination store, equipped kitchen and 
dining room; ether buildings. Electricity, propane gas, 
boats, motors, etc. Must be sold. Terms: Cash $7500. 
Balance $8000 at 4% payable $1000 per year. Write: 
Box 747, Ely, Minnesota. 
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FISHING 
is 
BETTER 






IN THE FLORIDA KEYS 


The new Key Colony, on the 
ocean, is in the heart of Florida’s 
richest fishing grounds. Gulf 
Stream trolling . . . reef fishing 
... skiffs ... outboards at your 
front door. Pool, beach, restau- 
rant-lounge, air-conditioned mo- 
tel units, bungalows, efficiencies 
from $8 daily. 


NOW! Low Off-Season Rates 


For information, folders and reservations 


KEY COLONY, Box OL, Marathon, Fla. 





cabins and accommodations. From Port 
Angeles on accommodations are scarce, 
although there are a few cabins and 
restaurants along the way. West of Port 
Angeles there are cabins and stores at 
Sekiu and Neah Bay. These are fishing 
resorts where the coho or silver salmon 
run is at its peak in early October, 
where there is no close season, and 
where boats and tackle may be rented. 

Following Route 101 west and south 
you have about 100 miles of wild coun- 
try before you, with resorts at Kalaloch, 
Quinault, and Humptulips at about 30- 
mile intervals. This is all good deer 
country, somewhat brushy, but many 
old burns and logging roads provide 
good hunting. 

The Humptulips River is about the 
best elk territory, with a branch road 
taking you 12 miles up its East Fork. 
The Elwha, Dosewallips, and Duck- 
abush River areas have elk, and they 
also are good steelhead streams in the 
winter months. Bears are plentiful on 
the Peninsula. The cougar is quite abun- 
dant, and brings a $50 bounty. 

Your outfit should include a tent, 
sleeping bag, cooking utensils, rain 
clothes, and tire chains. Any sporting 
goods store in the small towns on the 
edges of this area can give you the 
game laws and specific information on 
the section which you propose to enter. 
If you take the complete 250-mile loop, 
and give it a good try, you should have 
an interesting trip.—Fred Oldfield. 


Hunting in Hawaii 


or big game hunting at a time when 

big game is usually out of season in 
North America, Hawaii has much to 
offer. Wild pigs and goats are open to 
hunting the year round at the Mauna 
Kea Public Shooting ground, and the 
1953 open season on wild cattle is 
Feb. 1 to June 30. Licenses for non- 
resident hunters cost $10 for a year 
ending June 30, and permits to enter 
public shooting grounds are free. On 
July 15 Hawaii will have its first bow- 
and-arrow, two-week, pre-season pif 
hunting. The shotgun season is Aug 
1 to September 30. 

Several experienced guides guarante 
game. Cost of a 5-day all-expense tr) 
from Honolulu and back runs about 
$150 each for a party of three or more 


Bluestone Canyon 


ome of the wildest wilderness to be 
found is in the canyon of Wes 
Virginia’s Bluestone River. Cliffs up to 
1,000 ft. high here hem in the rive, 
which is a rushing torrent. Trout and 
small-mouth bass find this section °! 
the river a congenial home. 
There are no roads in the canyon but 
several give access to it. From U.§ 





19-21 at Camp Creek take State Set 
ondary Route 3 to Eads Mill at the head 
of the canyon. Or, approaching from 
the south, State Secondary Route 1}4 
turns left off W. Va. 20 one mile east © 
Princeton, and State Secondary Rout 
3 joins the Princeton-Hinton highwa! 
at Speedway. The canyon starts «boul 
10 miles northeast of Princeton. 
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MAGNOLIA BLUFF 


Overlooking beautiful St. Johns River, famous for years as 
the best Large-mouth Bass fishing grounds in North America. 


MODERN HOUSEKEEPING COTTAGES, completely furnished, 
with toilet and shower, screened porch, and boat for the 
week per couple, $30.00 and up. Also daily rates. 
OU TBOARD MOTORS, bait and guides always available. 
For reservations, ‘phone Pomona Park Ex, 2443 or write: 
Arthur E. Cooper, Mgr. 
MAGNOLIA BLUFF 
BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 
_SATSUMA FLORIDA 


KINARD’S FISHING CAMP 


Located on the famous St. John’s River 7 mile 23 south 
of Palatka, Fla., % mile off highway = | Good 
BASS fishing—WARMOUTH—PERCH & BREAM. 





Modern cottages, furnished-linen, dishes, utensils, gas 
stove, refrigerator, heaters, private and community 
baths. Good boats-——live bait, motors, tackle. native 


guides. Write, wire or phone. 
A. J. KINARD 
P.O. Box 35 San Mateo, Fla. Phone: Palatka— East 5-3185 


ENTRANCE TO THE BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 











‘ CAMP STONE 


@ Norton and Tessa Stanard, owners-operators. On the 
BiG LAKE GEORGE, fronting on the St. John's River, 

© in the heart of the ‘‘BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD.’’ 

@ Nationally famous, year-round, big mouth BLACK 

e@ BASS fishing. Modern, fireproof cottages, with show- 
ers; completely furnished for tight housekeeping. 

® Boats, motors, bait, and guides. For information, 

@ rates, reservations, write, phone or wire: 

e CAMP STONE 

® Georgetown, Florida, Phone: Pomona Park 2792 

SEES eLESE ESE SES ESE CESCS CERCES 


ST. JOHNS FISHING LODGE 


Located on the beautiful St. Johns River between 
Little end Big Lake George. Year round fishing 
-.. » Modern Cottages, completely furnished— 
linens—cooking utensils, electric refrigerators— 
gas stoves—heaters—private baths . . . Private 
rooms with twin beds and connecting baths , , . 
Dining Room... Television...Grocery Store. 

Bait, Boats, Motors, Tackle, and Native Guides. 


Dan Joiner 





Huntington, Florida 











“ED McCORMICK’S BEACON ‘'42"' 


FISHING AND DUCK HUNTING CAMP 


20 Miles a of New Smyrna Beach on Mosquito 
Lagoon off U. +1. Boats-motors-cottages-modern 
restaurant— ae for fishing and duck hunting. 
An excellent opportunity to enjoy FLORIDA’S 
BEST FISHING AND DUCK SHOOTING. Come 
by LAND—by WATER—by AIR. 
For information write to Shiloh, Florida 
Phone 2310 Oak Hill, Florida 


(Hunt—No Walking!) 
QUAIL WILD TURKEY DEER 
in FLORIDA'S WILDERNESS 


Our dogs are trained to hunt from jeeps while driving 
through the woods. Modern hsk. cottages and lodge 
with Cross Creek cooking. 

GOOD BLACK BASS & SALT WATER FISHING 


WITHLACOOCHEE RIVER LODGE 
Phone 89WI, Dunnellon Exch., Dessie Smith James 
INGLIS, Florida (Will meet trains, planes.) 

















LAKEVIEW FISHING LODGE 


on Lake Apopka 
A DELIGHTFUL SPOT FOR WONDERFUL FISHING— 


or a wonderful rest! Good boats, motors; bait: 
fine fishing dock. Comfortable cottages. Write 
now for full details, and rates: 

Guy and Jennie Neff, Owners 


LAKEVIEW FISHING LODGE 


Phone: 318 RED; P.O. Box 186, Winter Garden, Fla. 











CAMP GEORGE 


IN HEART OF THE BASS CAPITAL 
Located on the St. Johns River 
Between Little and Big Lake George. 
Completely modern one and two bedroom house- 
keeping cottages. European or American Plan. 
Good guides, Boats, Motors, Bait. A clean, rest- 
ful, scenic spot at sensible rates. Write for com- 

plete information 
P.O. Box 270. Huntington, Fla. Phone: Pomona Park 2588 
Direct all inquiries to Mrs. Virginia Smith. 


FLORIDA 


Spend the Fall and Winter months this 
year in Florida. Wonderful sunny days 
for fishing, bathing, boating, duck 
shooting or just plain loafing. A grand 
time for the entire family is within 
everyone’s means in this sportsman’s 


paradise. Be your budget large or 
| small, your money goes farther in 
Florida. 


Write today to the Florida Chambers of 
Commerce and the famous resorts 
listed on this page for informa- 
tion and reservations. Come | 
to Florida this Fall and 
Winter for your finest 
vacation in years! 









San Mateo 
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Winter Garden 


Inglis 
Yankeetown 


West Palm Beach 
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Bass Fishin’ is better ‘n ever at Sportsman’s 
They’re Big, Scrappy and Fightin’ Mad ready to at- 
tack like knights in shining armor and give you a royal 
struggle complete with king-size thrills. Man, are they 
stubborn to pull—-but when you land ‘em— What a story! 


Lodge! 


‘*The One That Didn't Get Away.’’ There just ain’t no 
better feeling in the world than angling for these large- 
mouth warriors in the lazy Florida Sun, 

We've got some of the best fishin’ in the whole darn 
country .. but that ain’t all we got. Nature favors all 
Florida but smiles her prettiest on the area around Sports- 
man’s Lodge. You'll find a new kind of excitement when 
you go churning up waterways scarcely traveled by white 
men. You'll discover majestic scenery, that spells the 
call of the wild to every sportsman, as you explore the 
bass-filled waters of the Ocklawaha River and its thou- 
sands of coves and eddies. 

You'll feel like a king at Sportsman's Lodge with down- 
right luxury and convenience of one of the finest fishin’ 
resort hotels in the country, F ts, motors, bait, native 
guides, all fishin’ facilittes a able. 

Low summer rates tin effect tt December 20. European 


plan 


FORREST vu. WOOD, Owner-Manager 
FORRESTWOOD ed 


Gpiterwen! 


WELAKA- FLORIDA 





W ire or pho ne 
for your reser- 
vations NOW! 
Telephone Po- 
mona Park Ex- 


c mee 2431 








EVERGLADES 
FLORIDA 


Fish the sheltered waters of the Ten 
Thousand Island and the Everglades 








Key West 


National Park. For tarpon snook and 





ea 
SPORTSMAN’S ESTATE 


West Gate Ocala National Forest 


75 ACRES with Trap and Skeet field— 
some of finest hunting and fishing in 
State; 16 miles from Silver Springs, 
paved highway; $7,500—terms. Write 
for full description: 


W. C. LINDSEY, owner 
24 West 12th St. 
Jacksonville 
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many other game fish, plan your 
winter trip now. Wire, phone or write 
for information and reservations. Cot- 
tages, boats, guides, tackle, and bait. 
Outboards and cruisers. 

SMALL BOAT DOCK 


EVERGLADES FLORIDA 
J. C. Harris, Prop. Everglades, Fla. 











BOATS—MOTORS—BAITS—GUIDES 
NEW ULTRA MODERN HOUSEKEEPING COTTAGES 
PRIVATE SWIMMING POOL 


BASS CAPITAL RESORT 


ROUTE US 17. CRESCENT CITY, FLORIDA 
Boat Service to 65 Lakes and St. Johns River 
TEX L’ARGENT, Proprietor Telephone 175 
THE BASS CAPITAL OF THE WORLD 


By Reservation only 
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BOX 1086-A, TAVARES, FLA. 


Lake Harris, in the center of beautiful Lake Co 
satisfied, you, will be too, 
television, shuffleboard, croquet, ping pong and 
bait. A place to fish, relax and enjoy. 


FLORIDA ANGLERS’ 


with our excellent accommodations. 


Write for folder and rates. 


ATTRACTIVE WINTER SEASONAL RATES 


RESORT 
THE JOHNSTONS 


Your conte will be 
Housekeeping cottages, clubhouse, 
private sand beach. Fine boats, motors, tackle and 


unty, fishing capital of Florida. 


Phone: Tavares 141 

















-GULFSTREAM 
Fishing Lodge, Key Largo, Fla. 
Enjoy the world’s finest fishing on 
Famous Key Largo. Deep-sea, reef, and 


bonefishing. Comfortable rooms and 
wonderful meals. Bar and lounge. 
Overlooking the Ocean. Swimming 
pool, shuffleboard courts, horseshoes, 





goggle fishing, etc. American plan. 
Reasonable rates. Write, wire, phone. 


CAPTAIN JACK REILLY 














TRIPLE ‘‘B’’ 


‘“*‘THE BASS CAPIT 
and kitchen. All new boats and motors. 
the knowhow and where to get the BIG ON 
NOV., DEC., and JAN. are good fishing 

Mr. & Mrs. 





Huntington, Florida 


FISHING LODGE 


Located on the beautiful St. Johns River, center of 


AMERICAN PLAN and housekeeping cottages, completely furnished with private tile bath 
Fresh bait daily on grounds. 


AL OF THE WORLD’’ 


Native guides with 
ES. Complete information on request. 

for the big ones. Make your reservations now. 

C. A. Travis 





Phone, Pomona Park Ex. 2828 
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,PORTSMAN’S MARKET PLACE 


$.70 per word per insertion, payable in advance. Minimum ad 14 words. White space 
Closing date for the January issue (on sale December 30) is November 24. No cancellations after November 15th. 


Classified ads 


$3.75 a line. 








1 ARMS & AMMUNITION 

A Big Saving.—Reload your own ammunition. Write 
for new anniversary Reloading Handbook $1.00 post- 
paid with Free catalog listing supplies and books. 
Precision Tool & Gun Company, Ithaca 6, New York. 


CHECKERING Tools—Hand- filed set of three—Checker, 

Border; Cleaner—also directions. Popular 16 line 
set $3.00; 18 and 20 line $3.75 postpaid. Thousands 
satisfied; sold last 15 yg ne Free Catalog. Warner 
Products, Baldwinsville 3, New York. 


SAVE Money on Ammunision—Releat your shells. Get 

our big 142 page Hand Book. It tells you how, in 
easy to follow instructions. Only 75c postpaid, or 
send for free folder. Belding & Mull, Box 428-A, 
Philipsburg, Pennsylvania. 


AMMUNITION—31. Jap 150 grain 20 $4.00. 25 Jap 
120 grain 20 $4.50. Others. Hanson’s Custom Load- 


ing. Box 143-A, Bonner Springs. Kansas. 
Rifles, | 


WORLD'S largest gun list Free. 
Pistols, Binoculars. Write, Shotgun News, 
bus, Nebraska. . 


GUN and Ammunition prices slashed. Many calibers 
ohio” wholesale. Free list. Central Sports, Delphos, 
nio 
1953 ILL'SSTRATED Gun Catalog: 3500 Antique and 
Modern Guns and Pistols; 1,000,000 rounds of Am- 
munition for Shooters and Collectors; 3000 Edged 
Weapons; Also Accessories, Clips, Magazines, Loading 
Tools, War Relics. A widely recognized reference work 
and Handbook of values. 150 pages of accurately de- 
scribed and sensibly priced items. The largest general 
gun catalog in the world. Price 50c coin—no stamps. 
Martin B. Retting, 5851 Washington Blvd., Culver 
City, California. 
GUNS—Browning automatic 12 & 16 gauge, $118. 25; 
Light 12, Sweet 16, $129.95; hollow rib, $12.95; 
ventilated rib, $23.05: Superposed, Grade I, venti- 
lated rib, 12 & 20 gauge $261.00. Remington auto- 
matic i2, 16, 20, 28 gauge, $110.45; ventilated rib, 
$132.45. Winchester Heavy Duck, Model 12, $104.85. 
Remington 760 Pump 35, 300, 270, 30-06, $104.40, 
ADL, $119.95. Winchester Model 70’s, all calibers, 
including 308, $120.45. Immediate shipment—pre- 
paid if money order accompanies order. Illustrated 
catalog 25c. Hanseman’s Gun Shop, N. Beech Street 
Road, Centralia, Illinois. Phone 9491. _ 
NEW Shotguns, Immediate re Belgian Browning 
$118.25, Light 12, Sweet 16 $129.95, Hollow Rib 
additional $12.95, Ventilated Rib $23.05; Remington 
Automatics $110.4 with i. Rib $132. 55; 
Remington 870AP Pune $77.30: Remington 870ADL 
DeLuxe $88.35° Ithaca 37R Pump $91.16, with Rib 
$109.30; Winchester +12 pump $93.85; Winchester 
#12 Heavy Duck 3” shells $104.85, with Rib $121.40. 
Send Money Order or Check. Free Illustrated Gun 
Catalogue. Tradeins Accepted. Layaway Plan, Dis- 
counts to Dealers. All shipments prepaid. Mann's 
Sporting Goods Company 100 Genesee Street, Utica, 
New York. 
SPECIAL discount on new guns, scopes, etc. Send for 
list. E. Bishop, 388 Bradford Avenue, Fall River, 
Massachusetts. 
5000 BARGAINS. Modern Antique Firearms, Binocu- 
lars, War Relics. Catalog 50c. Smith ‘Gunshop, 
Runnemede, New Jersey. 
HANDLOADERS Good sturdy cardboard cartridge 
boxes with data labels from 22 Hornet's to .45/70's, 
-348’s or .375 Magnum’s. 15 sizes to choose from. 
Sample 20c. List 3c. C. W. Paddock, 1589 Payne 
Avenue, St. Paul 6, Minnesota. 


FRONTIERS — Antiques — Doubles — restored “original 
colors. Gold-nickel-blued. Engraved. Carved inlaid 
grips. Wholesale—retail. Gunreblu, Biltmore 4, North 
Carolina. 

SOFT Point Ammunition:—6.5 and 7.7 Jap; 7m/m 
Mauser; 256 Newton; $4 box. 270 Win.; 30-06; 
8m/m Mauser $3.25 box. Leon Fisher, Maria, Texas. 


FOREIGN Ammunition—American Ammunition Save 
50%. Buy Direct. Catalog 200 calibers 10c. Write 
Firearms, 1517 Gardner, Hollywood 45, California. 
JAP ammunition—7.7 $4.00; 6.5 $4.50: Box of 20. 
_Drake’s Custom Loading, Hartiord, Michigan. a 
GUNS!!! Guns!!! Guns!!! Mausers, Lugers, Kentuckies. 
New-used Hunting Bargains. Antique Arms—Illus- 
trated Catalog 50c. Ed Agramonte, Yonkers 2B, New 
York 

















Shotguns, 
Colum- 



































HUNTING Ammunition: All Foreign and Wildcats. 172 
different calibers. Free Price List. Custom Loading 
Service, 2851. Mastick, San Bruno, California. 


ALTER Jap American, shells $6.00, Jap 25. shelis 
$3.95, 31 $3.65, Italian 6.5 to 257 $8.00. Gun- 
smithing, reloading, list 5c. T- P Shop, West Branch 
4, Michigan. 

10 GAUGE Magnum “Doubles. Immediate delivery these 
and most other models. Built by Saive of Liege, 
Belgium. Send 25c for illustrated catalog. Harry R. 
Sohns, Importer of Fine Guns, Grafton, Wisconsin. 


PROMPT service! General repairing, blueing, sights 
mounted, actions honed. All makes. Jay's Gun Shop, 
Upper Black Eddy, Pennsylvania. 

10 Gauge Magnum- -Double Barrel Shotgun 
$295.00. ‘Free Brochure.’’ San Francisco Gun Ex- 
change, 91 Fourth Street, San Francisco 3, California. 


GUNSMITH course complete for veterans and non 
veterans, write for particulars. Colorado School of 
Trades, 8797 W. Colfax, Denver 15, Colorado. 


SPORTERIZE your military rifle with a custom built 
stock. Prices start at $35.00. Harold Downey, Cara- 
tunk, Maine. 

GARANDS legal sell, trade, terms lay away plan. 
Gookin, 2027 Forest Hill, Houston, Texas. 

IN “‘Trading—Difference is what counts! Top allowance 
for your guns—give description, price expected, or 
ship (your costs) for appraisal. All makes, models 
new shotguns, rifles, handguns—guaranteed, prepaid. 
Dutz Enterprises, Box 284, Lincoln 4. Illinois. 
“BULLSEYE” Balanced Throwing Daggers—$1.25. 
Hunting Slingshots with ammunition, targets— 
$1.45. Stark Manufacturing, 1718 Walnut, Allentown 
5, Penna. 
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OUTDOOR LIFE 


nchester 70— 


NEW Rifles, Immediate Delivery. 
#94-C arbine 


Win 
$120.95, + 70 Super Grade $179.45, 
30-30, 32 Special $69.00, +64 Lever F 
Special $91.60, #64 DeLuxe $107.95 
caliber $100.30, +71 DeLuxe $11 
loading 351 calibre $140.20: * nM 99E.G. 
250/3000, 300 Savage $109.00, 99R_ Beavertail 
$112.00, 99RS peewee. Redfield $124.50; Reming- 
ton 760-pump 30-06. 27 300 Savage. 35 Reming- 
ton $104.40, 760ADL, * DeLuxe $119.95, +721 Bolt 
270, 30-06 $88.35, 721—300 Magnum $99.40, 
#=722—222, 257, 300 "Savage $82.80; Marlin 336 
Carbine 30-30, 32 Special $68.95, +336—35 calibre 
$78.95. Tradeins Accepted. Send Money Order or 
Check. Free Illustrated Gun Catalogue. Discounts to 
Dealers. All Shipments Prepaid. Layaway Plan. Mann’s 
Sporting Goods Company, 100 Genesee Street, Utica, 
New York. ae howadae Mes ae 
GUNS—Remington M760's, $104.40, M721’s, $88.35, 
M722’s, $82.80; Winchester M70, $120.95, M43, 
$60.45, M94, $68.95; Savage M99EG, $109.00, Mar- 
lin M336 carbine, $68.95. Browning Superposed shot- 
$261.00, autos, $118.25. Remington autos, 
$110.45, pumps, M870, $77.35, Deluxe, $88.35; Win- 
chester M12, $93.85, Duck Guns, $104.85. Ithaca 
M37 pump, $91.00. 10 ga. Magnum doubles, $295.00. 
Handguns, all makes, models. Complete line reloading 
supplies. Trade-ins accepted. List 400 New-Used 
Guns. 3c stamp. Summers Sport Shop, Cape Girardeau, 
Missouri. 

SEUI.ING out 10 to 25 % off on New Scopes and Guns. 
_Taylor’s, Denman, Coshocton, Ohio. 
SHOTGUNS, rifles, revolvers, over 500 modern, obso- 
lete list 10c coin. Ed Howe, 8 Main, Coopers Mills, 
Maine. = 
IMPORTED, Stilettos, Throwing knives, Hunting 
knives, Etc. Free Catalog. J. D. Clinton, 94 Church 
Street, Mt. Clemens 4, Michigan. 


GERMAN G-43 semi-automatic rifles excellent condi- 
tion, 8mm. caliber, 10 shot, $55.00. Good 7.7 Jap 








Rifles, $16.50. Krag 30-40 $35.00. Enfield 30-06 
$35.00. Joffe, 5114 Spruce, Philadelphia 39, Penn- 
sylvania. 





LEARN gun “repairing at home. Profitable business. 
Details 10c. Modern Gun Repair School, Box 717-X, 
Dubuque, Iowa. 
30/06 SPRINGFIELD rifles, original ‘‘03’’ army mod- 
el, guaranteed excellent condition, $55.00. Reppert’s, 
Conshohocken, Pennsylvania. ee 


SEND 10c for lists either shotguns, rifles, handguns, 
ammunition or send 25c for all lists. Frayseth’s, 
Willmar, Minnesota. 

7 YEARS rechambering Jap and Belgian Rifles ‘to 
American calibers. Stamp for information please. Jap 
Romberger, Cressona, Penna. 

JAP 30-06 cal. converted rifles. “Very | good— —$25.50. 
German Mod. 98 8mm Mauser rifles. Very good— 
$37.50. Large stock of new and used rifles, shotguns. 
Free gun list. Freedland Arms, 34 Park Row, New 
York, New York. 





Rifles, Pistols, — Binoculars. 60 
page coach 10c. ’ Fishermens Bargain 68 pages 
10c. Art Cooke, Guntrader, Darby 3. Pennsylvania. 


SWORD blade blued steel 30” new $1.00—send 15c 
listing guns-ammo-grips. Morton's, 40 Fulton Street, 
New York City. 


2 ANTIQUE FIREARMS 


120 PAGE profusely illustrated catalog crammed with 
antique pistois, swords, daggers, armor, etc. Sent 

on receipt o1 50c. Robert Abels, L860 Lexington Ave., 
New York 21. 

OLD Guns Current Prices. Free Bargain Catalog. “Send 
_Postcard Today. Pioneer Press, Harriman, Tennessee. 


“QWUITschuerbelleraiken’ *:—Selling several hundred 
historical firearms, 30,000 Indian Relics, Collectors 
Cartridges, Coins, Antiques. 400 bayonets, swords.— 
Revolutionary, Civilwar: Flintlocks, Muskatoons, Blun- 








derbusses, Snaphaunces, Revolvers, Frontiers, Ken- 
tuckies, Winchesters, Ramrods, —Powderhorns, Blo- 
horns, Steerhorns, Mounted Pheasants, Deerheads, 
Daguerreotypes, Ambrotypes, Violin Wood,—Arrow- 
heads. Spearheads, Bannerstones, Discoidals, Toma- 
hawks, Bo-wood.—Agates, Minerals, Fossils. Indian- 
heads, Gold Dollars.—Cataiog, profusely illustrated 


35c. Heike, Wenona 11, Illinois. 

CATALOG—"'Shiff the Gun Man's’’ famous lifetime 
collection of antique firearms. Hundreds of Flint- 
locks, Kentuckys, Civil War, other collectors’ prizes, 
plus thousands accessories. Beautifully printed, pro- 
fusely illustrated. Each piece completely described, 
honestly priced. See the guns ‘‘Shiff’’ collected! Only 
$1. Shiff Associates, Box 176, Danvers, Massachusetts. 


ANTIQUE firearms, swords, ‘daggers, horns, flasks, 
medals, catalogue 10c. Nagy, 8-L South 18th, Phil- 
adelphia 3, Pennsylvania. 











3 ARMS EQUIPMENT 
SIGHTS, Scopes, mounts, loading tools, powders, 
primers, builets and accessories. Large _ stocks. 


Promvt shipments to gunsmiths and dealers. Ask for 
catalogue. Gopher Shooter’s Supply, Box 246, Fari- 
bault, Minnesota. oe. 

HAND Tooled | pistol scabbards for Colt, Woodsman 
and Hi-Standard. Barnes Leather Shop, Floresville, 
Texas. it 

GUNNERS! Don’t be “skunked”’ 
on your table! Our free booklet, ‘Straight from the 
Shouider,’’ is full of wing- shooting facts. Write the 
Poly-Choke Co., 426 Tunxis St., Hartford, Connecticut. 


3A GUN CABINETS 


FREE Plans and Patterns for Gun Rack included with 
beautifully illustrated, 52 page Gunberth Catalog, 
listing World’s Largest Selection of Gun Cabinets, 
Racks. Sent on $2.00 deposit, refunded first order. Or 
send 25c for Complete .llustrated Bulletin. Coladonato 
Bros. GC2B, Hazleton, Pennsylvania. 
“GUN Cabinets, Gun Racks, Complete selection. 25c 
for Catalogue. Dealers write. Knox Wood Products, 
Dept. L, Knoxville, lowa. 








again! Put more game 








GRAY’'S unfinished Gun Cabinets. Available in Ma- 
hogany, California Redwood. Clear or Knotty Pine. 
Write for free illustrated folder and price list. E. 
Gray, Box 329, Santa Cruz. California. 


a BINOCULARS & TELESCOPES 


AMAZING prices, brand new precision binoculars. 
$16.00 up. Free trial. Folder “Binocular Selecting,” 
pricelist free. Prentiss Importers, Mercury Bidg., West 
Los Angeles 25. California. 

SAVE Money—Get interesting facts! Free 52 page 
three color catalog. 80 different models. United 
Binoculars, 9043 S. Western, A-1501, Chicago 20. 


BINOCULARS, Telescopes, Microscopes, Terrific Val- 
ues, $3.98 up. Request Free Money saving Catalog. 
Criterion, Hartford, Connecticut. Dept. L15. 


COMPLETE repair service, Binoculars, Telescope 
Sights, Hardcoating, Post, Cross Hairs, installed, Re- 
finishing, Reblueing. Write or send instrument for 
estimate. Workmanship Guaranteed. Sell, Trade new 
and used binoculars, telescopes, New guns, Mounts, 
Mounting. Optical Instrument Repair Co., 579 Avon- 
dale Avenue, San Antonio 10, Texas. 




















BINOCULAR specialists since 1923. Free estimates on 
repairs and hardcoating. Binocular bargains at im- 


porters prices: free list. Free informative leaflets 
Mirakel Repair Co., Mount Vernon 3, New York. a 
SAVE! Save! New Binoculars! Free Catalog. Free 
Book, ‘How To Select Binoculars.’’ Write Today! 
Bushnell’ ’s, 43-L-71 Green, Pasadena 1, California. 





BINOCULARS: All makes. New and Used. Satisfaction 
Guaranteed. Free Catalog. Louis Domingues, Kerr- 
ville 1 Texas. 

LENSES made and repaired,* for scopes, binoculars, 
cameras. Specialist in Repolishing, Recementing, 
Duplicating, Hard Coating. Complete Binocular repair. 
Workmanship absolutely guaranteed. Free estimates. 
Write or send instrument. Authorized Bushnell Repre- 
sentative. Gould Lens Service, 131 Franklin Avenue, 
Binghamton, New York. 











FREE trial top German binoculars all sizes, new and 
used, trades, literature. Paul Noyes, 931 South 
38th, Milwaukee 15, Wisconsin. 

5 SIGHTS & SCOPES 

SCOPE Mounts—the World's Finest, “Smooth! ‘Fast! 


Low! 204 dilferent models, one and two-piece bases 
with standard rings $16.60, split rings $20.00. Free 
Catalog ‘‘O’’". Maynard P. Buehler Co., Orinda, 
California. 

GUN Screws, hardened and blued, assorted lengtiis 
6°48 and 8/40, aiso plug screws 50c dozen. Uni 
versal length guard screws Springfield, Enfield 35c, 
Mauser guard screws, set $1.50. All and more in Free 
Catalog ‘“O”. Maynard P. Buehler Co., Orinda, 
California. 

LOW | Safetys for scope sighted Springfields, Mau- 
sers, M54, Krags $6.60. Custom made, hardened, 
blued, polished, beauty and safety in one. Free Cata- 
log ‘“‘O’’. Maynard P. Buehler Company, Orinda, 
California. 
LEE Dot, the original center dot reticule for scope 
sights will improve your shooting. Endorsed by lead 
ing authorities. Factory equipment America’s Finest 
scopes. Bausch & Lomb, Lyman, Fecker, Unertl, Stith 
Cub, Leopold-Stevens, Bushnell Scopemaster. Imme- 
diate delivery avove. Also Weavers. Or installed your 
above listed scope promptly. Write for free illustrated 

tolder and price list. At your dealer or direct. T. K. 
Lee, P. O. Box 2123, Birmingham 1, Alabama. 














SELLING “out, Scopes, mounts, guns, 12% to 25 
off, free lists, Challingsworth Gun Shop, Rifle, 
Coloraao. 

6 BIRDS & ANIMALS 








NATURALIST'’S Catalog 10c. 35 Jumping Beans $1.00. 
Chameleon 75c. 200 Meaiworms $1.20. Quivira Spe- 
cialties, Topeka 30, Kansas. 

FERRETS—Heaithy stock white or brown either sex, 
Single, pair or dozen. Live delivery guaranteed. 
Stanley Franz, Eau Claire, Michigan. 

GUINEA Pigs. Make extra money. Cash markets avail- 
able. Booklet free. Taylors, B426P, Hapeville, 

Georgia, 

pone ry ee ge youngs, $3.00 pair; fully devel- 
oped, 4.00 pair. Request prices on rare albinos. 
Adirondack Hamstery, Prospect 3, New York. 


FERRETS $10.00 each—information with order or for 
stamped envelope. George Wirtz, Cologne 20, Min- 

















nesota. 
7 GAME BIRDS 
PHEASANTS: Ringnecks $3.00. Blacknecks, Mon- 
golians, Formosan $4.00. Silver, White, Mutants 


$5.00. Skyland Pheasantry, Wisconsin Rapids, Wis- 
consin. 

WILD turkeys $1! $15.00 each. Trio $40.00. Eggs $1.50, 
In Season. Russelyn Pheasantry, Osterburg, Penn- 


sylvania. eine 
PHEASANTS “5 or 5000” 
Dressed pheasants. MacFarlane 
Janesville 3, Wisconsin. : ; : 
FOR Sale—Bobwhite, Valley, and blue quail—Ring- 
necks. Roland Krietsch, George West, Texas. Fs 
BIG Beautiful ringnecks for fall delivery, order now 
from Blonhaven Game Farm, Milton Junction °%, 
Wisconsin. 
8 FOX & MINK 
1000-BRED Mink-Booklet pen plans 20c. Lake Ontario 
Mink Ranch, Gravel Road, Webster, New York. a 
MINK $15.00 up, free price lis‘ booklet 25c. General 
Fur Farm. R-1. Jamestown, New York. 
9 CHINCHILLAS 


CHINCHILLAS—Pedigreed South American. Hobby © 
business in spare room or cellar. No odors. Profitab'e. 
Stewart Chinchilla Ranch, Washingtonville, New Yo 





For shooting, breeding.— 
Pheasant Farm, 
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NCBA Proven, Bred, and Young pairs. Write or visit 
Clark County Crown Chinchillas, 229 West Perrin 
Avenue, Springfield, Ohio. 


QUALITY chinchillas, NCBA registered stock, "graded 
and ungraded. Spare females. W. E. Basher, 3338 


Alden Place, N.E., Washington. D.C. 


REGISTERED, prolific chinchillas at modest “prices. 
Fully guaranteed. Agnes Ann Chinchilla Ranch, 443 
Spruce, Garwood, New Jersey. 


I GREED, _ régistered Chinchillas. 





PEDIGREED, NCBA Finest 
grade available. Choice breeding stock. Susquehanna 
Chinchilla Ranch, 2337 Newberry Street, Williams- 
port, Penna. 


10 BOATS & MOTORS 


OUTBOARD Motor Parts—New—Used for all makes. 

Send stamp for price quotation listing parts needed. 
Outboard Motor Mart, Inc., B229 State Street, 
Boston. Massachusetts. 


NEW, used ilt marin 





. rebuilt marine motors. Marine conver- 
sions, fittings, supplies. Free Catalog. Stokes Marine 
Supply, Dept. 25. Coldwater, Michigan. 

BOAT Kits, plans and patterns for America’s fastest 
and finest outboard racers and runabouts, fishing 
boats, hunting skiffs, dingies, canoes. Illustrated 
literature 25c. Schneider Boat Co., 1909 West Vliet, 
Milwaukee 5, Wisconsin. 


FULL § size, cut- to-shape Boat Patterns, Bluepr prints, 
712-38 feet. New 1954 illustrated ‘Build A Boat’ 


catalog of 50 naval architect-designed Cruisers, Run- 


abouts, Sloops, Skiffs, Outboard Boats, Sailing, Rac- 
ing, Houseboats, 25c. Marine Hardware Catalog, 
$1.00. ‘‘How to Build Boats’’ book, $1.75. Polywog 


Houseboat Plans, $12. Cleveland Boat Blueprint Co., 
ooee: ae 9400 Steinway, Cleveland 4, Ohio. 
“P-38 BELLY Tanks’’, $9.95; Twintank boat plans 
$1.00; Free picture. Anzio Boat Co., 89, Merced, 
California. 


GET our big 224 page Marine Hardware, Boat Equip- 
ment Catalog. Send $1.00 for handling costs, re- 
funded with first order. Garland Frasher Marine Sales, 
540-P-3lst. Street, Huntington, West Virginia. 
BOAT Kits. ASssemble—yourself and save. Information 
10c. Comstock Trailers, Boat Dept., Parsons, Kansas. 


10A OARS 


ASH Oars—5’, 51/2’, 6’, 64/2 $4.50 per pair. “Send 
$2.00 with order. "Pay Sehsdare” plus postage charges 

















to Postman. National Oars, Box 18, Ironton, Mich- 
igan. 
12 TENTS 





TENTS, camping equipment. 100 page free catalogue. 
Mor-San Sales, 10-21C 50th Avenue, Long Island 
City 1, New York. 


13 CAMERAS & PHOTO SUPPLIES 


GUARANTEED Fresh 8mm ‘roll, magazine: 16 mm roll, 
magazine movie films. Color, B&W. Free catalog. 

Eso-C, 47th Holly, Kansas City 2, Missouri. __ 

WILD Life Films. Exciting dramatic action in the nat- 
ural habitat of animals of forest oe plain. 8mm or 

















16mm in beautiful color or B. & . Also 2”x2” color 
slides. Write for free illust. Scape Wild Life 
Films, 5151DL, Strohm Avenue, No. Hollywood, Cali- 
fornia. 
BEAUTIFUL enlargement in Album irom each good 
picture on roll. 8 exposure—40c; 12 exposure—50c. 
16 exposure—65c. Cut Rate Photos, Dept. A-8, 


Janesville, Wisconsin. — 
TWO Beautiful prints from each picture on 8 expo- 
sure roll 35c. Many years of satisfied customers. 
Quick Service. Lens Photos, Dept. J-10, Janesville, 
Wisconsin. 

8MM. Hunting, Fishing, Adventure Movies, brand new 
prints, 150’ length, $2.98. Railroad films, children’s 
films, collector's items, too! Bargains in 16mm. films, 
equipment, supplies. Good used 16mm. sound pro- 
jectors prices from $99.95—ail leading makes. Big 
catalog free. Blackhawk Films, 2704 Eastin Building, 
Davenport, Iowa. 


WHOLESALE Photographic Supplies. Fiims, cameras, 
projectors, enlargers. Write for Free ‘Catalog. Capitol 
Photo Supplies, 2428 Guadaiupe, Austin, Texas. 


14 DOGS & KENNELS 


EXTRA fast Greyhound Wolf Catchers $150.00 each. 
Also young dogs. Ben Ammon, Bassett, Nebraska. 


BEAUTIFUL German Shepherd Puppies, Excellent 
Companions, Pets and Show type. Grossi: and Kennels, 
Old Tappan, New Jersey. Closter 5-1768 


WEIMARANERS and Swedish Pointers. ~ Pups and 
Trained dogs. Championship Stock. Engwall’s Ken- 
nels, Winthrop, Minnesota. 


REGISTERED Black Tan English ¢s Shepherds | wonderful 
cattle dogs, real heelers. Search Ranch, Carmel Val- 
ley, California. 

DALMATIAN (Coach) puppies. 
anteed healthy. $50 
Leland, Illinois. 

FOR Sale. Dogs, Setters and Pointers, Fox, “Coon “and 
Rabbit Hounds, shipped for trial. Catalog 10c. Stan- 























Eligible A.K.C. Guar- 
either sex. Kane Kennels, 





ley Blake, Mgr., Bluegrass Farm Kennels, Berry, 
Kentuckv. 

AMAZING New Treatment for itching, scratching 
Dogs, Cats. Request free information, Dept. L-3, 
Northwest Veterinary, 1279 Albany Avenue, Hartford, 
Connecticut. 





Sold 
by mail or advance appointment. Sportsmen's Serv- 
ice, LaRue 6, Ohio. S 
NORWEGIAN Elkhound puppies. 
Companions and Watchdogs. 
En\ ila Ranch, Havre, M Montana. 
WEI MARANER puppies ‘whelped ~ ‘June 30, price rea- 
sonable. A. L. Clark, Cisco, Texas. 


OORANG Airedale pups $35. 00 t up on “apy yroval. 


. Hunters. Herder, 
Life time guarantee. 








15 BEAGLES 
CH OICE Beagles & Rabbithounds, broken trial, pup- 
pies, micely marked. Guy Werner, Seven Valleys, 


Pennsylvania. —_—e 
BEAGLES pups, broken hounds, champion sired, reg- 





istered A.K.C. Satisfacticn Guaranteed. Hunters 
Haven, Pataskala, Ohio. _ : pccicsebeaiiezamaies 
REGISTERED Beagles: Puppies $25.00, started 


$25.00, running $50.00, photo available. English 
Setters $35.00. Nolan Hutcheson, Houston, Missouri. 
PEDIGREED Beagle puppies started and broke dogs, 
high quality stock. Horace Mitten, Millersburg, Ohio. 








REGISTERED Beagle Pups for hunting or field triais 
$25.00 each. Olie Noblitt. Temple, Oklahoma. 


SMALL type beagle pups. Champion bloodlines. ~ Each 
pup is guaranteed. No tiash will be shipped. Vermil- 
lion Valley Beagle Kennels, Pontiac, Illinois. Norman 
Baird, Prop. 

BEAGLES, Rabbit Hounds, thoroughly broken started 
dogs, also puppies, fine stock. Arthur Flanigan, Key- 
mar, Maryland. 

BEAGLES, thoroughly broken also choice 
and pups. Trial. Wilson Hamme, 
Pennsylvania. 


CHOICE Beagles and Rabbithounds Broken “trial p pup- 








"starters 
Seven Valleys, 








pies nicely marked. B. S. Meckley, Glen Rock, 
Pennsvivania.___ = a 
HUNTING Beagles. “Well bred puppies. $30.00 up. 


A. Mason, 6532 Hiway 99. Everett, Washington. 


REGISTERED-Beagle-pups. Best blood-line, Price 
$30.00. Lin-Carol Kennels, Castalia, Ohio. 


BEAGLES thoroughly broken, also starters and pups. 

Choice stock. Reasonable. Robert Otte, Gerald, 
Missouri. 7“ 
BEAGLES. Rabbithounds. some Reg. Broken, choice. 
Quality. Trial. Outstanding Puppies. Garrett Yinger, 
Hellam. Pennsylvania. 




















16 POINTERS & SETTERS 

GERMAN Shorthair top field, show pups $35. $50. 
Champion Stud. Gibson, 715 Hiram, Wichita, 
Kansas. arr pia ea P 
OUTSTANDING experienced shooting dogs. Trial. 
Started dogs. Cheap. Ira Griste, Route 6, Memphis, 


Tennessee. 





ENCLISH setters, Irish setters, German Shorthair, 
Chesapeake, Golden Retriever, Pupvies, Eligible 
Males $25.00, Females $25. Harley Everett, Atkinson, 
Nebraska. / 
ENGLISH Setters puppies $35.00, Zev breeding. 


Photo available. Registered Beagle puppies $25.00. 
Nolan Hutcheson. Houston, Missouri 
POINTERS. English Setters, Irish 
Trial—Folder Free. Spring Valley 
ton, Illinois. = 
REGISTERED Pointers and setters trained on quail. 
Also puppies and started dogs. Will train your dog, 
best references. Geo. Allen, Bandana, Kentucky es 
ENGLISH Setters, Lightly marked Wh.&O. Males, 6 
mo. distemper vaccinated $50.00 each. 6 yr. female 
and 8 yr. dog both trained nationally famous hunting 
strains, Ben Toensing, R-1, Hopkins, Minnesota. - 
GORDON Setter puppies. Stud Service. Greymount 
_Kennels, R9, Box 538, Greensboro, North Carolina. 


GERMAN “Shorthz 1ired Pointer puppies $35.00. Cham- 
pion bloodlines. Stud service. Lewis Curtis, Chariton, 

Iowa 

WEIMARANERS litter choice puppies. 
Reasonable. For quick sale. 

Nebraska. 

CHOICE solid mahoganies, registered. Speed, nose, 
intelligence, affection. Kinvarra Irish Setters, Darien 

{5-0162), Connecticut. : é 

GERMAN Shorthaired Pointers Stud Services, Puppies 
hunting and show parents. Fieldhobby Kennels, Paw 

Paw, Illinois. _ 

WANTED: Bird dogs for training: Grouse, 
Excellent references. A. E. Seidel, Danville 

sylvania. hiner Mes 

IRISH Setters; quality pups available. Champion Fine- 
field Invasion at stud. Contact, Harold Weier, 

O'Neijl, Nebraska, nee & a 

ENGLISH Setter Pups, hunting stock, Whelped July 
23. $25.00. H. M. Gaither, 207—24th Avenue North, 
Nashville, Tennessee. 

ENGLISH Setters—Sixteen Weeks old—Pointing al- 


CO.D., 
Eming- 


Setters. 
Kennels, 


Ready to start. 
Mangold’s, Bennington, 


Pheasant. 
Penn- 


ready. Excellent Bloocdlines—Males $40, Females 
$35. Lewis Loofboro, Rhodes, Iowa. 
OUTSTANDING German Shorthaired Pointer puppies 


bred for field and bench, sire Champion Pheasant 
Lane’s Tomahawk—Dam Champion Penray’s Bretta. 


Lynn Acres Kennels, R-5, Box 562, St. Louis 22, 
Missouri. - 
GERMAN Shorthair Champion Bred Pups, for Field 


or Show—Satisfaction guaranteed. Photos and pedi- 

gree on request. Leighton Ellis, Arrowsmith, Illinois. 
GERMAN Pointers. Schwarenburg’s. Pups, some 
trained. Inoculated, AKC. training book, photos, list, 
shipped approval. Furcht Kenneis, Gooding, Idaho. _ 
ONE Weimaraner. One German Shorthair trained. 2 
years old Registered. Gerald Matteson, 1148 Com- 
mercial Street, Sycamore, lilinois. 


IRISH Setter Puppies AKC Registered, Dark Red $35 
and $40. Alfred Weber, Castalia, Ohio. 


17 HOUNDS 


HUNTING Hounds: Outstanding Game getters. Great- 
est selection ever offered. Coonhounds, Foxhounds, 
tabbithounds. Combination hunters. All breeds. Sold 

Cheap. Long Trial. Catalogue Free. Echo Valley Ken 

nels, Herrick, Illinois 























HOUND Men; read a monthly magazine devoted to 
coonhounds: training: breed news; field trials; 
shows; and coon, cat, and bear hunting stories. 


Twelve issues $2.00. Sample 20c. 
Box 211A, Sesser, Illinois. 


FOR Sale hunting dogs, coons, combination and rab- 
bit. Prices reasonable. Trial allowed. Write for infor- 
mation. Edd Gardner, Hardin, Kentucky. 


BLOODHOUNDS, Selling out, Pure English Stud, bred 
bitches, others. Puppies. Ship immediately, any- 
where. Fred Rovertson, riornby, Ontario, Canada. 

FOXHOUNDS—Puppies Registered, pedigreed. Walk- 
ers, Triggs. Good ones. John Lukert, East Moriches, 
New York. = 


HUNTING “hounds. ~ Reasonable. Free Catalogue Pic- 

tures Trial. Beck Hound Kennel, Box O-10, Herrick, 
Illinois. ——— 
TOP Cooners. Combinations fox, deer and rabbit 

hounds, sq. dogs. Fancy Bird dogs. Greyhounds. Trial 
allowed. Free literature. I’m ex-agent for Frisco Rail- 
road. D. L. Rogers, Phone 17, Wyandotte, Oklahoma. 


PLOTT- Hounds—unsurpassed on big-game or coon. 
Single plott chased bear 60 mi.—Have treed for 72 
hours. Pups $50.00. Marlin LeGore, LeGore, Mary- 
land. 

FOR Sale—Coon, Cat, Mink Hounds $50.00. 
Coon, O’Possum, Skunk, Squirrel, 
Getters, $35.00. Arch Coombs, 


American Cooner, 











Good 
Combination Fur 
Walters, “Oklahoma. 





REGISTERED long eared black tan pups. Also, regis- 
tered Walker Foxhounds. Carl Rauch, Florence, 
Massachusetts. 

BLOODHOUNDS. Trained Mantrailers and Bred Ma- 
trons. Puppies $75.00 also Collapsible Crates. Sheriff 
Arthur N. Jennison, Keene, New Hampshire. Telephone 
239 R or 100. 


FOUR First Class Coon dogs. 
silent, one silent, Trial. 
Indiana. 


FOR Sale—Coon, Opossum, Squirrel Dog $25.00. A 
rabbit hound and beagle $25.00 each, shipped for 
your approval. Elijay Moody. West Plains. Missouri 
HONEST. Coonhounds Scarce. Can furnish few 
$75.00 up. Express Company ho!d money. B. Miller, 
Lynn Grove, Kentucky. 


RABBIT deer proofed foxhounds. Coonhounds Den 
drivers. Mink dog. Lewis Seymour, Reedsburg, Wis- 
consin. 

KENTUCKY Hounds bred for Cooners. $25.00 up, 
Express Company Hold Money. Wabel Camp, Lynn 
Grove. Kentucky. 


18 SPANIELS 


SPRINGER Spaniels: America’s Outstanding Breeder. 
Puppies from $50.00. Stud Service. Frejax. 21971 
Coolidge Highway, Detroit #35. Michigan 


SPRUCEDALE Kennels offer puppies from bloodlines 
that produced 1950 and 1951 National Field Trial 
winners. Also sixteen month started females $100.00. 
Duncansville, Pennsylvania. 


BRITTANY puppies, whelped June 25. AKC and AF 
registered. Excellent bloodlines. Males, $50, Females 
$40. Clifford Sillers, 401 W. College, Blackwell, 
Oklahoma. 
BRITTANY Puppies, Finest Bloodlines from Hunting 
and Field Trial Stock. Registered. Also Excellent 
Brood Bitch. Leroy Magnuson, 130 Wisconsin, Salina, 
Kansas. 
BRITTANY Spaniel pups AKC eligible. H. D 
202 Penn Avenue, Greenwood, 
SPRINGERS. Puppies. Champion 
tered Champion sired. Pets. 
Ruby, York, Pennsylvania. 
19 RETRIEVERS 
LABRADOR puppies, started dogs, 
Standard size, health guaranteed. 
Kennel-Hufford, Petoskey, Michigan. 
CHESAPEAKE Puppies. Champion blood. 
trievers. Companions. For 
Woodall, Tinley Park, Illinois. 
BLACK Labrador Retrievers. 
Distemper guaranteed. 
Kennels, Oak Harbor, Ohio. 
LABRADOR rups. AKC. Excellent 
James Bigelow, 137 Nortn 
Shrewsbury, Massachusetts. 
LABRADOR Retrievers. Registered. Permanently in- 
noculated. Field trial and working bloodlines. Smith, 
Box 109. Wickford, Rhode Island. 
GOLDEN Labrador pups. Registered AKC and FDSB. 
_F. W. Hoppe, Rte 3, Hopkins, Minnesota. 
CHESAPEAKE retriever puppies: Spring litters: Eli- 
Ready for Fall training: Dr. Rustad, Green 





Two open, one semi- 
Robert Perkins, Borden 








Sharp, 
South Carolina. 

bloodlines. Regis- 
Hunters. Show. Oscar 











finest breeding. 
Northern Lab. 


’ Finest re- 
Christmas $50. Fred 


Registered, Vaccinated 
State age, sex. Labcroft 


hunting stock. 
Quinsigamond Ave., 


gidle: 
ville, Iowa. 

REGISTERED Black Labrador puppies, 
July. Beautiful Male one year old. Cecile Courtade, 
865 Hannah, Traverse City, Michigan. 


DON’T be without a retriever next season; get an 
Irish Water Spaniel, an all-around dog. Dorothy 
Moon, Fairmount, North Dakota. 


23 DECOYS & CALLS 


THE World’s Finest Decoys. Plastic—iight—tough— 
life size—look alive—ride high. Mallards only. Write 
for Circular and prices. Sold direct only. Real-Lite 
Decoy Co.. 5736-8-A Prospect Avenue, Kansas City 
4, Missouri. 


CALLS, Decoys ¢ and phonograph records which teach 
you the art ef calling for duck, goose, crow, squirrel 
and deer hunters. Supplies, eyes, heads, paint. etc. 
Illustrated catalog 10c. Oscar Quam, 3149 39th Ave- 
nue South, Minneapolis, Minnesota. 


CALL Elk, Deer, Coyote, Fox, Cats within shotgun 
range! Also, scent and bait for trappers. S. V. Hig 
ley. Dept. O. Burley, Idaho. 


DECOYS outdoor equipment—3c stamp for list. Trader 
Horn, Dept. OL, P. O. Box 126, Moline, Illinois. 


24A HUNTING 


DEER Hunters! Use tested EZ-Haul Harness. Carries 

gin. Drags the deer. Leaves both hands free. Weighs 
only 7 ounces. Scariet red. Guaranteed to lift or drag 
500 pounds. $2.00 postpaid. Order direct. Sjodin & 
Melby Gun and Game Harness, 3124 Brunswick, Rob- 
binsdale, Minnesota. 


DEER Hunters—Eat venison 1953 Not Alibis, Photos 
_Info. Free. Method, $2.00. Sabin’s Dalbo, Minnesota. 
“DEER Hunts-You” Deer hunting secret. First time 
advertised. Be the first in your area to use this legal 
and lethal copyrighted method. Write or send your $2 
now. D. E. Arnold, Route 2, Iron River, Michigan. 


HUNTING Horns—all sizes $3.95 postpaid. Box 1121, 
Clanton, Alabama. 


25 TACKLE, BAIT, LURES 


FISHERMEN-Hunters! More pleasure from Our sport! 

No more danger of having oars drift away! Send 
$1.00 for construction details of oar retaining clamps 
to A. L. Robinson, c/o Raivaaja Publishing Co., 2056 
Fifth Avenue, New York, New York. 


FREE ¢ Catalog—Over 1,000 Hard To Find Specialties 
fear — Netcraft Company, Dept. OC11, Toledo 
3 io 

FISHERMEN diamond rod windings 10 inch max 
length only $2.00 one color, $3.00 two colors, plus 

postage. John Maddic, 18 Wooding Street, Bristol. 

Connecticut. 


BED-] Ding Keeps Fishworm-Crawlers Alive Years. Car 

ries alive thousands miles hottest weather. Makes 
Little worms Big. Gather now for Winter-Spring use 
Special $1.00. Gobble Blood Catfish Bait 50c. Carp 
50c. Free Catalog. Buss Manufacturing Company. 
Lanark, Illinois. 


FISHWORMS— Famous, Flint River Red Wigglers. E. 
Brooks writes ‘‘Your worms are the largest—Prices 
reasonable.’’ Write for dealer set-up. Booklet 25c 
Flint River Worm Farm, Reynolds 1, Georgia. 


Whelped in 
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SINKER Molds—For Making Your own sinkers. Free 
illustrated booklet. Reading Instrument Co., Box 78, 
Reading, Pennsylvania. _ 


AMERICA’S most complete Taxidermy Supply House. 
Headforms, Eyes, Panels! Catalog Free! Penn Taxi- 
dermy, DL3, Hazleton, Pennsylvania. 





FISHWORM Raising pays Worthwhile Profits! Mlus- 
trated booklet explains raising, feeding, marketing, 
shipping. 25c. Ozark Worm Farm-F, Willow Springs, 
Missouri. 
MOLDS for Fishermans Sinkers, Jigs, Squids, Casting 
and Spinning Lures. Sweet’s Molds, Tonawanda 4, 
New York. RE ie Steel pi dbf 
ASSEMBLED Trotlines. Inexpensive swiveled hook- 
guard attachment prevents tangling saves time and 
fish. Guaranteed. Free literature. Lawrenz Mfg. Com- 
pany, 119 South Lancaster, Dallas, Texas. AA al ee 
FISHWORM Culture— -This booklet ‘‘Raising Worms 
For Pleasure or Profit’’ tells how to fix beds indoors, 
outdoors; small or commercial scale; what, when, how 
to feed: how to keep worms from crawling out; how 
and where to sell. $1.00 postcard. Tennessee Worm 
Hatchery, Section 1L, Box 265. Nashville 2, Tennessee. 
NIGHTCRAWLERS, red worms, soft craws. Raised 
easily. Free literature. H. Tooker, 630-S Chestnut, 
Hamilton, Ohio. 
TWO Hundred Million Heart of Georgia quality red 
wigglers ready for shipment. Contact me for your 
reguiar requirements. Shipping capacity 500,000 
daily. Rainey’s Bait Ranch, Eatonton, Georgia. 
RED Worms 200—$1.25: 1000—$3.50;: 2000—$6.50 
postpaid with raising instructions. Worm Gardens, 
324 David Drive, Waco. Texas. ery 
FISHWORMS large red worms $5.00 per thousand 
po:t paid. Gulf Worm Hatchery, 246 Little York 
Road, Houston, Texas 
REDWORMS or Mealgrubs 200—$1.00: 425—$2.00: 
1,000—$4.50. Breeders’ Manuals ‘‘Redworms’’— 
‘‘Mealworms”’ $1.00 each, Postpaid. Literature free. 
Dixdox, Kent, Ohio. . 
FISHWORMS—Extra large breeder redworms—$4.25 
per 1000, postpaid with raising instructions. Any 
quantity, 5000—$19.50. Cricket Raising Booklet— 
$1.0 Worm Raising—50c. Carter Worms, Plains, 
Georgia. i ee 7 Mu iS 
. Bargain Catalog. Gadgets, unusual tackle. 
Bait making instructions—samples 25c Finny- 
sports(E), Toledo 13, Ohio. _ mn - 
GRAY Crickets: large select grade, the best brooder 
sto:k and fish bait. 1000 for $10.00 postpaid, 115 
for $2.00 postpaid, booklet on raising $1.00. Arm- 
strong’s Cricket Farm, ‘‘South’s Largest,’’ Glennville, 
Georgia. é : 
ICE Fishing—Gray Crickets best year around bait. 
White belly ideal for ice fishing. 100—$2.00; 500— 
$7.50; 1000—$12.00. Select breeders $15.00 per 
thousand. Postpaid. Horton’s Cricket & Worm Hatch 
ery, 9492 South Linden Road, Swartz Creek, Mich- 
igan. 
SPINNING—International Spin-Fishing Equipment As- 
so iation, Metropolitan Station, Box 6173, Los An- 
geles 55, California, offers free membership- discount 
list catalogue spinning instructions 25c. 


26 FLY-TYING 


LEARN Fly-tying—"‘ABC"’ Sten by Step Illustrated 
Method Shows How. Send 10c (coin). Sure Results. 
Fishcrafters, Box 804-O, Worcester, M Massachusetts. 


MUSTAD_ Hooks. terial 


























Quality Materials. - Free Catalog. 
Stone Fly Company, 19 Pleasant Street, Springfield 
9, Massachusetts. 


= Tying ‘materials, Hooks, Tools, Junglecock, Hol- 
low Glass Rod Kits, Fishing Tackle. Wholesale, Re- 
tail. Catalog. Fletcher's. Rangeley, Maine. __ aan 
FREE Catalog: Flies, Lures, Mustad Hooks, Fly Tying, 
Lure, Spinner, Rod Making Materials, Nylon Coils. 
Supreme Manufacturing Company, Amarillo, Texas. _ 
COMPLETE Fly Tyirg Kit with Vise, Instructions, 
Finest Materials (Regularly $4.95) Postpaid $3.50. 
Instruction Book Alone 2 ane oe Tackle, 592 East 
340 Street, Willoughby, s 
FLY Tying Materials ao, Illustrated in natural 
color. Also natural colored Fly Chart of 88 pepular 
Flies. All for 25c. Woodslore, Bradley Beach, New 
Jersey. ee 
FLY Makers! 1953 catalog. Culver Lures Company, 


Dept. 05, 3227 Missouri Avenue, St. Louis 18. 
OT SES at Sa else ee 
QUALITY flytying materials, tools, hooks, books, 


touls. Sila-flex quality glass rod blanks. Free illus- 

trated catalog. Reed Tackle, Mountain View 1, New 
Jersey. = a 
SUPERB roc hey hackles, Samples 25c, Fly Tying supplies. 
Free Catalog. Buz Buszek, Visalia, California. ‘s 
FLY Tying | Materials. Hooks, Nylon, Gut. Highest 
Grade. Professional Quality Only. Free Catalog. 
Sierra Tackle, Dept. B, Montrose, California. 


DID you ever try fly-tying? Make your own fishing 
lures. Sell them too! Beginner's kit is only $5.00. 
Many other kits and fly-tying tools. Send 10c for cat- 

alog. D. H. Thompson, 335 Walnut Avenue, Elgin, 
Illinois. 

FINEST quality tools and materials for Fly “Tyers. 
Catalog. Ed Watson, Wilson, N. Y. 

THE World's finest selection of quality fly tying ma- 
terials, tools, hooks, nylon, books, glass rod blanks 

and fittings at retail and wholesale prices available 

only from E. Hille, Williamsport, Pennsylvania. Free 
68 page catalog. 

FINEST Fly Tving Materials ; Sample | Kit $1.00. Mil- 
lard’s Fly Dictionary describing over 700 Flies 
$1.00. Free Catalog. Bennett Millard Fishing Tackle, 
Deposit 22, New York 

NEW revised Fly Pattern dictionary, over 500 pat- 
terns 50c. Fly material catalog 10c. Cascade Tackle 
Co., Medford, Oregon. 

ILLUSTRATED—Fly-Tying Book—Complete patterns. 
40c—fine fly tying materials—Free catalog. The Com- 
plete Angler, Roosevelt, New York. 


26A ICE FISHING 


PLANS now available for portable two man ice fishing 

shanty. Folds and fits into car trunk. Fish any lake 
this winter in comfort. Complete plans only $1.00. 
North Bay Shanty Company, 11702 Rosemary, De- 
troit 13, Michigan. 


27 TAXIDERMY 


AMERICA’S Largest and Oldest Supply House offers 
you finest seiection of imported and domestic glass 
eyes; also headforms, panels, al] other supplies. 

















100 % satisfaction guaranteed. Free Catalog. Rush 
a Elwood Company, Dept. 55, Omaha 8, Ne- 
raska, 


166 OUTDOOR Ire 


HUNTERS: Your Deerskins Tanned and custom made 
into beautiful dress gloves, moccasins and hand- 
bags. Deal Direct. Catalogues on request. J. R. Styres, 
Little Falls 3, New York. 


WILLARDS fine | fur and buckskin tanning also manu- 
facturing fully guaranteed. Write for prices. Wil- 
lards Furs, Established 1864, Marshalltown, Iowa. 


MODERN Taxidermist Magazine, Greenfield Center 7, 
New York. Devoted entirely to Taxidermy. Pare. 
Photos. Articles. Trial year’s subscription $1 


YOUR Deerskin—properly handled makes finest on 
driving gloves. Wood, Factory OL, Johnstown, New 
York. 


HAVE opening for ‘experienced and inexperienc ed Taxi- 
dermists. An excellent opportunity to get a perma- 
nent job with one of the best Taxidermy Studios. 
Write and state experience to Jonas Bros., 1714 
Broadway, Seattle 22, Washington 
SCULPTURE taxidermist. museum style mountings. 
big “er head specialist, all work guaranteed. Lee 
Vogel. Leechburg, Pennsvivania 
MAKING Fox Scarves $6.00 complete. Game heads, 
rugs, fish. Larson’s Taxidermy, Iola, Wisconsin. 


GLASS Eyes Mfg.—Birds, Deer. Schumacher, 
_Street, Jersey City. New Jersey. Price lists. 


GLASS " Eyes—Supplies— Wholesale Taxidermy. Crow 
Ilinots. $8.50. Herren Taxidermy, Box 70, Alton, 
Illinois 


SCULPTOR Taxidermy | by ‘approved museum methods 
. World-wide big game our specialty (references). 

Hagenmayer Studio, 216-14 131 Ave., Springfield 

Gardens, Long Island, New York. 

DEER Heads Mounted. Birds, fish. South's Leading 

Taxidermist. Chris’ Taxidermy, 801 Grove, Vicks- 

burg, Mississippi. 


DEERSKIN tanning “choice of four colors. Made into 

gloves, handbags. moccasins, jackets. Deal direct 
save. Catalog tags. Custom Sportcrafts, 7 West, Glo- 
versville, New York. 


28 TRAPPING : 


MINK Trappers—I can help you catch more re mink. Sent 
$1.00 oz. Jay Gingell, Lake Orion, Michigan. 


SPORTSMEN: Secret from Old Trapper. Remove ani- 
mals trom dens quickly, safely, alive. Rid farms of 
vermin. Trappers pick only prime males. No smoking 
or chemicals. Won't harm dens. Secret method $1.00. 
Bell Trappers, Bullville, New York. 

MUSKRAT trappers learn to trap males. Only the 
males kill the young. $1.00. Jay Gingell, R. #1, 
Lake Orion, Michigan. 


29 _ MISCELLANEOUS 
STUDY “tor game_ warden, park. fish, forestry, look- 
out guide. wildlife conservation, immigration and 
highway patroi service Details free. Write Delmar 
Institute, C2, Whittier, California. 


BURIED Tre asure—Uranium Mineral Lacs ators. . Low est 
Prices—Time Payment Plan—Free Literature. Fisher 
Research Lavoratory, Palo Alto, Caliiornia. 

WHY pay retail prices? Get catalog showing Nationally 
Advertised merchandise at discounts. 25c. Budd 
Supply Co., Dept. 64, 918 St. Paul Street, Baltimore, 
Maryland. 

ONLY new moneymaker i in years. Free details. Case- 
craft, 805-D Sunset Blvd.. Los Angeles, California. 


MOUNTED Steer Horns 5 to 8 Feet. Also Hunting 
Horns. M. Farreil, Plano, Texas. 


LEATHERCRAFT. Everything needed by beginners, ad- 

vanced hobbyists and professional leatherworkers. 
Largest stock of supplies in U. S. Moderate priced 
tooling leathers, top quality calfskins, tools, supplies, 
kits. Send 10c for Big Catalog. J. C. Larson Co., 820 
S. Tripp, Dept. 3674, Chicago 24. 


“X-RAY Mind.” Dar 

















Halladay 





























Dangerous power over “others. In- 
quire. Send Dime. Krishnar Institute, 1912 Lincoin- 
Park-West, 411-SZ, Chicago 14 ‘wa 


DELUXE Cleaning Service on Suede and “Leather 
Jackets. Expert Repairing. Free Price List. Write 
Ed. Roper, Thorndale, Pennsylvania. 


WOMEN—2 to 4 hours daily at home. Offers exciting 
opportunity for steady income. Write World Address- 
ing Systems, Anaheim 7, California. 


“INTERESTING Mails’ "—25¢ keeps your mail box full 
three months. Bentz, Desk I/90, Chatawa, Mis- 
sissip”. 

U.S. Civil Service Jobs! Start high as $316 month. 
Men-Women, 18-55. Qualify Now! 30,000 jobs open 
Experience often unnecessary. Get Free 36-page book 
showing jobs, salaries, sample tests. Write: Franklin 

Institute, Dept. G-34, Rochester, New York. 


WATERWEEDS removed easily and effectively from 
any lake, pond or river. Write for particulars. 
Aschert Bros., Box 155, LaCanada, California. 
YOUR Leather Jacket renovated expertly. Free circu- 
lar. Berlew Mfg. Company, Dept. 6, Freeport, New 
York. 


BLOWING “Horns 12 inches long $5.00. V. A. Capers, 
306 Pine, Monroe, Louisiana. 





























31 ARCHERY EQUIPMENT 





on finest Bows, Arrows, Complete Bow- 

hunting outfits, etc. Free Catalog and ‘‘How To 
Select Archery Equipment’’ booklet. Malibu Archery, 
3156-AN Eighth Street, Los Angeles 5, California. 


ARCHERS, Bowhunters Raw Materials. Catalogue 

Free. Book on How to Make Modern Archery Tackle, 
= -00. Sherwood Tackle, Box 267L, Fairlawn, New 
ersev. 


(32 AUTOS & AUTO > TRAILERS 


SAVE 50% 











BUILD Your Own Trailer! | Plans for all kinds. Illus- 
trated Catalog 10c. Jim Dandy, 125-0, Wausau, 
Wisconsin. 

BUILD—it—Yourself. Trailer blueprints. Pi Pickup Coach. 
Boat Kits. Catalog 10c. Comstock Trailers, 585-0, 
Parsons, Kansas. 


EXCEPTIONAL, expanding. eight” ‘foot trailer accom- 

modates family of five. Build yourself literature 10c. 
Fra-Mar Company 4 Jones Avenue, Wilmington, 
Massachusetts. 


33 AGENTS WANTED 


BUY Wholesale thousands nationally advertised prod- 
ucts at big discount. Free ‘‘Wholesale Plan.’’ Ameri- 
can Buyers, 629-LD Linden, Buffalo, New York. 


REPRESENT America’s leading Sporting Goods Manu- 
facturer. Become a salesman for Stream-Eze, Inc., 
Charlevoix, Michigan. 


34 BOOKS & MAGAZINES 























BIG catalog: 1500 bargains, send 10c. Books Publish- 
_ing | Company 3100 Ocean Parkway, Brooklyn 35. 


ANGLING and hunting books—new, used and rare. Re 
quest free list. Sporting Book Service, Box 113, 
Rancocas, New Jersey. 


BOOKS By Mail. Any author! Fast service. Lowest 
prices. Send wants—no obligation. International 
Book finders, Box 3003-OL, Beverly Hills, California. 


THRILLING personal experiences of Meshach Browning 

described and iilustrated in ‘‘Forty-four Years of 
Life of a Hunter’’. $5.00 postpaid. R. Getty Browning, 
1012 Harvey Street, Raleigh, North Carolina. 


35 WEARING APPAREL 


NECKTIES for m men at half price and less. Perfect | first 

quality most popular styles now being sold in the 
very best stores for $1.50 each and =~. Positively 
Guaranteed. Three for $1.50 or 75c each. R. Farr, Box 
861L, Milwaukee, Wisconsin. 


36 BUSINESS OPPORTUNITIES 


EXTRA Money—No Selling—operate vendors. Amaz- 
ing profits. details Free. Silver King, Suite 224, 622 
Diversey. Chicago 14. 


BREED Rare Tropical Fish at home. Earn Big Money 
Learn Secrets! Help fill huge demand. Amazing Op 
portunity: Free Plan Tropicals, 1008-E Los Angeles 
Street, Los Angeles 15. 


IMPORT-Export! Opportunity profitable, world-wide 
mail-order business from home without capital, or 
travel abroad. Established World Trader ships in 
structions for no-risk examination. Experience unnex 
essary. Free details. Mellinger, 12B, Los Angeles 24 
California. 


EARN Moaey Selling Binoculars, Rifles, Cameras. Sena 
for Free Dealer Bulletin. Nidorg & Co., 14-E Wash 
ington Place, New York 3, New York. 


START Venetian Blind Laundry. Profitable lifetim« 
business. New Machine. Free booklet. F. K. Co., 
442 N. Seneca, Wichita 12, Kansas. 


BUY wholesale—Direct from us—25, 000 Items—cat. 
alogue 25c. (refundable). Matthews, 1474- 
Broadway, New York City 36. r 


YOU can make a fortune if you join us now. Sell sen 
sational new $4.95 non-electrical burglar alarm 
Tremendous sales. Federal Products, Evanston 4 
Illinois. Lashecee ~ 

ONLY new moneymaker in years. Free details. Case- 
_craft, 805-D Sunset Blvd.. Los Angeles, California 


MEN! You can make a fortune if you join us now. We 
are introducing Kantlash. Greatest fishing equip 
ment accessory ever manufactured. Sales already 
pouring in. We want distributors immediately! Retails 
$2.95. Big, easy profits. Write today! Kantlash 
Evanston 2 , Illinois. 

EARN ‘Money Selling Jewelry & Home Appliances, 
Send for Free Wholesale Catalogue. Nidorg & Co., 
14-L Washington Place, New York 3, New York. 
STRANGE “Dry” Window Cleaner. Sells like wild 
Replaces messy rags, liquids. Simply glide over glass 
Samples sent on trial. Kristee 180, Akron, Ohio. 
TYPISTS—Profitable business at home. Complete 
copyrighted information, 50c. Gaunt, 827% Irving 
Chicago 13, Illinois. 

EARTHWORM Breeding? First, get unusual story, ‘‘An 
Earthworm Turned His Life.” Free. Earthmaster 
Dept. 32, El Monte, California. 

GROW Mushrooms, Cellar, shed. Spare, full time, year 
round. We pay $3.50 lb. We paid Babbitt $4,165.00 
in few weeks. Free Book. Washington Mushroom Ind 
Department 149, 2954 Admiral Way, Seattle, Wash 
ington 









































30 ANTIQUES & RELICS 


4 FINE Indian Arrowheads $1.00. Good grooved Toma- 
_hawk $2.00. List Free. Lear's, Glenwood, Arkansas. 


4 SELECTED Arrowheads $1.00. Prehistoric Pottery 
_Bowl $7.50, list 3c. H. Yalburt, Calico Rock, Arkansas. 


“QW UlI'tschuerbeller raiken :—Selling several hundred 
historical firearms, 30,000 Indian Relics, Collectors 
Cartridges, Coins, Antiques. 400 bayonets, swords.— 
Revolutionary, Civilwar: Flintlocks, Muskatoons, Blun- 
derbusses, Snaphaunces, Revolvers, Frontiers, Ken- 
tuckies, Winchesters, Ramrods.—Powderhorns, Bio- 
horns, Steerhorns, Mounted Pheasants, Deerheads, 
Daguerreotypes, Ambrotypes, Violin Wood,—Arrow- 
heads, Spearheads, Bannerstones, Discoidals, Toma- 
hawks, Bo-wood.—Agates, Minerals, Fossils. Indian- 
heads, Gold Dollars.—Catalog. profusely illustrated 
35c. Heike, Wenona 20, Illinois. 
4 PERFECT arrowheads $1.00. Tomahawks $1.00. 
Pestle $1.00. Flint knife 50c. Hide scraper 50c. 
Stone ax@ $3.00. Perfect pipe $3.00. Catalog 10c. 
H. Daniel. Lamar, Arkansas 


MAKE Money at home mailing cards—Circulars. Pleas 








ant. Profitable. Paton, Box 55-W, New York 
New York. 
FREE Book “505 Odd Successful businesses.’ W: 


home. Expect something odd! Pacific-YG, Oceans 
California. 


37 HELP WANTED 


FOREIGN & Latin American Employment, 1953 ‘'For 
eign Service Directory’? gives Up-To-Minute Facts 
on Military & Civilian Construction, Government Jobs 
Major Oil Listings, Aviation, Transportation, Steam 
ship Lines, Mining Importers, Exporters, How-When 
Where to apply, application forms. Hot a Firms 
Hiring. $1.00 postpaid. Global Reports, Box 883-OL 
Hollywood 28. California. 
ALASKA!! Last American Frontier. $1.00 brings 1°93 
Business Directory & Government Map, Military & 
Civilian Construction; Homestead & Highway facts 
Mining, Aviation, Fur Farming: Grazing, Tim 
Travel directions. List of firms hiring. How to at 
Alaska Opportunist, Box 92-OL, Hollywood 5. 
California 
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ALASKAN Jobs! Over 150 New construction projects | 
witn names, addresses companies hiring. Thousands | 


needed! Highest | ee Military, private construction. 
Mining, Fish mbering, Aviation. Railroads, 
Homesteading. mailed. Unskilled workers. Salary 
information. Government map included. $1.00 com- 
plete. Alaskan Opportunities (OL). 
more. Washington. 


1500 FOREIGN jobs—corporations, firms in 40 coun- 

tries for clerks, administrators, equipment operators, 
engineers, technicians, craftsmen, mechanics, teachers, 
superintendents. To $12,000. $5.00 for 1500. Box 
991, Washington, D. C. 


FOREIGN Employment construction work. If interested 
in foreign projects with high pay write Foreign Serv- 
ice Bureau, (Dept. O.L.), Metuchen, New Jersey 


CONFIDENTIAL reports. Highest paying jobs in 28 
countries, including United States, Alaska, South 
America, "Europe, Middle East. Many average 
$1450.00 monthly. Skilled, unskilled, laborers, trades, 
supervisory, clerical wanted. Only $2, including one 
year registration-advisory service. Complete satis- 
faction guaranteed. National Services, Box 2954LA, 
St. Louis 17, Missouri. 


NORTHERN airbase construction opportunities! Trans- 

portation paid. Laborers earn $255 weekly, skilled 
$340. Complete information, wages, overtime, condi- 
tions, how to apply, etc. Plus, latest bulletin, ‘‘Firms 
Seeking Applicants.” Everything, $1.00. Jobservice 
N-6, Box 30, Billings, Montana. 


$1300.00 MONTHLY for truck drivers, $1400.00 
monthly for carpenters, electricians, plumbers, me- 
chanics, $1200.00 for clerks and laborers. Replace- 
ment hiring now being done. Full information and 
complete eK: listings, with current information on 




















Spain job, $1.00. Women’s listings, $1.00. 25,000 
men and women needed for new stateside project! 
Complete information and other domestic listings, 
$1.00. Dept. 5-K, Opportunities Unlimited, 1110 
Commerce Bldg., St. Paul, Minnesota. 
38 EMPLOYMENT SERVICES 
CONSTRUCTION Job List. Published Monthly, $1. 00. 
mpster’s Construction Scout News, Dept. 268-QS, 
Bridgeport, Illinois. 2 _ 
OVERSEAS" Jobs. Big pay, transportation, expenses. 
Clerical, professional, mechanical workers. Most all 
trades. Latest listings airline, construction, manufac- 
turing, oil, steamship companies, government agen- 


cies, many other opportunities. Up to date informa- 
tion’ on securing ae” contracts, income tax, 
application forms. $1.0 Overseas Jobs, Box 
330-E13, Baton Rouge Taisen 

FOREIGN J Jobs, Contracts underway and soon starting 
in Africa, South America, Canada, England, Europe, 
South Pacific, Middle East, Mexico and Alaska. Send 
$1.00 for foreign job news, information, Mee 
forms, etc. DCS Foreign Job News, Dept. 268-QT 
Bridgeport, Illinois. 


40 OLD COINS & STAMPS 


WANTED—1894-S Dime Pay $500.00. Certain 1913 
nickel 1,000.00. 1901-S quarter $20.00 to 
$150.00, Hundreds of others. Know their true value. 
Complete illustrated catalogue 25c. Worthycoin Cor- 
poration (D-302), Boston 8, Massachusetts. 


FREE. Valuable mystery ‘gift. Approvals. Send Be 

handling, please. Raymax, 37-HL Maiden Lane, New 

York City. 

ore. 00 FOR certain Lincoln ~ pennies, Indianheads 
50.00. New Booklet listing prices paid, 20c. Lin- 

“an Coins, D-114, Glendale, Arizona. 


77 DIFFERENT U.S.—25c or 125 Different U.S 
$1.00. Approvals. Premiums. Utechts, 1143G North 
Keeler, Chicago 51. <m: 


WE purchase Indianhead pennies. Complete 
catalogue 20c. Magnacoins, Box 61-BW, 
57, New York. 


$1,0 000.00 JAPANESE Invasion Note $1.00. 100pp Ii- 

plustrated Coin Catalogue 25c. Shultz, Salt Lake 10, 
ta 

BIG New U.S. Catalog—Only 10c! Published by 
world’s largest stamp firm. Profusely illustrated. 

Bargain lists & approvals also. Harrisco, 345 Transit 

Bldg., Boston 17, Massachusetts. 


COLONIAL Collection Free—Magnicarocious collec- 


tion, British, French, American and other Colonies 
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ROUGH SHOOT 


(continued from page 61) 


ly, our polecat is the wild cousin of the | 


ferret, not a skunk.) A 15-cent bounty 
is paid for each gray taken, but I 
imagine there will be squirrels around 
when the last Britisher is extinct. In 
May alone I got 67 in the early morn- 
ings with my Colt Woodsman automatic 
pistol. 

In spring there we 
rabbits and winter wheat was being 
badly damaged. In desperation we be- 
gan rather ungallantly to concentrate 
on the ladies. Ignoring the bucks, we 
did our best to pick off all the does we 
spotted through the 4X scopes on our 
.22 rifles. No mammas, no big families! 
The theory seemed to work, for by late 
summer the rabbit population was 
markedly reduced. 

There was a fine hatch of mallard 
ducks on our pond, and two shoots pro- 


still too many 


| duced seven before the flock departed 


for more peaceful areas. Since we 
never had a moment to spare for trout, 
we sublet the fishing rights. But in 
May an ancient rookery gave us some 
good sport. In Britain we shoot our 
rooks (crows to you Yankees) with 
.22 rifle, since it’s considered bad form 
to use a scattergun. We get the young 
birds while they are clambering about 
the branches and learning to fly. Low 
birds are easy, but a young rook high 
up in a tall elm has a lot of space 
around it, especially on a windy day, 
and can be a most difficult and sporting 
target. Rook pie is a traditional country 
dish, but most of us are glad we have 
to eat it only once a year. 

My partner and I use standard Eng- 
lish double-barreled ejector guns of 12 
gauge on gamebirds, but we’re some- 
what unusual in preferring the Ameri- 
can 2%-inch chamber rather than the 


21-inch one popular in Britain. Pump | 


guns and autoloaders are uncommon 
here; by custom (but not by law) 
they’re barred from the game fields, and 
only clay-bird s’ »oters and wildfowlers 


| prefer them. 


Flowers, Animals, Commemoratives, Triangles, Picto. | 


rials High Values all free ‘‘plus” Philatopic Maga- 








zine. Send 5c for postage. Empire Stamp Co., Dept. 
OD, Toronto, Canada. 

41 PATENTS & INVENTIONS 
INVENTORS: Information on patent procedure fur- 
nished on _ request without obligation, John 


Randolph, Registered Patent Attorney, 22 
Building, Washington 1, D.C. 


INVENTORS—This firm is registered to practice be- 
fore the United States Patent Office and is avail- 
able to assist you in the preparation and prosecution 
of your patent application. ‘‘Patent Protection for 
Inventors’’ booklet containing detailed information 
and steps to take toward patent protection will be 
sent upon request. No obligation. Victor J. Evans & 
Company, 836-M Merlin Building, Washington 6, D. C. 


INVENTORS: Learn how to protect your invention. 

‘Patent Guide’’ containing detailed information con- 
cerning patent protection and procedure together with 
‘Record of Invention’’ form will be forwarded upon 
request—without obligation. We are registered to 
practice before the U. S. Patent Office and prepared to 
serve you in handling your patent matters. Clarence 
A. O’Brien & Harvey Jacobson, Registered Patent 
Attorneys, 348-K District National Building, Wash- 
ington, D. C. 


INVENTORS—If you believe you have an invention, 
you should find out how to protect it! Send for copy 
of our Patent Booklet ‘‘How To Protect Your Inven- 
tion’’ and “Invention Record’’ form. No obligation. 
McMorrow, Berman & Davidson, Registered Patent 
Attorneys, '204-Y Victor Building, Washington 1, D. C. 


INVENTORS. When you are satisfied that you have 
invented something of value write me, without obli- 
gation, for information as to what steps you should 
take to secure a Patent. Write Patrick D. Beavers, 
Registered Patent Atty., 930 Columbian Building, 
Washington 1, D. C. 
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REAL ESTATE 


FLORIDA—New development adjoining Ocala National 
Forest in Lake County. Best fishing, hunting. Nice 





page 9 $245 at $10 monthly. Folder free. W. Ver- 
or 


DeLand, Florida. 





| Do you 


Our game license costs $10.a year, 
and a gun license $1.50; the latter cov- 
ers rabbits, pigeons, wildfowl, and ver- 
min only. Our game laws are archaic 
and complicated. There are no bag or 
season limits but sportsmen themselves 
use common sense in not overshooting. 
Our biggest problem, as I’ve indicated, 
is finding a place to shoot at reasonable 
cost. 

At the end of our first year’s tenancy, 
the county pests officer came ‘around 
and told us we'd done a great job. Our 
total bag was 703 rabbits, 103 gray 
squirrels, 10 pheasants, 10 partridges, 
seven ducks, and 98 “various.” Apart 
from the excellent sport we’d enjoyed, 


we succeeded in making a small profit. | 


We sold a good many rabbits and col- 
lected good fees by giving frustrated 
shooters a chance to gun. 

We brought the rabbits under control 
and made the valley fit for farming. 
know what happened then? 
The government took it over as a per- 
manent national park, and banned all 
shooting. You should see the rabbits 
in it now! THE END 








CALIFORNIA Ranch Lands 
bid. Farm-ranch-hunt-fish-retire. 


50c to $5 acre minimum 
10c brings illus 
outline maps. Tax Land Sales, 


trated land catalog, 
Box 2350BR, Hollywood 28, California. 


STROUT’S Farm Catalog. Farms, Homes, Businesses, 
33 States, Coast-to-Coast, 3298 bargains described. 
Mailed Free. World's Largest; 53 years Service. Strout 
Realty, 255-SW 4th Avenue, New York 10, New York. 


FLORIDA Lakefront lots. Best fishing - hunting. Terms, 
hos © gg interest. Literature. Gracie Parker, Paisley 
Flori a 


HOT Springs, Arkansas. 











Free Real Estate Catalog 
Mailed. Wonder State Realty, 607 Malvern Avenue. 
OZARK Farm $800—$25 monthly. Ranching—Poultry 
_—Timber. Lists write Armstrong, Shook 38, _Missouri. 


FLORIDA Beautiful Retirement Homesites on Gulf 
Coast. Finest Hunting, Fishing $250 at $10 Month- 
ly. Edward Mathews, Owner, Department V-18, Box 
1406, Asheville, North Carolina. 


43 TOBACCO & PIPES 


FACTORY Rejects—Outstanding Value! Same genuine 

imported briar as our regular $10.00 pipes. Have 
slight surface flaws not affecting superb smoking 
qualities. 2 for only $1.00. Satisfaction Guaranteed. 
Gaylords, Dept. 265, North Adams, Massachusetts. 


PIPE Smokers! Cigar Smokers! Free illustrated catalog 

saves up to 50% on choice imported, domestic pipes, 
cigars, tobaccos, supplies. Write Wally Frank, Dept. 
217, 150 Nassau St., New York 38, N. Y. 


aa SITUATIONS WANTED 


COUPLE desire work for Northern and Southern fizh- 























ing camp. Fred Beaver, Westerville, Ohio. 

45 HOBBIES 

BIG Savings s Leather—Now, for first time, you can 
buy full sides of top grain cowhide at our special, 
amazingly low ‘‘tannery-to-you"’ prices. For details, 
write ‘Dept. 4, W. D. Byron & Sons, Williamsport, Md 


Fine cowhide tanners since 1832. 
47 EDUCATIONAL & INSTRUCTION 


HE-Man Voice! Strengthen your voice for greater suc- 
cess in business, social life. Scientific, silent, seif- 























study training. Free Catalog. (Founded 1916.) Pre 
fect Voice Institute, 210 South Clinton, Studio 
LX-24, Chicago 6. 

48 SPORTING GOODS 

FREE pole climbers with safety ‘tool belt combination 
RC surplus $6.98. Towilco. Syracuse 8, New York. 
SPORTSMAN'’S emergency kit—$4.95. Personalized 
Branding Iron—$3.95. Personalized Coat of Arms— 
$3.50. Hedge Clipper Attachment, fits any standard 
4” drill,—$14.95. Cash Asbury, 3301 Old Wm. Penn 
Hwy., Pittsburgh 35, Pennsylvania. 

ag SPECIAL SERVICES 

NO Luck tinding a book publisher? Write for free 
bocklet RL. Vantage Press, 120 West 31, New 
York 

51 MACHINERY & TOOLS 

ALLTOOLS catalogue “free! Save! 2000 different (do- 


mestic, 


imported), novelties, supplies. Any purpose. 
Alltools, 


Box 268, New York 5 








if you SELL through 
MAIL ORDER 
and your PRODUCT 
or SERVICE 
appeals to SPORTSMEN 
Use Outdoor Life Classified to 
INCREASE YOUR BUSINESS 


LOOK at these LOW rates! 


70° 


White space—$3.75 a line 


per word 
per insertion 


Minimum ad—14 words 
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THE GIST OF Ir~ EDITED by HENRY S. MOORE 


a digest of the outdoor news 


ORNSWOGGLED. Queerest catch I’ve 

heard of in a long time was made 
by E. P. Miller. Surf-casting at Breezy 
Point, Long Island, he went all day 
without a strike. Disgusted, he made 
one last cast—-and pulled in an army 
bugle.—Howard 8. Pratt, Brooklyn 
Eagle. 


W EATHER OR NO. Be your own fore- 
caster: It’s sure to be cold if pigs 
grunt uneasily or huddle; caterpillars 
have broad bands; there are plenty of 
comets; geese fly late at night; and you 
forget to take along a heavy coat. 

Look for fair weather if crows fly in 
pairs; cats wash behind their ears; the 
sunset glows red; birds fly high; and 
you take along a raincoat. 

Expect snow if turkeys refuse to 
come down from trees; cats sit with 
their backs to the fire; burning wood 
pops loudly; and your back aches. 

Get out the storm signals if foxes 
bark at night; seagulls sit on sand; hair 
of redheads turns kinky; and your corns 
hurt. 

And watch your newspaper.—Joe 
Stearns, Athens (Ga.) Banner-Herald. 


ANGE FINDER. 
Shooters in a 

.30 caliber rifle 
match on a range 
near St. Charles, 
Mo., were aston- 
ished when a rab- 
bit—-pursued by a 





mink—ran right 
up under their 
guns. The mink 


stopped out of 

range, looked the situation over, and de- 
parted. So did the rabbit, but only after 
it had made sure the mink was really 
gone.—-Ries Tuttle, Des Moines (Iowa) 
Tribune. 


OLLOW THE LEADER. Fly-fishing for 

bluegills, Dick Cody caught a three- 
pound bass on a carom shot. A bluegill 
that hit his fly was in turn hit by the 
bass, which clamped on and couldn't let 
go when the bluegill’s fins wedged firm- 
ly in his mouth.—Lee Matthews, Barre 
(Mass.) Gazette. 


N“& PLEASE? I learned that a gent 
named Russell P. Hunter heads the 
Connecticut Board of Game and Fish- 
eries. If he thinks his name is an apt 
one for the job, he should come out to 
Indiana and meet Harley G. Hook, Di- 
rector of Fish and Game.—Jack Parry, 
Gary (Ind.) Post-Tribune. 


168 ourpoor FE 


LUB NOTE. 

Frank  Fin- 
ley (nicknamed 
‘“‘Woodchuck”’ be- 
cause he catches 
chucks barehand- 
ed) is resting at 
home, his leg in a 
cast. Finley says 
he was running 
down a gray- 
coated veteran 
when the chuck 





suddenly wheeled, 
picked up a fence post, and walloped 
him across the leg just above the ankle. 
—Bill Walsh, Erie (Pa.) Times. 


RUMBEAT. Freddie Martin and Bill 

Meek were removing sunken oil 
drums from Eagle Mountain Lake when 
they heard a loud thumping in one of 
them. They cut off the head of the drum 
and found a 14-pound catfish that evi- 
dently had moved into it as a youngster 
and stayed until he was too big to get 
out.—George Kellam, Fort Worth (Tex.) 
Star-Telegram. 


| bee DAYS. Clergymen should 
get a chance to rest and relax on 
weekdays, says Gus Berlitz, so he 
gives them free use of tackle, skiffs, in- 
boards, and dock facilities at his boat 
livery in Deale, Md. He sells bait to 
them at cost.—Kennedy Ludlam, Wash- 
ington (D.C.) Times-Herald. 


ETURN OF THE SWALLOW. A_ black 

bass will eat about anything it can 
swallow, but Clements Brightwell of 
Tampa was a bit surprised to find a 
half-pound turtle in the stomach of a 
three-pound bass he caught. Brightwell 
applied artificial respiration by press- 
ing rhythmically on the turtle’s shell, 
and in 45 minutes it started breathing 
again.— Bobby Hicks, Tampa (Fla.) 
Tribune. 


OAD RUNNER. 
Here’s some 
ammunition for 


those who con- 
tend that black 
bears can run 


faster than deer. 
Dean Jordan, a 
game warden 
who clocked a big 
blackie on the 
Rockwood - Pitts- 
ton road at 30 miles an hour, says the 
bear wasn’t hurrying — just loping 
along.— Gene Letourneau, Portland 
(Maine) Press-Herald. 





OTEWORTHY. A letter signed by some 

50 members of the Williams Rod 
& Gun Club nearly floored A. W. Yoder, 
director of the Arizona Game and Fish 
Commission. The gripe? None at all— 
the members just wanted to thank 
Yoder for the good fishing they en- 
joyed last season.——_Ben Avery, Phoenix 
(Ariz.) Republic. 


in HOT. A bull moose, perhaps nurs- 
ing an old grudge, recently invaded 
the industrial city of Lowell, Mass., 
walked into a back yard, and trampled 
the dickens out of a-red hunting outfit 
that had been hung on a line.—Perc 
Angwin, Brattleboro (Vt.} Reformer. 


Rapa Homer 
Wallace is 
thankful that 
Emory Schu- 
macher is an ac- 
curate caster — 
and uses strong 
line. Homer stum- 
bled off a ledge 
into deep water 
at the mouth of 
the Colorado Riv- 
er and went down twice. He swallowed 
a lot of water, but when Emory cast a 
spoon over his shoulder he was able to 
grab the line and hold on as he was 
pulled into shallow water.—Bill Walker, 
Houston (Tex.) Post. 





Begs coons. A distemper-like disease 
among Michigan raccoons may be 
nature’s way of slowing up a population 
growth that has permitted a rise in an- 
nual kills from 32,000 coons in 1942 to 
129,000 in 1952. One of the disease’s 
earliest symptoms is an absence of 
caution; coons wander up to farm- 
houses and are mistaken for escaped 
“pets.” Later it produces paralysis, 
muscular tremors, and convulsions.- 

Jack Van Coevering, Detroit Free Press. 


ELPING HAND. Scientists say fish 

have a keen sense of smell, but 
that’s nothing new to Cole Rivers, state 
fisheries agent at Grants Pass, Oreg. 
He’s been capitalizing on it for years in 
helping migrating Rogue River salmon 
that miss the main current and become 
dead-ended in side waters. He either 
washes his hands in the water just 
above the milling fish, or wipes his 
hands on a rag and tosses it into the 
water. The scent on it immediately 
panics the salmon into a downstream 
dash to the main current.—Tom Mc- 
Allister, Portland Oregon Journal. 
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This dry and mellow beer . . . this beer 
of matchless flavor . . . is the world’s 


; largest seller. 


Year after year more bottles and cans 
of Schlitz are bought—millions more— 
than of any other beer. This popularity 
= is the result of the most conclusive taste 


test in beer history. 


Next time you pack your gear, pack 
Schlitz in the handy 6-Paks. 





ase 
’ be 
tion 
an- 
2 to 
se’s 

of 
rm- 
ped 
/sis, 





‘ess. 


fish 
but 
tate 
reg. 
‘s in 
mon 
ome 
ther 
just 
is 
the 
itely 
eam 
Mc- 
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hlitz is available in quart bottles, 12- 
ce ottles and cans, and the 7-ounce 
le. Also in 24-Pak and handy 6-Pak 
ms ot cans and “one-way” bottles 
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NO OTHER ANTI-FREEZE GIVES YOUR 
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"DOES NOT BOIL AWAY fa "union so 7. ~ del “ 
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PREVENTS RUST bam 


One shot lasts all winter. Just put 
“Prestone” anti-freeze in and forget 
it till spring! No boil-away...no 
repair bills —its special inhibitors 
give the best protection against 
tust, clogging and foaming. 


You're SAFE... 


High compression engines and effi- 
cient car-heaters make non-evapo- 
rating anti-freeze more important 
now than ever. There’s not one 
drop of boil-away alcohol or 
methanol in “Prestone” anti-freeze. 


$3.75 per gallon ® $1.00 per quart, in quart cans 


Youre SURE... 


With “Prestone” brand anti-freeze 
in your car, you’re sure you've 
bought the best. It’s America’s No. 
1 brand. No other anti-freeze gives 
your car the same complete protec- 
tion. It’s guaranteed! 


NEW! 


PRESTONE 2; |G 


a RAN Db ‘ve ont Ask your 


“Prestone”’ anti 
NATIONAL CARBON COMPANY « A Division of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation ANS pone er 
30 East 42nd Street, New York 17,N. Y. SS per a” 


The terms ‘‘Prestone’’, ‘Prime’ and ‘‘Eveready’’ are trade-marks of Union Carbide and Carbon Corporation 





